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CHAPTER  L 

A  MONG  the  genii  who  preside  over  the  empires  of  the 
'^^  world,  Ithnriel  holds  one  of  the  first  places,  and  has 
the  proTince  of  Upper  Asia.  He  came  down  one  morning, 
entered  the  dwelling  of  Babouc,  a  Scythian  who  lived  on 
the  banks  of  the  Oxus,  and  addressed  him  thus : 

"Babonc,  the  follies  and  disorders  of  the  Persians  have 
drawn  down  upon  them  our  wrath.  An  assembly  of  the 
genii  of  Upper  Asia  was  held  yesterday  to  consider  whether 
Persepolis  should  be  punished  or  utterly  destroyed.  Go 
thither,  and  make  full  investigation ;  on  thy  return  inform 
me  faithfully  of  all,  and  I  will  decide  according  to  thy 
report  either  to  chastise  the  city  or  to  root  it  out." 

"  But,  my  lord,**  said  Babouc  humbly,  "  I  have  never 
been  in  Persia,  and  know  no  one  there.** 

'*  So  much  the  better,"  said  the  angel, "  thou  wilt  be  the 
more  impartial.  Heaven  has  given  thee  discernment,  and 
I  add  the  gift  of  winning  confidence.  G^,  look,  listen, 
observe,  and  fear  nothing;  thou  shalt  be  well  received 
everywhere.'* 

Babouc  mounted  his  camel,  and  set  out  with  his  ser- 
vants.    After  some  days,  on  approaching  the  plains  of 
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Sennah,  he  fell  in  with  the  Persian  army,  which  was  going 
to  fight  with  the  army  of  India.^  He  first  accosted  a 
soldier  whom  he  found  at  a  distance  from  the  camp,  and 
asked  him  what  was  the  cause  of  the  war. 

*•  By  all  the  gods,"  said  the  soldier,  "  I  know  nothing 
about  it;  it  is  no  business  of  mine;  my  trade  is  to  kill  and  be 
killed  to  get  a  living.  It  makes  no  odds  to  me  whom  I 
serve.  I  have  a  great  mind  to  pass  over  to-morrow  into  the 
Indian  camp,  for  I  hear  that  they  are  giving  their  men  half 
a  copper  drachma  a  day  more  than  we  get  in  this  cursed 
service  of  Persia.  If  you  want  to  know  why  we  are  fighting, 
speak  to  my  captain.'* 

Babouc  gave  the  soldier  a  small  present,  and  entered  the 
camp.  He  soon,  made  the  captain's  acquaintance,  and 
asked  him  the  cause  of  the  war. 

"How  should  I  know?  "  said  he;  "such  grand  matters 
are  no  concern  of  mine.  I  live  two  hundred  leagues  away 
from  Persepolis ;  I  hear  it  said  that  war  has  been  declared;  I 
immediately  forsake  my  family,  and  go,  according  to  our 
custom,  to  make  my  fortune  or  to  die,  since  I  have  nothing 
else  to  do." 

"  But  surely,"  said  Babouc,  "  your  comrades  are  a  little 
better  informed  than  yourself  ?  " 

"  No,"  replied  the  officer,  "  hardly  anybody  except  our 
chief  satraps  has  any  veiy  clear  notion  why  we  are  cutting 
each  other's  throats." 

Babouc,  astonished  at  this,  introduced  himself  to  the 
generals,  and  they  were  soon  on  intimate  terms.  At  last 
one  of  them  said  to  him : 

"  The  cause  of  this  war,  which  has  laid  Asia  waste  for 
the  last  twenty  years,  originally  sprang  out  of  a  quarrel 
between  a  eunuch  belonging  to  one  of  the  wives  of  the 

^  Allusion  is  here  made  to  the  wars  between  England  and 
France 
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great  King  of  Persia,  and  a  custom-hoiise  clerk  in  the  ser- 
Tioe  of  the  great  King  of  India.  The  matter  in  dispute 
was  a  duty  amounting  to  very  nearly  the  thirtiefJi  part  of 
a  daric.^  The  Indian  and  Persian  prime  ministers  worthily 
supported  their  masters'  rights.  The  quarrel  grew  hot. 
They  sent  into  the  field  on  both  sides  an  army  of  a  million 
troops.  This  army  has  to  be  recruited  every  year  with  more 
than  400,000  men.  Massacres,  conflagrations,  ruin,  and 
deyastation  multiply;  the  whole  world  suffers,  and  their 
fury  still  continues.  Our  own  as  well  as  the  Indian  prime 
minister  often  protest  that  they  are  acting  solely  for  the 
happiness  of  the  human  race;  and  at  each  protestation 
some  towns  are  always  destroyed  and  some  proTinoe 
ravaged." 

The  next  day,  on  a  report  being  spread  that  peaee  was 
about  to  be  concluded,  the  Persian  and  Indian  generals 
hastened  to  give  battle ;  and  a  bloody  one  it  was.  Baboue 
saw  all  its  mistakes  and  all  its  abominations ;  he  witnessed 
stratagems  carried  on  by  the  chief  satraps,  who  did  all  they 
could  to  cause  their  commander  to  be  defeated ;  he  saw 
officers  slain  by  their  own  troops ;  he  saw  soldiers  despatch- 
ing their  dying  comrades  in  order  to  strip  them  of  a  few 
blood-stained  rags,  torn  and  covered  with  mud.  He  entered 
the  hospitals  to  which  they  were  carrying  the  wounded, 
most  of  whom  died  through  the  inhuman  negligence  of 
those  very  men  whom  the  King  of  Persia  paid  handsomely 
to  relieve  them. 

"Are  these  creatures  men,'*  cried  Baboue,  "or  wild 
beasts  ?  Ah !  I  see  plainly  that  Persepolis  will  be  de- 
stroyed." 

Occupied  with  this  thought,  he  passed  into  the  camp 
of  the  Indians,  and  found  there  as  favourable  a  reception 
as  in  that  of  the  Persians,  just  as  he  had  been  led  to 

'  A  coin  about  a  guinea  in  value. 
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expect ;  but  he  beheld  there  all  the  same  abuses  that  had 
already  filled  him  with  horror. 

"Ah!"  said  he  to  himself,  "if  the  angel  Ithuriel  re- 
solves to  exterminate  the  Persians,  then  the  angel  of  India 
must  destroy  the  Indians  as  well." 

Being  afterwards  more  particularly  informed  of  all  that 
went  on  in  both  camps,  he  was  made  acquainted  with  acts 
of  generosity,  magnanimity,  and  humanity  that  moved  him 
with  astonishment  and  delight. 

"  Unintelligible  mortals! "  he  exclaimed,  "how  is  it  that 
ye  can  combine  so  much  meanness  with  so  much  greatness, 
such  virtues  with  such  crimes  ?  " 

Meanwhile  peace  was  declared.  The  commanders  of 
both  armies,  neither  of  whom  had  gained  the  victory,  but 
who  had  caused  the  blood  of  so  many  of  their  fellow-me|i 
to  flow,  only  to  promote  their  own  interests,  began  to  solicit 
rewards  at  their  respective  courts.  The  peace  was  extolled 
in  public  proclamations,  which  announced  nothing  less  than 
the  return  of  virtue  and  happiness  to  earth. 

"Gk)d  be  praised!"  said  Babouc,  "  Persepolis  will  be 
the  abode  of  purified  innocence.  It  will  not  be  destroyed, 
as  those  rascally  genii  wished :  let  us  hasten  without  delay 
te  this  capital  of  Asia." 


CHAPTEE  n. 

/^N  his  arrival  he  ontered  that  immense  city  by  the 
^-^  old  approach,  which  was  altogether  barbarous,  and 
offended  the  eye  with  its  hideous  want  of  taste.^  All  that 
part  of  the  dty  bore  witness  to  the  time  at  which  it  had 
been  built ;  for,  in  spite  of  men's  obstinate  stupidity  k^ 

*  Allusion  is  here  made  to  a  quarter  of  Paris  which  formerly 
bore  the  name  of  the  suburb  of  Saint  Marceau. 
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praising  ancient  at  the  expense  of  modem  times,  it  must 
be  confessed  that  in  eveiy  kind  of  art  first  attempts  are 
always  rude. 

Babouc  mingled  in  a  crowd  of  people  composed  of  all 
the  dirtiest  and  ugliest  of  both  sexes,  who  with  a  dull  and 
sullen  air  were  pouring  into  a  vast  and  dreary  building. 
From  the  constant  hum  of  voices  and  the  movements  that 
he  remarked,  from  the  money  that  some  were  giving  to 
others  for  the  privilege  of  sitting  down,  he  thought  that 
he  was  in  a  market  where  straw-bottomed  chairs  were  on 
sale;  but  soon,  when  he  observed  several  women  drop 
upon  their  knees,  pretending  to  look  fixedly  before  them, 
but  giving  sidelong  glances  at  the  men,  he  became  aware 
that  he  was  in  a  temple.  Grating  voices,  harsh,  disagree- 
able, and  out  of  time,  made  the  roof  echo  with  ill-articu- 
lated soimds,  which  produced  much  the  same  effect  as  the 
braying  of  wild  asses  on  the  plains  of  the  Pictavians,^  when 
they  answer  the  summons  of  the  cow-herd's  horn.  He  shut 
his  ears;  but  he  was  yet  more  anxious  to  shut  his  eyes  and 
nose,  when  he  saw  workmen  entering  this  temple  with 
crowbars  and  spades,  who  removed  a  large  stone,  and 
threw  up  the  earth  to  right  and  left,  from  which  there 
issued  a  most  offensive  smell.  Then  people  came  and  laid 
a  dead  body  in  the  opening,  and  the  stone  was  put  back 
above  it. 

"  What ! "  cried  Babouc,  "  these  folk  bury  their  dead  in 
the  same  places  where  they  worship  the  Deity,  and  tlieif 
temples  are  paved  with  corpses !  I  am  no  longer  surprised 
at  those  pestilential  diseases  which  often  consume  Perse- 
polis.  The  aar,  tainted  with  the  corruption  of  the  dead 
and  by  so  many  of  the  living  gathered  and  crammed  to- 
gether in  the  same  place,  is  enough  to  poison  the  whole 
earth.     Oh,  what  an  abominable  city  is  this  Persepolis! 

*  The  Pictavi  were  the  ancient  inhabitants  of  the  modern 
province  of  Poitou. 
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It  would  seem  that  the  angels  intend  to  destroy  it  in 
order  to  raise  up  a  fairer  one  on  its  site,  and  to  fill  it  with 
cleaner  inhabitants,  and  such  as  can  sing  better.  Provi- 
dence may  be  right  after  all;  let  us  leave  it  to  take  its  own 
course." 

CHAPTER  m. 

A/fE  AN  WHILE  the  sun  had  almost  reached  the  middle 
^^^  of  its  course.  Babouc  was  to  dine  at  the  other  end 
of  the  town  with  a  lady  for  whom  he  had  letters  from  her 
husband,  an  officer  in  the  army.  He  first  took  several 
turns  in  and  about  Persepolis,  where  he  saw  other  temples 
better  built  and  more  tastefully  adorned,  filled  with  a  re- 
fined congregation,  and  resounding  with  harmonious  music. 
He  observed  public  fountains,  which,  badly  placed  though 
they  were,  struck  the  eye  by  their  beauty ;  open  spaces, 
where  the  best  kings  who  had  governed  Persia  seemed  to 
breathe  in  bronze,  and  others  where  he  heard  the  people 
exclaiming:  "When  shall  we  see  our  beloved  master 
here  ?  "  He  admired  the  magnificent  bridges  that  spanned 
the  river,  the  splendid  and  serviceable  quays,  the  palaces 
built  on  either  side,  and  especially  an  immense  mansion 
where  thousands  of  old  soldiers,  wounded  in  the  hour  of 
victory,  daily  returned  thanks  to  the  God  of  armies.^  At 
last  he  entered  the  lady's  house,  where  he  had  been  invited 
to  dine  with  a  select  company.  The  rooms  were  elegant 
and  handsomely  furnished,  the  dinner  delicious,  the  lady 
young,  beautiful,  clever,  and  charming,  the  company  worthy 
of  their  hostess ;  and  Babouc  kept  saying  to  himself  every 
moment:  "The  angel  Ithuriel  must  set  the  opinion  of 
the  whole  world  at  defiance,  if  he  thinks  of  destroying  a 
city  so  delightful." 

^  The  H6tel  des  Invalides  at  Paris. 
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CHAPTER  IV. 

A  S  time  went  on  lie  perceiyed  that  the  lady,  who  had 
'^^  begun  by  making  tender  inquiries  after  her  husband, 
was,  towards  the  end  of  the  repast,  speaking  more  tenderly 
still  to  a  young  magian.  He  saw  a  magistrate  who,  in  his 
wife's  presence,  was  bestowing  the  liveliest  caresses  upon  a 
widow;  and  that  indulgent  widow  kept  one  hand  round 
the  magistrate's  neck,  while  she  stretched  out  the  other  to 
a  handsome  yoimg  citizen  whose  modesty  seemed  equal  to 
his  good  looks.  The  magistrate's  wife  was  the  first  to 
leave  the  table,  in  order  to  entertain  in  an  adjoining 
chamber  her  spiritual  director,  who  had  been  expected  to 
dine  with  them  but  arrived  too  late ;  and  the  director,  a 
man  of  ready  eloquence,  addressed  her  in  that  chamber 
with  such  vigour  and  unction,  that  the  lady,  when  she 
came  back,  had  her  eyes  moist  and  her  cheeks  flushed,  an 
unsteady  step,  and  a  stammering  utterance. 

Then  Babouc  began  to  fear  that  the  genius  Ithuriel  was 
in  the  right.  The  gift  that  he  possessed  of  winning  confi- 
dence let  him  into  the  secrets  of  his  fair  hostess  that  very 
day ;  she  owned  to  him  her  partiality  for  the  young  magian, 
and  assured  him  that  in  all  the  houses  at  Persepolis  he 
would  find  the  same  sort  of  behaviour  as  he  had  witnessed 
in  hers.  Babouc  came  to  the  conclusion  that  such  a  society 
could  not  long  hold  together ;  that  jealousy,  discord,  and 
revenge  were  bound  to  make  havoc  in  every  household ; 
that  tears  and  blood  must  be  shed  daily ;  that  the  husbands 
would  assuredly  kill  or  be  killed  by  the  lovers  of  their 
wives ;  and,  finally,  that  Ithuriel  would  do  well  to  destroy 
immediately  a  city  given  up  to  continual  dissensions. 


10  VOLTAIRE^S  TALES. 


CHAPTER  V. 

TTE  was  brooding  over  these  doleful  thoughts,  when 
-^  -*■  there  appeared  at  the  door  a  man  of  grave  counte- 
nance, clad  in  a  black  cloak,  who  humbly  entreated  a  word 
with  the  young  magistrate.  The  latter,  without  getting  up 
or  even  looking  at  him,  gave  him  some  papers  with  a 
haughty  and  absent  air,  and  then  dismissed  him.  Babouc 
asked  who  the  man  was.  The  mistress  of  the  house  said 
to  him  in  a  low  tone : 

"  That  is  one  of  the  ablest  counsellors  we  have  in  this 
city,  and  he  has  been  studying  the  laws  for  fifty  years. 
The  gentleman  yonder,  who  is  but  twenty-five  years  of 
age,  and  who  was  made  a  satrap  of  the  law  two  days  ago, 
has  employed  him  to  draw  up  an  abstract  of  a  case  on 
which  he  has  to  pronounce  judgment  to-morrow,  and  which 
he  has  not  yet  examined." 

**  This  young  spark  acts  wisely,"  said  Babouc,  "  in  ask- 
ing an  old  man's  advice,  but  why  is  not  that  old  man  him- 
self the  judge  ?  " 

"  You  must  be  joking,"  was  the  reply ;  "  those  who  have 
grown  old  in  toUsome  and  inferior  employments  never 
attain  positions  of  great  dignity.  This  young  man  enjoys 
a  high  ofiice  because  his  father  is  rich,  and  because  the 
right  of  administering  justW  is  bought  and  sold  here  like 
a  farm." 

"  O  unhappy  city,  to  have  such  customs  I  "  cried  Babouc ; 
**  that  is  the  coping-stone  of  confusion.  Doubtless  those 
who  have  purchased  the  right  of  dispensing  justice  sell 
their  judgments ;  I  see  nothing  here  but  unfathomable 
depths  of  iniquity." 

As  he  thus  testified  his  sorrow  and  surprise,  a  young 
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warrior,  who  had  that  very  day  returned  from  the  cam- 
paign, addressed  him  in  the  following  terms  : 

"  Why  should  you  object  to  judicial  appointments  being 
made  matter  of  purchase?  I  have  myself  paid  a  good 
price  for  the  right  of  facing  death  at  the  head  of  two  thou- 
sand men  under  my  command;  it  has  cost  me  forty 
thousand  gold  darics  this  year  to  lie  on  the  bare  ground 
in  a  red  coat  for  thirty  nights  together,  and  to  be  twice 
wounded  by  an  arrow  pretty  severely,  of  which  I  still  feel 
the  smart.  If  I  ruin  myself  to  serve  the  Persian  emperor 
whom  I  have  never  seen,  this  gentleman  who  represents  the 
majesfy  of  the  law  may  well  pay  something  to  have  the 
pleasure  of  giving  audience  to  suitors." 

Babouc  in  his  indignation  could  not  refrain  from  oon- 
denming  in  his  heart  a  coimtry  where  the  highest  ofSces  of 
peace  and  war  were  put  up  to  auction ;  he  hastily  concluded 
that  there  must  be  among  such  people  a  total  ignorance  of 
legal  and  military  affairs,  and  that  even  if  Ithuriel  should 
spare  them,  they  would  be  destroyed  by  their  own  detest- 
able institutions. 

His  bad  opinion  was  further  confirmed  by  the  arrival  of 
a  fat  man,  who,  after  giving  a  familiar  nod  to  all  the  com- 
pany, approached  the  young  officer,  and  said  to  him : 

"  I  can  only  lend  you  fifty  thousand  gold  darics ;  for  to 
tell  you  the  truth,  the  imperial  taxes  have  not  brought  me 
in  more  than  three  hundred  thousand  this  year." 

Babouc  inquired  who  this  man  might  be  who  complained 
of  getting  so  little,  and  was  informed  that  there  were  in 
Persepolis  forty  plebeian  kings,^  who  held  the  Persian 
empire  on  lease,  and  paid  the  monarch  something  out  of 
what  they  made. 

^  The  earlier  editions  have  <*  seventy-two."  The  number  of 
farmers-general  of  the  taxes  in  France  differed  at  different  times. 
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CHAPTER  VI. 

A  FTEK  dinner  be  went  into  one  of  the  grandest  temples 
'^^^  in  the  city,  and  seated  himself  in  the  midst  of  a  crowd 
of  men  and  women  who  had  come  there  to  pass  awaj  the 
time.  A  magian  appeared  in  a  structure  raised  aboTe  their 
heads,  and  spoke  for  a  long  time  about  virtue  and  vice. 
This  magian  divided  under  several  heads  what  had  no 
need  of  division;  he  proved  methodically  what  was  per- 
fectly clear,  and  taught  what  everybody  knew  already.  He 
coolly  worked  himself  into  a  passion,  and  went  away  per- 
spiring and  out  of  breath.  Then  all  the  congregation  awoke, 
and  thought  that  they  had  been  listening  to  an  edifying 
discourse.     Babouc  said : 

**  There  is  a  man  who  has  done  his  best  to  weary  two  or 
three  hundred  of  his  fellow-citizens ;  but  his  intention  was 
good,  there  is  no  reason  in  that  for  destroying  Persepolis." 

On  leaving  this  assembly,  he  was  taken  to  witness  a 
public  entertainment,  which  was  exhibited  every  day  in 
the  year.  It  was  held  in  a  sort  of  hall,  at  the  further  end 
of  which  appeared  a  palace.  The  fairest  part  of  the  female 
population  of  Persepolis  and  the  most  illustrious  satraps, 
seated  in  orderly  ranks,  formed  a  spectacle  so  brilliant  that 
Babouc  imagined  at  first  that  there  was  nothing  more  to 
be  seen.  Two  or  three  persons,  who  seemed  to  be  kings 
and  queens,  soon  showed  themselves  at  the  entrance  of  the 
palace ;  their  language  was  very  different  from  that  of  the 
people ;  it  was  measured,  harmonious,  and  sublime.  No 
one  slept,  but  all  listened  in  profound  silence,  which  was 
only  interrupted  by  expressions  of  feeling  and  admiration 
on  the  part  of  the  audience.  The  duty  of  kings,  the  love 
of  virtue,  and  the  dangerous  nature  of  the  passions  were 
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set  forth  in  terms  so  hyelj  and  touching  that  Baibouc  shed 
tears.  He  had  no  donbt  that  those  heroes  and  heroines, 
those  kings  and  qneens  whom  he  had  just  heard,  were  the 
preachers  of  the  empire.  He  eTen  proposed  to  himself  to 
persuade  Ithuriel  to  come  and  hear  them,  quite  convinced 
that  such  a  spectacle  would  reconcile  him  for  ever  to  the 
city. 

As  soon  as  the  entertainment  was  over,  he  was  anxious 
to  see  the  principal  queen,  who  had  delivered  such  pure 
and  noble  sentiments  of  morality  in  that  beautiful  palace. 
He  procured  an  introduction  to  her  majesty,  and  was  led 
up  a  narrow  staircase  to  the  second  storey,  and  ushered 
into  a  badly  furnished  apartment,  where  he  found  a 
woman  meanly  clad,  who  said  to  him  with  a  noble  and 
pathetic  air : 

''This  calling  of  mine  does  not  afford  me  enough  to 
live  upon  ;  one  of  the  princes  whom  you  saw  has  got  me 
into  the  family  way,  and  I  shall  soon  be  brought  to  bed  ; 
I  am  in  want  of  money,  and  one  cannot  lie  in  without 
that." 

Babouc  gave  W  a  hundred  gold  darics,  saying  to 
himself: 

"  If  there  were  nothing  worse  than  this  in  the  city,  I 
think  Ithuriel  would  he  wrong  in  being  so  angry." 

After  that  he  went,  under  the  escort  of  an  intelligent 
man  with  whom  he  had  become  acquainted,  to  pass  the 
evening  in  the  shops  of  those  who  dealt  in  objects  of 
useless  ostentation.  He  bought  whatever  took  his  fancy, 
and  everything  was  sold  him  in  the  most  polite  manner  at 
far  more  than  it  was  worth.  His  friend,  on  their  return 
to  his  house,  explained  to  him  how  he  had  been  cheated, 
and  Babouc  made  a  note  of  the  tradesman's  name,  in  order 
to  have  hun  specially  marked  out  by  Ithuriel  on  the  day 
when  the.  city  should  be  visited  with  punishment.  As  he 
was  writing,  a  knock  was  heard  at  the  door ;  it  was  the 
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shopkeeper  himseK  come  to  restore  his  purse,  which 
Babouc  had  left  bj  mistake  on  his  counter. 

''  How  comes  it  to  pass,"  cried  Babouc,  ''  that  you  can 
be  so  honest  and  generous,  after  having  had  the  face  to 
sell  me  a  lot  of  trumpery  for  four  times  as  much  as  it  is 
worth?" 

"There  is  no  merchant  of  any  note  in  this  city," 
answered  the  shopkeeper,  "  who  would  not  have  brought 
you  back  your  purse ;  but  whoever  told  you  that  you  paid 
four  times  its  proper  value  for  what  you  bought  from  me, 
has  grossly  deceived  you ;  my  profit  was  ten  times  as  much  ; 
and  so  true  is  this,  that  if  you  wish  to  sell  the  articles 
again  in  a  month's  time,  you  will  not  get  even  that  tenth 
part.  But  nothing  is  fairer;  it  is  men's  passing  fancy 
which  settles  the  price  of  such  gewgaws ;  it  is  that  fancy 
which  affords  a  livelihood  to  the  hundred  workmen  whom 
I  employ  ;  it  is  that  which  provides  me  with  a  fine  house, 
a  comfortable  carriage,  and  horses;  it  is  that  which 
stimulates  industry,  and  promotes  taste,  trafiic,  and  plenty. 
I  sell  the  same  trifles  to  neighbouring  nations  at  a  much 
dearer  rate  than  to  you,  and  in  that  way  I  am  useful  to 
my  country." 

Babouc,  after  a  moment's  reflection,  scratched  the  man's 
name  out  of  his  pocket-book. 

"For  after  all,"  said  he,  "the  arts  that  minister  to 
luxury  multiply  and  flourish  in  a  country  only  when  all 
the  necessary  arts  are  also  practised,  and  the  nation  is 
numerous  and  wealthy.    Ithuriel  seems  to  me  a  little  too 
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CHAPTER  Vn. 

T)  ABOXJC,  much  puzzled  as  to  what  opinion  he  ought 
-■-^  to  have  of  Persepolis,  detefmined  to  visit  the  magi 
and  men  of  letters ;  for,  inasmuch  as  the  former  devote 
themselves  to  religion  and  the  latter  to  wisdom,  he  had 
great  hopes  that  they  would  obtain  pardon  for  the  rest  of 
the  people.  So  next  morning  he  repaired  to  a  college  of 
the  magi.  The  archimandrite  acknowledged  that  he  had 
an  income  of  a  hundred  thousand  crowns  for  having  taken 
a  vow  of  poverty,  and  that  he  exercised  a  very  extensive 
dominion  in  virtue  of  his  profession  of  humility;  after 
which  he  left  Babouc  in  the  hands  of  a  brother  of  low 
degree,  who  did  the  honours  of  the  place. 

Whilst  this  brother  was  showing  him  all  the  magnifi- 
cence of  that  home  of  penitence,  a  rumour  spread  that  he 
was  come  to  reform  all  those  religious  houses.  He  im- 
mediately began  to  receive  memorials  from  each  of  them, 
all  of  which  were  substantially  to  this  effect :  "  Preserve 
us,  and  destroy  all  the  others." 

To  judge  by  the  ailments  that  were  used  in  self-defence, 
these  societies  were  all  absolutely  necessary ;  if  their  mutual 
accusations  were  to  be  believed,  they  all  alike  deserved  ex- 
tinction. He  marvelled  how  there  was  not  one  of  them 
but  wished  to  govern  the  whole  world  in  order  to  enlighten 
it.  Then  a  little  fellow,  who  was  a  demi-magian,  came 
forward  and  said  to  him : 

"  I  see  clearly  that  the  work  is  going  to  be  accomplished ; 
for  Zerdust  has  returned  to  earth ;  Uttle  girls  prophesy, 
getting  themselves  pinched  in  front  and  whipped  behind. 
It  is  evident  that  the  world  m  conung  to  an  end ;  could 
you  not,  before  the  final  catastrophe,  protect  us  from  the 
grand  lama?" 
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"Wbat  nonsense r*  said  Babouc.  "Prom  the  grand 
laina  ?     From  the  pontiff-king  who  resides  in  Thibet  ?  " 

"  Yes,"  said  the  little  demi-magian,  with  a  decided  air ; 
"  against  him,  and  none  else." 

*'  Then  you  wage  war  on  him,  and  have  armies  ?  "  asked 
Babouc. 

"No,"  said  the  other,  "but  we  have  written  three  or  four 
thousand  books  against  him,  that  nobody  reads,  and  as 
many  pamphlets,  which  are  read  by  women  at  our  direc- 
tion.* He  has  hardly  ever  heard  us  spoken  of,  he  has  only 
pronounced  sentence  against  us,  as  a  master  might  order 
the  trees  in  his  garden  to  be  cleared  of  caterpillars." 

Babouc  shuddered  at  the  folly  of  those  men  who  made  a 
profession  of  wisdom  ;  the  intrigues  of  those  who  had  re- . 
nounced  the  world;  the  ambition,  greed,  and  pride  of  those 
who  taught  humility  and  unselfishness ;  and  he  came  to  the 
conclusion  that  Ithuriel  had  very  good  reason  for  destroying 
the  whole  brood. 


\' 
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f  \N  his  return  to  his  lodging,  he  sent  for  some  new  books 
^^  in  order  to  soothe  his  indignation ;  and  he  invited 
some  literary  men  to  dinner  for  the  sake  of  cheerful  society. 
Twice  as  many  came  as  he  had  asked,  like  wasps  attracted 
by  honey.  These  parasites  were  as  eager  to  speak  as  they 
were  to  eat;  two  classes  of  persons  were  the  objects  of  their 
praise,  the  dead  and  their  own  selves, — never  their  contem- 

^  Satire  is  here  aimed  at  the  standing  quarrel  of  the  Jansenists 
with  the  Pope,  their  controversial  works,  and  the  nuns  of  Port 
Royal.  The  fanatical  extravagance  and  claim  to  prophetic  powers 
of  their  later  disciples,  the  "  iconvulsionnaires ''  of  1730,  etc.,  are 
also  tamed  into  ridicule. 
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poraries,  the  master  of  the  house  excepted.  If.  one  of  them 
happened  to  make  a  clever  remark,  the  countenances  of  all 
the  others  fell,  and  they  gnawed  their  lips  for  vexation 
that  it  was  not  they  who  had  said  it.  They  did  not  disfjfuise 
fheir  real  feelings  so  much  as  the  magi,  becjiuse  their  ambi- 
tion was  not  pitched  so  high.  There  was  not  one  of  them 
but  was  soliciting  some  X)etty  post  or  another,  and  at 
the  same  time  wishing  to  be  thought  a  great  man.  They 
said  to  each  other's  face  the  most  insulting  things,  which 
they  took  for  flashes  of  wit.  Having  some  knowledge  of 
Babouc's  mission,  one  of  them  begged  him  in  a  whisper  to 
annihilate  an  author  who  had  not  praised  him  as  much  as 
he  thought  proper,  five  years  ago ;  another  entreated  the 
ruin  of  a  citizen  for  having  never  laughed  at  his  comedies ; 
and  a  third  desired  the  abolition  of  the  Academy,  because 
he  himself  had  never  succeeded  in  gaining  admission. 
When  the  meal  was  finished,  each  went  out  by  himself,  for 
in  all  the  company  there  were  not  two  men  who  could 
endure  or  even  speak  a  civil  word  to  each  other,  outside 
the  houses  gf  those  rich  patrons  who  invited  them  to  their 
table.  Babouc  deemed  that  it  would  be  no  great  loss  if 
all  that  breed  of  vermin  were  to  perish  in  the  general 
destruction. 


CHAPTEE  IX. 

A  S  soon  as  he  was  rid  of  them,  he  began  to  read  some  of 
^^  the  new  books,  and  recognized  in  them  the  same 
temper  as  his  guests  had  shown.  He  saw  with  special 
indignation  those  gazettes  of  slander,  those  records  of  bad 
taste,  which  are  dictated  by  envy,  baseness,  and  abject 
poverty;  those  cowardly  satires  in  which  the  vulture  isf 
treated  with  respect  while  the  dove  is  torn  to  pieces ;  and 

c 
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those  novels,  destitute  of  imagination,  in  which  are  dis- 
played so  many  portraits  of  women  with  whom  the  author 
is  totally  unacquainted. 

He  threw  all  those  detestable  writings  into  the  fire,  and 
went  out  to  take  an  evening  stroll.  He  was  introduced  to 
an  old  scholar  who  had  not  made  one  of  his  late  company 
of  parasites  ;  for  he  always  avoided  the  crowd*  Knowing 
men  well,  he  made  good  use  of  his  knowledge,  and  was 
careful  to  whom  he  gave  his  confidence.  Babouc  spoke  to 
him  with  indignation  of  what  he  had  read  and  what  he  had 
seen. 

**  You  have  been  reading  poor  contemptible  stulE/'  said 
the  learned  sage;  "but  at  all  times,  in  all  countries,  and  in 
every  walk  of  life,  the  bad  swarm  and  the  good  are  rare. 
You  have  entertained  the  mere  scum  of  pedimtry,  for  in  all 
professions  alike  those  who  least  deserve  to  appear  always 
obtrude  themselves  with  most  effrontery.  The  men  of  real 
wisdom  live  a  quiet  and  retired  life;  there  are  still  among 
us  some  men  and  books  worthy  of  your  attention." 

While  he  was  speaking  thus  another  ma^  of  letters 
joined  them  ;  and  their  conversation  was  so  agreeable  and 
instructive,  so  superior  to  prejudice  and  conformable  to 
virtue,  that  Babouc  confessed  he  had  never  heard  anything 
like  it  before. 

"  Here  are  men,"  he  said  to  himself,  "  whom  the  angel 
Ithuriel  will  not  dare  to  touch,  or  he  will  be  ruthless 
indeed." 

Beconciled  as  he  now  was  to  the  men  of  letters,  Babouc 
was  still  enraged  with  the  rest  of  the  nation. 

"You  are  a  stranger,"  said  the  judicious  person  who 
was  talking  to  him ;  "  abuses  present  themselves  to  your 
eyes  in  a  mass,  and  the  good  which  is  concealed,  and  which 
sometimes  springs  out  of  these  very  abuses,  escapes  your 
observation." 

Then  he  learued  that  among  the  men  of  literature  there 
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wele  some  who  were  free  from  envy,  and  that  even  among 
the  magi  virtuous  men  were  to  be  found.  He  understood 
at  last  that  these  great  societies,  which  seemed  bj  their 
mutual  collisions  to  be  bringing  about  their  common  ruin, 
were  in  the  main  beneficial  institutions;  that  each  com* 
munily  of  magi  was  a  check  upon  its  rivals ;  that  if  they 
differed  in  some  matters  of  opinion,  thej  all  taught  the 
same  principles  of  morality,  instructed  the  people,  and 
lived  in  obedience  to  the  laws ;  like  tutors  who  watch  over 
the  son  of  the  house,  while  the  master  watches  over  them. 
Becoming  acquainted  with  several  of  these  magi,  he  saw 
souls  of  heavenly  disposition.  He  found  that  even  among 
the  simpletons  who  aspired  to  make  war  on  the  grand 
lama  there  had  been  some  very  great  men.  He  began  to 
suspect  that  the  character  of  the  people  of  Persepolis 
might  be  like  their  buildings,  some  of  which  had  seemed 
to  him  deplorably  bad,  while  others  had  ravished  him  with 
admiration. 


CHAPTEE  X. 

.  O  AID  Babouc  to  his  literary  friend : 
^  "I  see  clearly  enough  that  these  magi,  whom  I 
thought  so  dangerous,  are  in  reality  very  useful,  especially 
when  a  wise  government  prevents  them  from  making 
themselves  too  indispensable.  But  you  will  at  least  ac- 
knowledge that  your  yoimg  magistrates,  who  buy  a  seat  on 
the  bench  as  soon  as  they  have  learned  to  moimt  ahorse,  must 
needs  display  in  your  courts  of  law  the  most  ridiculous  in- 
competence and  the  most  perverse  injustice ;  it  would  un- 
doubtedly be  better  to  give  these  appointments  gratuitously 
to  those  old  lawyers  who  have  passed  all  their  lives  m 
weighing  conflicting  arguments/' 
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The  man  of  Icftters  made  reply : 

"  You  saw  our  army  before  your  arrival  at  Persepolis ;  you 
Irnow  that  our  young  officers  fight  very  well,  although  they 
have  purchased  their  commissions ;  perhaps  you  will  find  that 
our  young  magistrates  do  not  pronounce  wrong  judgments, 
in  spite  of  having  paid  for  the  positions  they  occupy." 

He  took  Babouc  the  next  day  to  the  High  Court  of 
Judicature,  where  an  important  decision  was  to  be  de- 
livered. The  case  was  one  that  excited  universal  interest. 
All  the  old  advocates  who  spoke  about  it  were  uncertain  in 
their  opinions ;  they  quoted  a  hundred  laws,  not  one  of 
which  had  any  essential  bearing  upon  the  question ;  they 
regarded  the  matter  from  a  hundred  points  of  view,  none 
of  which  presented  it  in  its  true  light.  The  judges  were 
quicker  in  giving  their  decision  than  the  advocates  in  rais- 
ing doubts;  their  judgment  was  almost  unanimouis;  and 
their  sentence  was  just,  because  they  followed  the  light  of 
reason,  whereas  the  others  went  astray  in  their  opinions, 
because  they  had  only  consulted  their  books. 

Babouc  came  to  the  conclusion  that  abuses  often  entail 
very  good  results.  He  had  an  opportunity  of  seeing  that 
very  day  how  the  riches  of  the  farmers  of  the  revenue, 
which  had  given  him  so  much  offence,  might  produce  an 
excellent  effect,  for  the  emperor,  being  in  want  of  money, 
obtained  in  an  hour  by  their  means  a  sum  that  he  would 
not  have  been  able  to  procure  in  six  months  through  the 
ordinary  channels ;  he  saw  that  those  big  clouds,  swollen 
with  the  dews  of  earth,  restored  to  it  in  rain  all  that  they 
received  from  it.  Moreover,  the  children  of  those  self- 
made  men,  often  better  educated  than  those  of  the  most» 
ancient  families,  were  sometimes  of  much  greater  value  to 
their  country ;  for  there  is  nothing  to  hinder  a  man  from 
making  a  good  judge,  a  brave  soldier,  or  a  clever  states- 
man, in  the  circumstance  of  his  having  had  a  good  accoun- 
tant for  his  father. 
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CHAPTEE  XI. 

TD  Y  degrees  Babouc  forgave  the  greed  of  the  farmers  of 
^^  the  revenue,  who  are  not  in  reality  more  greedy  than 
other  men,  and  who  are  necessary  to  the  welfare  of  the 
state.  He  excused  the  folly  of  those  who  impoverished 
themselves  in  order  to  be  a  judge  or  a  soldier,  a  folly 
which  creates  great  magistrates  and  heroes.  He  pardoned 
the  envy  displayed  by  the  men  of  letters,  among  whom 
were  to  be  found  men  who  enlightened  the  world ;  he  be- 
came reconciled  to  the  ambitious  and  intriguing  magi, 
among  whom  eminent  virtues  outweighed  petty  vices. 
But  there  remained  behind  abundant  matter  of  offence, 
above  all,  the  love  affairs  of  the  ladies ;  and  the  ruin  which 
he'  felt  sure  must  follow  filled  him  with  disquietude  and 
alarm. 

As  he  wished  to  gain  an  insight  into  human  life  under 
all  conditions,  he  procured  an  introduction  to  a  minister  of 
state,  but  on  his  way  he  was  trembling  all  the  time  lest 
some  wife  should  be  assassinated  by  her  husband  before 
his  eyes.  On  arriving  at  the  statesman's  house,  he  had  to 
wait  two  hours  in  tiie  antechamber  before  he  was  announced, 
and  two  hours  more  after  that  had  been  done.  He  fully 
made  up  his  mind  during  that  interval  to  report  to  the 
angel  Ithuriel  both  the  minister  and  his  insolent  lackeys. 
The  antechamber  was  filled  with  ladies  of  every  degree, 
with  magi  of  all  shades  of  opinion,  with  judges,  tradesmen, 
officers,  and  pedants;  all  foimd  fault  with  the  minister. 
The  misers  and  usurers  said :  "  That  fellow  plunders  the 
provinces,  there's  no  doubt  about  it."  The  capricious  re- 
proached him  with  being  eccentric.  The  libertines  said : 
♦*  He  thinks  of  nothing  but  his  pleasures."     The  factious 
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flattered  themselyes  that  thej  should  soon  see  him  ruined 
bj  a  cabal.  The  women  hoped  that  they  might  ere  long 
hare  a  younger  minister. 

Babouc  heard  their  remarks,  and  could  not  help  saying : 

*'  What  a  fortunate  man  this  is !  He  has  all  his  enemies 
In  his  antechamber ;  he  crushes  imder  his  heel  those  who 
envy  him ;  he  sees  those  who  detest  him  grovelluig  at  his 
feet." 

At  last  he  was  admitted,  and  saw  a  little  old  man  stoop- 
ing imder  the  weight  of  years  and  business,  but  still  brisk 
and  full  of  energy.* 

He  was  pleased  with  Babouc,  who  thought  him  a  worthy 
man,  and  their  conversation  became  interesting.  The 
minister  confessed  that  he  was  very  imhappy;  that  he 
passed  for  rich,  but  was  really  poor ;  that  he  was  believed 
to  be  all  powerful,  yet  was  being  constantly  thwarted;  that 
almost  all  his  favours  had  been  conferred  on  the  un- 
grateful; and  that  amid  the  continual  labours  of  forty 
years  he  had  scarcely  had  a  moment's  peace.  Babouc  was 
touched  with  compassion^  and  thought  that  if  this  man 
had  committed  faults  and  the  angd  Ithuriel  wished  to 
punish  him,  he  had  no  need  to  destroy  him ;  it  would  be 
enough  to  leave  him  where  he  was. 


CHAPTEE  Xn. 

T ITHILE  the  minister  and  he  were  talking  together,  the 
*  ^  fair  dame  with  whom  Babouc  had  dined  hastily 
entered ;  and  in  her  eyes  and  on  her  forehead  were  seen 
symptoms  of  vexation  and  anger.  She  burst  out  into  re- 
proaches against  the  statesman  ;  she  shed  tears ;  she  com- 

^  This  portrait  is  thought  to  be  intended  for  Cardinal  Fleury. 


THE  WAT  THE  WORLD  GOES.  23 

plained  bitterlj  that  her  husband  had  been  refused  a  post 
to  which  his  birth  allowed  him  to  aspire,  and  to  which  his 
.  services  and  his  wounds  entitled  him*  She  expressed  herself 
so  forcibly,  she  made  her  complaints  with  so  much  grace, 
she  overcame  objections  with  such  skill,  and  reinforced  her 
arguments  with  such  eloquence,  that  ere  she  left  the  room 
she  had  made  her  husband's  fortune. 

Babouc  held  out  his  hand,  and  said : 

"  Is  it  possible,  madam,  that  you  can  have  given  yourself 
all  this  trouble  for  a  man  whom  you  do  not  love,  and  from 
whom  you  have  everything  to  fear  ?  " 

"  A  man  whom  I  do  not  love ! "  she  cried,  •*  My  hus- 
band, let  me  tell  you,  is  the  best  friend  I  have  in  the 
world ;  there  is  nothing  that  I  would  not  sacrifice  for  him, 
except  my  lover,  and  he  would  do  anything  for  me,  except 
giving  up  his  mistress.  I  should  like  you  to  know  her ; 
she  is  a  charming  woman,  full  of  wit,  and  of  an  excellent 
disposition;  we  sup  together  this  evening  with  my  hus- 
band and  my  little  magian;  come  and  share  our  enjoy- 
ment." 

The  lady  took  Babouc  home  with  her.  The  husband, 
who  had  arrived  at  last,  overwhelmed  with  grief,  saw  his 
wife  again  with  transports  of  delight  and  gratitude.;  he 
embraced  by  turns  his  wife,  his  mistress,  the  little  magian, 
and  Babouc.  Unity,  cheerfulness,  wit,  and  elegance  were 
the  soul  of  the  repast. 

''Learn,"  said  the  fair  dame  at  whose  house  he  was 
supping,  "that  those  who  are  sometimes  called  women 
of  no  virtue  have  almost  always  merits  as  genuine  as  those 
of  the  most  honourable  man  ;  and  to  convince  yourself  of 
it  come  with  me  to-morrow  and  dine  with  the  fair  Theona. 
There  are  some  old  vestals  who  pick  her  to  piece<>,  but  she 
does  more  good  than  all  of  them  together.  She  would  not 
commit  even  a  trifling  act  of  injustice  to  promote  her  own 
interests,  however  important ;  the  advice  she  gives  her  lover 
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is  always  noble ;  his  glory  is  her  sole  concern ;  he  would 
blush  to  face  her  if  he  had  neglected  any  occasion  of  doing 
good ;  for.  a  man  can  have  no  greater  encouragement  to  vir- 
tuous actions  than  to  have  for  a  witness  and  judge  of  his 
conduct  a  mistress  whose  good  opinion  he  is  anxious  to 
deserve." 

Babouc  did  not  fail  to  keep  the  appointment.  He  saw 
a  house  where  all  the  pleasures  reigned,  with  Theona  at 
their  head,  who  knew  how  to  speak  in  the  language  of  each. 
Her  natural  good  sense  put  others  at  their  ease;  she  made 
herself  agreeable  without  an  effort,  for  she  was  as  amiable 
as  she  was  generous,  and,  what  enhanced  the  value  of  all 
her  good  qualities,  she  was  beautiful. 

Babouc,  Scythian  though  he  was,  and  though  a  genius 
had  sent  him  on  his  mission,  perceived  that,  if  he  stayed 
any  longer  at  Persepolis,  he  should  forget  Ithuriel  for 
Theona.  He  felt  fond  of  a  city  whose  inhabitants  were 
polite,  good-humoured,  and  kind,  however  frivolous  they 
might  be,  greedy  of  scandal,  and  full  of  vanity.  He  feared 
that  the  doom  of  Persepolis  was  sealed ;  he  dreaded,  too> 
the  report  he  would  have  to  give. 

This  was  the  method  he  adopted  for  making  that  re- 
port. He  gave  instructions  to  the  best  founder  in  the 
city  to  cast  a  small  image  composed  of  all  kinds  of 
metals,  earth,  and  stones,  alike  the  most  precious  and 
the  most  worthless.  He  brought  it  to  Ithunel,  and 
said: 

"  Wilt  thou  bteak  this  pretty  little  image,  because  it  is 
not  all  gold  and  diamonds  ?  " 

Ithuriel*  understood  his  meaning  before  the  words  were 
out  of  his  mouth,  and  determined  that  he  would  not  think 
of  punishing  Persepolis,  but  would  let  the  world  go  on  in 
its  own  way ;  "  for,"  said  he,  "  if  everything  is  not  as  it 
should  be,  there  is  nothing  intolerably  bad."  So  Perse- 
polis was  allowed  to  remain  unharmed;  and  Babouc  was 
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veiy  far  from  uttering  any  complaint  like  Jonah,  who  was 
angry  because  Nineveh  was  not  destroyed.  But  when  a 
man  has  been  three  days  in  a  whale's  belly,  he  is  not  so 
good-tempered  as  after  a  visit  to  the  opera  or  to  the  play, 
or  after  having  supped  in  good  company. 


THE  ONE-EYED  PORTER. 

(1746.) 
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^THE   ONE-EYED   PORTER. 
(1746.) 

T^HE  possession  of  two  eyes  does  not  confer  upon  us 
-^  any  advantage ;  one  of  them  serves  to  show  us  the 
^ood  things,  and  the  other  the  evils  of  life.  A  large 
number  of  people  have  acquired  the  bad  habit  of  shutting 
the  first  eye,  but  very  few  shut  the  second :  and  that  is 
why  there  are  so  many  people  who  would  rather  be 
blind  altogether  than  see  all  they  have  to  see.  Happy 
the  one-eyed  who  are  only  deprived  of  that  evil  eye 
which  spoils  all  that  we  look  upon !  Ctf  this  Mesrour  is 
an  instance. 

Anybody  who  was  not  blind  could  see  that  he  had  only 
one  eye.  He  was  born  like  that ;  but  so  contented  was  he 
with  his  condition,  that  it  had  never  occurred  to  him  to 
wish  for  another  eye.  It  was  not  that  the  gifts  of  f ortime 
console  J  him  for  the  faults  of  nature,  for  he  was  nothing 
better  than  a  street  porter,  and  all  his  riches  lay  in  his 
shoulders ;  but  he  was  happy,  and  showed  how  little  an 
eye  the  more  or  a  hardship  the  less  contributes  to  one's 
felicity.  A  good  appetite  and  the  money  wherewith  to 
satisfy  it  always  came  to  him  in  a  measure  proportionate 
to  the  exertions  he  made ;  he  toiled  all  the  morning,  ate 
and  drank  in  the  evening,  slept  at  night,  and  regarded 
each  fresh  day  as  an  independent  existence,  so  that  care 
for   the  future  never  disturbed  his  enjoyment    of   the 
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present.    He  was,  as  you  see,  at  one  and  the  same  time 
blind  of  an  eye,  a  porter,  and  a  philosopher. 

He  happened  one  day  to  see  a  grand  princess  pass  by 
in  a  Splendid  carriage.  She  had  one  eye  more  than  he 
had,  a  circumstance  that  did  not  prevent  him  from  ad- 
miring her  as  extremely  beautiful ;  and  as  one-eyed  people 
do  not  differ  from  other  men  except  in  such  singularity, 
he  became  desperately  in  love  with  her.  Perhaps  it 
will  be  said  that  a  one-eyed  porter  has  no  business  to 
fall  in  love,  above  all  with  a  grand  princess,  and,  what 
is  more,  with  a  princess  in  possession  of  two  eyes.  I 
admit  that  one  in  such  a  situation  has  good  grounds 
for  distrusting  his  capacity  to  please;  however,  since 
there  can  be  no  love  without  hope,  and  our  porter  was 
in  love,  he  had  hope  as  welL  As  he  was  blessed  with 
more  legs  than  eyes,  and  good  legs  too,  he  followed  the 
chariot  of  his  goddess  for  the  space  of  four  leagues,  as  she 
was  borne  along  with  great  rapidity  by  six  fine  white 
horses.  The  fashion  at  that  time  amongst  the  ladies  was 
to  travel  without  a  coachman  or  footmen,  and  to  drive 
their  own  carriage;  their  husbands  wished  them  to  be 
always  alone,  in  order  that  they  might  make  sure  of  their 
virtue,  a  view  which  is  directly  opposed  to  the  sentiment 
of  those  moralists  who  say  that  there  is  no  scope  for  virtue 
in  solitude.  Mesrour  kept  running  beside  the  wheels, 
turning  his  serviceable  eye  towards  the  lady,  who  was 
surprised  to  see  such  agility  in  a  one-eyed  man.  While  he 
was  proving  in  this  way  that  there  is  no  fatigue  too  great 
where  love  is  concerned,  a  tawny  monster,  pursued  by 
hunters,  ran  across  the  road  and  scared  the  horses,  which, 
taking  the  bit  between  their  teeth,  dashed  with  the  carriage 
and  its  fair  occupant  towards  a  precipice.  Her  newly 
created  lover,  more  alarmed  even  than  herself,  and  she  was 
thoroughly  terrified,  cut  the  traces  with  marvellous  adroit- 
ness ;   the  six  white  horses  took  the  dangerous  leap  by 
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themaelyes,  and  the  ladj,  who  was  as  white  as  thej  were, 
escaped  with  nothing  worse  than  a  fright. 

"  Whoever  you  may  be,"  she  said,  "  I  shall  never  forget 
that  it  is  to  you  I  owe  my  life ;  ask  of  me  what  you  will, 
all  that  I  have  is  at  your  disposal" 

"  Ah,"  replied  Mesrour,  "  with  fiir  more  reason  may  I 
offer  you  as  much ;  but  my  offering  will,  after  all,  be  less 
than  yours,  for  I  have  only  one  eye,  and  you  have  two ; 
but  a  single  eye  that  looks  -at  you  is  better  than  a  pair  of 
them  which  has  no  such  privilege." 

The  lady  smiled,  for  compliments  from  a  one-eyed  man 
are  compliments  in  spite  of  that,  and  compliments  always 
elicit  a  smile. 

"  I  would  I  had  it  in  my  power  to  give  you  another  eye," 
she  said ;  *'  but  that  is  a  present  your  mother  only  could 
make  you ;  however,  you  shall  be  my  escort." 

So  saying,  she  stepped  down  from  the  carriage,  and  con- 
tinued her  journey  on  foot ;  her  little  dog  did  the  same, 
and  walked  beside  her,  barking  at  the  queer  figure  pre- 
sented by  her  squire.  I  was  wrong  in  calling  him  her 
squire,  for  it  was  in  vain  that  he  offered  her  his  arm,  the 
lady  would  by  no  means  accept  it,  on  the  pretext  that  it 
was  too  dirty ;  you  will  soon  see  that  she  was  made  the 
victim  of  her  own  daintiness.  She  had  very  small  feet, 
and  shoes  still  smaller,  so  that  she  was  adapted  neither  by 
nature  nor  art  for  a  long  journey  on  foot.  Pretty  feet  are 
some  compensation  for  weak  legs,  when  one  passes  one's 
life  on  a  sofa  surrounded  by  a  crowd  of  dandies ;  but  what 
is  the  use  of  gold-embroidered  slippers  on  a  stony  road, 
where  there  is  no  one  to  see  them  but  a  street  porter  with 
only  one  eye  ?  Melinade  (that  was  the  lady's  name,  which 
I  had  good  reason  for  not  mentioning  before,  because  it 
has  only  just  been  invented)  proceeded  as  well  as  she 
could,  execrating  her  shoemaker,  tearing  her  slippers, 
cutting  her  feet,  and  spraining  her  ankles  at  every  step. 
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She  had  walked  for  about  an  hour  and  a  half  at  the  pace 
to  which  fine  la  lies  are  accustomed,  that  is  to  say,  she  had 
gone  about  a  quarter  of  a  league,*  when  she  fell  on  the 
ground  overcome  with  exhaustion.  Mesrour,  whose  help 
she  had  declined  while  she  was  on  her  lefi^s,  hesitated  to 
offer  it  now  for  fear  of  soiling  her  with  his  touch,  for  he 
Icnew^  well  that  he  was  not  as  clean  as  he  might  be,  the 
ladj  had  given  him  to  understand  that  pretty  clearly,  and 
the  comparison  he  had  instituted  on  the  way  between  him- 
seK  and  his  mistress  had  shown  it  to  him  more  plainly 
still.  She  was  wearing  a  dress  of  some  light  silvery 
material,  over  which  were  scattered  festoons  of  flowers^ 
which  set  off  her  graceful  figure  to  advantage ;  and,  as 
for  him,  he  had  on  a  brown  smock-frock,  stained  in  a 
thousand  places,  full  of  holes,  and  patched  in  such  a  way 
that  the  new  pieces  were  beside  the  old  holes,  not  over 
them,  where  they  would  have  been  more  in  place.     He  had  1 

compared  his  sinewy  and  homy  hands  with  two  little 
hands  whiter  and  more  delicate  than  lilies ;  and,  lastly,  he 
had  seen  the  lovely  flaxen  locks  of  Mclinade  gleaming  from 
underneath  a  light  gauze  veil,  some  of  them  gathered  in 
plaits,  and  some  in  ringlets,  and  he  had  nothing  to  put 
beside  them  but  a  mop  of  frizzly  black  hair,  without  any 
other  adornment  than  a  ragged  handkerchief  tied  up  as  a 
turban. 

Meanwhile,  Mclinade  attempted  to  rise,  but  immediately 
fell  back,  and  so  imwarily,  that  what  she  let  Mesrour  see 
took  away  the  little  reason  which  the  sight  of  her  face  had 
left  him.  He  forgot  that  he  was  a  porter  and  had  only 
one  eye,  and  he  thought  no  more  of  the  distance  which 
fortune  had  placed  between  the  princess  and  himself ;  he 
scarcely  remembered    even   that  he  wa.s  a  lover,  for  he 

'  The  French  league  was  about  two  and  a  half  English  miles  in 
length. 
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lacked  that  delicacy  which  is  said  to  be  inseparable  from 
genuine  love,  and  which  sometimes  constitutes  its  highest 
charm,  though  more  often  it  becomes  only  a  nuisance.  He 
aviuled  himself  of  those  rights  which  his  calling  of  a 
}x>rter  gave  him  to  act  like  a  brute,  and  brutal  he  was 
accordingly — ^and  happy.  The  princess  no  doubt  fainted, 
or  at  least  bewailed  her  lot;  but  as  she  was  just,  she 
^ussuredly  blessed  the  kind  fate  which  provides  that  every 
misfortune  carries  with  it  its  own  consolation. 

Night  had  spread  her  veil  over  the  horizon,  and  under 
its  shade  concealed  the  genuine  happiness  of  Mesrour, 
and  the  pretended  misery  of  M^linade;  Mesrour  tasted 
all  the  enjoyment  of  capable  lovers,  and  he  tasted  it  like  a 
street  porter,  that  is  to  say  (to  the  shame  of  humanityJit 
must  be  owned)  in  the  most  perfect  manner.  Each  instant 
Melinad^  grew  more  feeble,  and  her  lover  more  vigorous. 

''Qreat  Mahomet!"  he  said  once,  like  a  man  trans- 
ported with  rapture,  but  not  like  a  good  christian ;  **  there 
is  nothing  wanting  to  my  felicity  but  that  it  should  be 
shared  by  her  who  causes  it.  While  I  am  in  thy  paradise, 
divine  prophet,  grant  me  one  favour  more,  that  I  may  be 
in  the  eyes  of  Melinade  all  that  she  would  be  in  mine,  if 
it  were  light!" — He  ceased  praying,  and  continued  to 
enjoy  himself. 

Aurora,  always  more  expeditious  than  lovers  like,  sur- 
prised Mesrour  and  Melinade  in  the  position  in  which  she 
might  have  been  caught  herself  a  moment  before  with 
Tithonus ;  but  what  was  M^linade's  astonishment  when, 
on  opening  her  eyes  to  the  first  rays  of  dawn,  she  saw 
herself  in  a  place  of  enchantment,  with  a  young  man  of 
noble  stature,  whose  countenance  resembled  that  star  of 
day  whose  return  the  earth  was  expecting !  He  had  rosy 
cheeks  and  coral  lips;  his  huge  eyes,  tender  and  passionate, 
at  once  expressed  and  inspired  pleasure ;  his  golden  quiver, 
adorned  with  jewels,  hung  from  his  shoulders,  and  its 
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arrows  rattled  at  each  moTemeut  that  he  made ;  his  lon^ 
hair»  confined  over  his  forehead  by  a  clasp  of  diamonds, 
floated  freely  down  his  back,  and  a  transparent  texture, 
embroidered  with  pearls,  served  him  for  clothing  withoul 
concealing  any  of  the  beauty  of  his  person. 

"  Where  am  I,  and  who  are  you  ?"  exclaimed  Melinado 
in  the  extremity  of  her  surprise. 

"  You  are,"  answered  he,  **  with  the  poor  wretch  who 
had  the  happiness  of  saving  your  life,  and  who  has  been 
so  well  repaid  for  his  trouble." 

M^nade,  as  pleased  as  she  was  astonished,  only  re- 
gretted that  Mesrour's  transformation  had  not  began 
sooner.  She  approached  a  splendid  palace  which  burst 
upon  her  sight,  and  read  this  inscription  on  its  gate : 
"  Withdraw,  ye  who  are  unworthy ;  these  doors  will  only 
open  to  the  master  of  the  ting."  Mesrour  drew  near  in 
his  turn  to  read  the  same  inscription ;  but  he  saw  other 
characters,  and  read  these  words :  "  Knock,  and  fear  not." 
He  knocked,  and  immediately  the  doors  flew  open  of 
themselves  with  a  loud  noise.  The  two  lovers  entered  a 
vestibule  of  Parian  marble,  to  the  sound  of  a  thousand 
voices  and  a  thousand  instruments  of  music ;  thence  they 
passed  into  a  magnificent  hall,  where  a  delicious  banquet 
had  been  awaiting  them  for  twelve  hundred  and  fifty 
years,  without  any  of  the  dishes  having  yet  grown  cold ; 
they  sat  down  to  table,  and  a  thousand  slaves  of  exquisite 
beauty  attended  upon  each.  The  repast  was  enlivened 
with  songs  and  dances,  and,  when  it  was  over,  all  the  genii 
came,  marshalled  in  perfect  order  into  various  groups,  with 
raiment  as  gorgeous  as  it  was  quaint,  to  take  an  oath  of 
fidelity  to  the  master  of  the  ring,  and  to  kiss  the  sacred 
finger  on  which  he  wore  it. 

Now  there  was  at  Bagdad  a  very  devout  mussulman, 
who,  not  being  able  to  go  and  wash  himself  in  the  mosque, 
had  water  from  the  mosque  brought  to  him,  by  paying  a 
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small  fee  to  the  priest.  He  bad  just  perforoMd  his 
fiftieth  ablution,  to  prepare  himself  for  a  fiftieth  prayer, 
wben  bis  maid-servant,  a  giddy  young  damsel  with  very 
little  sense  of  reverence,  disencumbered  herself  of  the  holy 
irater  by  throwing  it  out  of  the  window.  It  descended  on 
an  unfortunate  wretch  who  was  sound  asleep,  propped  up 
against  a  mile-stone  which  served  him  for  a  bolster.  He 
awoke  well  drenched.  It  was  poor  Mesrour,  who,  return- 
ing from  his  sojourn  in  the  land  of  enchantment,  had  lost 
Solomon's  ring  on  his  passage.  He  had  doffed  his  grand 
clothing,  and  resumed  his  blouse;  his  beautiful  golden 
quiver  was  changed  into  wooden  hooks,  and,  to  crown  his 
ill-luck,  he  had  dropped  one  of  his  eyes  on  the  way.  Then 
he  recollected  that  he  had  drunk  the  night  before  a  great 
quantity  of  brandy,  which  had  stupefied  his  senses  and 
heated  his  imagination.  He  had  hitherto  loved  that  liquor 
from  inclination ;  he  began  to  love  it  now  from  a  feeling 
of  gratitude,  and  he  gaily  returned  to  his  work,  quite  de- 
termined to  employ  whatever  money  he  might  earn  in 
purchasing  the  means  whereby  he  might  recover  his  beloved 
Melinade.  Any  other  man  would  have  been  disconsolate 
at  finding  himself  a  low  fellow  with  only  one  eye,  after 
having  had  such  a  handsome  pair;  at  meeting  with 
nothing  but  disdain  from  the  sluts  who  swept  the  palace 
steps,  after  having  enjoyed  the  favours  of  a  princess  more 
beautiful  than  the  concubines  of  the  caliph ;  and  at  being 
at  the  beck  and  call  of  all  the  shopkeepers  in  Bagdad, 
after  havii^  lorded  it  over  ail  the  genii ;  but  Mesrour  had 
not  the  eye  whic]^  looks  at  things  on  the  seamy  side. 
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T  T  is  a  maxim  founded  upon  error  that  it  is  not  allowable 
^  to  commit  a  small  fault  in  order  that  a  greater  good 
mav  result.  St.  Augustine  was  decidedly  of  this  opinion, 
as  it  is  easy  to  see  from  his  mention  of  that  little  occur- 
rence which  took  place  in  his^  diocese,  under  the  procon- 
sulship  of  Septimus  Acindynus,  and  which  is  related  in 
*  Lis  work  entitled  "  The  City  of  Ood." ' 

There  lived  at  Hippo  an  old  parish  priest,  a  great 
founder  of  brotherhoods,  and  father-confessor  to  all  the 
young  damsels  in  the  neighbourhood ;  who  had  the  reputa«- 
iiion  of  being  a  man  inspired  by  God,  because  he  took  upon 
himself  to  utter  predictions,  a  vocation  in  which  he 
acquitted  himself  tolerably  welL 

One  day  a  young  girl  was  brought  to  him  named  Cosi- 
Sancta,  the  most  beautiful  in  all  the  province.  Her  father 
and  mother  were  Jansenists,  and  they  had  brought  her  up 
in  the  strictest  principles  of  virtue ;  and  of  all  the  admirers 
that  she  had  had,  not  one  had  been  able  to  cause  her  so 

*  Tl>e  reference  should  have  been  to  St.  Augustine's  "Treatise 
upon  the  Sennon  on  the  Mount "  (lib.  i.  chap.  xyi). 
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much  as  a  moment's  distraction  in  the  midst  of  her  dero- 
tions.  She  had  been  for-  some  time  betrothed  to  a  little 
withered  old  man,  whose  name  was  Capito,  a  councillor  in 
the  inferior  court  of  justice  at  Hippo.  He  was  a  cross  and 
crabbed  little  man,  not  without  some  sense  of  humour,  but 
affected  in  his  conversation,  given  to  sneers,  and  fond  of 
ill-natured  ridicule;  moreover,  he  was  as  jealous  as  a 
Veiietian,  and  would  not  for  all  the  world  have  consented 
to  be  on  friendly  terms  with  his  wife's  lovers.  The  young 
creature  did  all  she  could  to  love  him,  because  he  was  to 
be  her  husband ;  she  set  herself  to  make  the  attempt  with 
all  sincerity,  and  yet  she  scarcely  succeeded. 

She  went  then  to  consult  her  parish  priest,  to  know  if 
her  marriage  would  be  happy.  The  good  man  told  her  in 
the  tone  of  a  prophet : 

"My  daughter,  your  virtue  will  cause  you  much  un- 
happiness,  but  you  will  be  one  day  canonised  for  having 
been  three  times  unfaithful  to  your  husband." 

This  oracle  sorely  astonished  and  perplexed  the  inno- 
cent young  maiden.  She  shed  tears;  she  asked  for  an 
explanation,  thinking  that  some  mysterious  meaning  must 
be  concealed  behind  those  words ;  but  all  the  explanation 
that  was  vouchsafed  her  was  that  the  three  times  were  not 
to  be  understood  as  three  assignations  with  the  same  lover, 
but  as  three  different  adventures. 

Then  Cosi-Sancta  uttered  loud  cries;  she  even  made 
some  rude  remarks  to  the  old  priest,  and  swore  that  she 
would  never  be  made  a  saint.  She  was  made  one,  how- 
ever, in  spite  of  that,  as  you  will  soon  see. 

She  was  married  not  long  afterwards,  and  the  wedding 
was  a  very  grand  one.  She  bore  pretty  well  all  the  sly 
speeches  that  she  had  to  encounter,  all  the  coarse  jokes, 
and  all  the  ill-disguised  ribaldry  with  which  it .  is  the 
custom  to  embarrass  the  modesty  of  young  brides.  She 
danc^  extremely  gracefully  with  several  well-made  and 
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handsome  young  fellows,  on  whom  her  husband  soowled 
with  the  most  ferocious  expression  imaginable. 

She  lay  down  in  bed  beside  little  Capito  with  a  certain 
amount  of  repugnance.  She  passed  a  considerable  portion 
of  the  night  in  sleep,  and  awoke  in  a  pensive  fmme  of 
mind.  Her  husband  however  was  less  the  subject  of  her 
meditation  than  a  young  man  named  Bibaldos,  who  had 
got  into  her  head  without  her  knowing  anything  about  it. 
This  young  man  seemed  as  if  fashioned  by  the  hands  of 
Cupid ;  he  had  the  same  winning  airs,  the  same  impudence 
and  roguish  tricks.  He  was  a  little  too  forward  perhaps, 
but  only  with  those  ladies  who  liked  it:  he  was  the  darlmg 
of  all  Hippo.  He  had  set  all  the  women  in  the  place  at 
yaiiance  one  against  another,  and  he  was  at  lo^erheads 
with  all  the  mothers  and  husbands.  His  Birtatdons  were 
generally  prompted  by  mere  giddiness,  not  unmixed  with 
vanity ;  but  he  loved  Cosi-Sancta  from  genuine  inclination, 
and  loved  her  all  the  more  desperately  the  more  difficult 
it  was  to  make  a  conquest  of  her. 

He  endeavoured  in  the  first  instance,  like  a  sensible 
man,  to  please  the  husband.  He  made  a  thousand 
advances,  complimented  him  on  his  good  looks,  and  on  his 
genial  and  generous  temper;  he  lost  money  to  him  at 
play,  and  was  always  having  some  insignificant  secret  to 
tell  him  in  confidence..  Cosi-Sancta  found  him  as  amiable 
as  could  possibly  be ;  she  loved  him  already  more  than  she 
imagined;  indeed,  she  had  no  suspicion  of  it,  but  her 
husband  had  instead.  Although  he  was  as  self -conceited 
as  any  little  man  could  be,  he  could  not  help  doubting 
whether  the  visits  of  Ribaldos  were  for  his  sake  only.  He 
broke  with  him  on  some  frivolous  pretext,  and  forbade 
him  to  enter  his  house  again. 

Cosi-Sancta  was  very  sorry  for  this,  but  did  not  dare  to 
say  so;  and  Bibaldos,  becoming  more  amorous  a^  his 
difficulties  increased,  passed  all  his  time  in  watching  for 
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Opportunities  of  seeing  her.  He  disguised  himself  as  a 
monk,  as  a  dealer  in  old  wardrobes,  and  as  the  exhibitor 
of  a  puppet-show ;  but,  after  all,  he  did  not  succeed  well 
enough  to  gain  a  triumph  over  his  mistress,  though  too 
well  to  escape  being  recognised  by  the  husband.  If  Cosi- 
Sancta  had  been  of  one  mind  with  her  lover,  they  might 
have  taken  such  precautions  that  her  husband  would  not 
have  been  able  to  suspect  anything;  but  as  she  resisted 
her  inclination,  and  did  nothing  for  which  she  could  re- 
proach herself,  she  saved  everything  that  concerned  her 
honesty,  except  appearances;  and  her  husband  believed 
her  guilty  to  the  last  degree. 

The  little  fellow,  who  was  very  passionate,  and  who 
fancied  that  his  honour  depended  on  his  wife's  fidelity, 
abused  her  cruelly,  and  punished  her  because  other  people 
could  see  her  charms.  She  found  herself  in  the  most 
horrible  situation  that  a  woman  can  be  in, — unjustly 
accused  and  ill-treated  by  a  husband  to  whom  she  was 
faithful,  and  tortured  by  a  violent  passion  which  she  did 
all  she  could  to  overcome. 

She  believed  that  if  her  lover  ceased  from  pursuing  her, 
her  husband  might  cease  to  be  unjust,  and  that  she  might 
be  happy  enough  to  be  cured  of  a  love  which  there  would 
be  nothing  any  longer  to  keep  alive.  Under  this  impresr 
sion  she  ventured  to  write  the  following  letter  to 
Eibaldos : 

"  If  you  have  any  goodness,  cease  to  render  me  miser- 
able; you  love  me,  and  your  love  exposes  me  to  the 
suspicions  and  violence  of  a  master  to  whom  I  am  bound 
for  the  remainder  of  my  life.  Would  that  this  were  the 
only  risk  1  had  to  run !  Por  pity's  sake  cease  from  pur- 
suing  me;  I  entreat  you  by  that  very  love  which  con- 
stitutes your  unhappiness  and  my  own,  and  which  can 
never  render  you  happy.". 

Poor  Cosi-Sancta  had  never  foreseen  that  a  letter  so 


C0SI-8ANCTA.  43 

virtuous,  though  so  tender,  would  produce  an  effect  quite 
contrary  to  what  she  hoped.  It  inflamed  her  lover's  heart 
more  than  ever,  and  he  determined  to  risk  his  life  in  order 
to  obtain  a  sight  of  his  mistress. 

Capito,  who  was  fool  enough  to  want  to  be  informed  of 
everything,  and  had  trusty  spies,  was  warned  that  Bibaldos 
had  disguised  himself  ad  a  mendicant  friar  of  the  Carmelite 
order  to  ask  for  charity  from  his  wife.  He  thought  that  it 
was  all  over  with  him  now ;  for  he  was  of  opinion  that  a 
Carmelite's  costume  was  far  more  dangerous  than  any 
other  for  the  honour  of  a  husband.  He  placed  people  in 
ambush  to  give  friar  Bibaldos  a  good  drubbing ;  and  his 
orders  were  only  too  well  executed.  The  young  man  on 
entering  the  house  was  received  by  these  gentry ;  it  was  in 
vain  that  he  cried  out  that  he  was  an  honest  Carmelite,  and 
that  poor  friars  should  not  be  treated  so ;  he  was  beaten 
unmercifully,  and  a  fortnight  afterwards  died  from  a  blow 
which  he  received  on  his  head.  All  the  women  in  the  city 
shed  tears  over  him,  and  Cosi-Sancta  was  inconsolable. 
Capito  himself  was  sorry,  but  for  another  reason,  for  he 
found  himseK  in  a  very  unpleasant  scrape. 

Bibaldos  was  a  kinsman  of  the  proconsul  Acindynus. 
The  representative  of  Bome  wished  to  avenge  the  assassi- 
nation in  an  exemplary  manner ;  and  as  he  had  previously 
had  some  disputes  with  the  inferior  court  of  Hippo,  he  was 
not  sorry  to  have  an  excuse  for  hanging  one  of  its  council- 
lors ;  and  he  was  particularly  pleased  that  the  lot  should 
fall  on  Capito,  who  was  by  far  the  vainest  and  most  intoler- 
able little  pettifogger  in  the  country. 

Thus  Cosi-Sancta  had  seen  her  lover  assassinated,  and 
was  near  seeing  her  husband  hanged,  and  all  for  having 
been  virtuous ;  for,  as  I  have  already  observed,  if  she  had 
granted  her  favours  to  Bibaldos,  she  would  have  found  it 
much  more  easy  to  deceive  her  husband. 

And  so  you  see  how  the  first  part  of  the  priest's  prediction 
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was  fulfilled.  Cosi-Sancta  then  called  to  mind  the  oracle, 
and  greatly  feared  lest  the  rest  of  it  might  also  be  accom- 
plished; but  having  reflected  that  one  cannot  conquer 
one's  fate,  she  resigned  herself  to  ProTidence,  which  led 
her  to  her  destination  bj  wajs  the  most  honest  in  the 
world. 

The  proconsul  Acindynus  was  a  man  devoted  to  profli- 
gacy  rather  than  to  pleasure,  finding  very  little  entertain- 
ment in  preliminary  dalliance,  frankly  brutal,  a  regular 
garrison  hero,  and  much  dreaded  in  the  province,  with 
whom  all  the  women  in  Hippo  had  had  intrigues  only  to 
escape  his  displeasure. 

He  sent  for  Madam  Cosi-Sancta,  and  she  arrived  in  tears, 
but  none  the  less  charming  for  that. 

"Your  husband,  madam,"  he  said,  "is  going  to  be 
hanged,  and  it  is  only  you  who  can  save  him." 

"  I  would  give  my  life  for  his,"  said  the  lady. 

"  That  is  not  what  is  asked  of  you,"  replied  the  pro- 
consul. 

<<  What  then  is  to  be  done?  "  said  she. 

"  I  only  want  you  to  pass  one  of  your  nights  with  me," 
answered  the  proconsul. 

''  They  are  not  mine  to  dispose  of,"  said  Cosi-Sancta ; 
"  they  belong  to  my  husband.  I  will  shed  my  blood  to 
save  him,  but  I  cannot  sacrifice  my  honour." 

*'  But  if  your  husband  gives  his  consent  ?  "  urged  the 
proconsul. 

''  He  is  my  lord  and  master,"  answered  the  lady :  "  every- 
one may  do  what  he  pleases  with  his  own  property.  But 
I  know  my  husband  too  well  to  think  that  he  will  do 
anything  of  the  sort ;  he  is  a  little  man  quite  capable  of 
letting  himself  be  hanged  sooner  than  allow  anyone  to 
touch  me  with  the  tip  of  his  finger." 

«  We  shall  see  about  that,"  said  the  magistrate  in  a  rage. 

He  immediately  caused  the  criminal  to  be  brought  before 
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him,  and  offered  him  his  choice,  either  to  be  hanged  or  to 
be  homed ;  there  must  be  no  hesitation.  The  little  fellow, 
notwithstanding,  required  some  pressing.  At  last  he  did 
what  anybody  else  would  hare  done  in  his  place,  and 
his  wife,  out  of  charity,  saved  his  life.  This  was  the 
first  of  the  three  times.  The  same  day  her  son  fell  ill 
of  a  most  extraordinary  disease,  unknown  to  all  the 
physicians  in  Hippo.  There  was  only  one  who  had  a 
secret  remedy  for  this  disease,  and  he  lived  at  Aquila, 
some  leagues  away  from  Hippo.  At  that  time  a  physician 
established  at  one  town  was  forbidden  to  leave  it  in  order 
to  go  and  practice  his  profession  in  another,  so  Cosi-Sancta 
was  obliged  to  go  herself  to  his  house  at  Aquila,  with  a 
brother  of  hers  to  whom  she  was  tenderly  attached.  On 
her  way  she  was  stopped  by  brigands.  The  chief  of  these 
worthies  was  not  insensible  to  her  charms,  and,  just  as  her 
brother  was  about  to  be  killed,  he  approached  her,  and  said 
that,  if  she  would  only  be  a  little  obliging,  her  brother^s 
life  should  be  spared,  and  that  it  should  cost  him  nothing. 
The  crisis  was  urgent ;  she  had  just  saved  the  life  of  a 
husband  for  whom  she  had  no  great  affection,  she  was 
about  to  lose  a  brother  whom  she  loved  much ;  moreover 
her  son's  dangerous  condition  alarmed  her,  and  there  was 
not  a  moment  to  be  lost.  So  she  commended  herself  to 
the  care  of  Heaven,  and  did  all  that  was  required  of  her. 
This  then  was  the  second  of  the  three  times. 

She  Mrrived  the  same  day  at  Aquila,  and  alighted  at  the 
leech's  house.  He  was  one  of  those  fashionable  physicians 
whom  women  send  for  when  they  have  the  vapours,  or 
when  they  have  nothing  at  all  the  matter  with  them.  He 
was  the  confidant  of  some  and  the  lover  of  others,  a  man  of 
agreeable  and  polite  manners,  not  quite  on  the  best  terms 
however  with  the  Faculty,  at  whose  expense  he  had  occa- 
sionally made  some  very  good  jokes. 

Cosi-Sancta  related  the  symptoms  of  her  son's  disease. 
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and  offered  him  a  high  fee»  a  sum  in  fact  that  would  amount 
to  more  than  a  thousand  crowns  in  French  money. 

*'  It  is  not  in  such  coin  as  this,  madam,  that  I  desire  to 
be  paid,"  said  the  gay  physician ;  "  I  would  myself  offer 
you  all  I  possess,  if  you  were  disposed  to  take  payment  for 
the  cures  you  can  effect ;  heal  me  only  of  the  maJady  from 
which  you  make  me  suffer,  and  I  will  restore  your  son  to 
health." 

The  proposal  seemed  extravagant  to  the  lady,  but  her 
fate  had  accustomed  her  to  queer  proceedings.  The  phy- 
sician was  obstinate,  and  would  take  no  other  price  for  his 
specific.  Oosi-Sancta  had  not  her  husband  with  her  to 
consult ;  but  how  could  she  let  a  son  whom  she  idolised 
die  for  the  want  of  the  smallest  possible  help  that  she  could 
give  him  !  She  was  as  good  a  mother  as  she  was  sister: 
she  bought  the  remedy  at  the  required  price.  This  was 
the  last  of  the  three  times. 

She  returned  to  Hippo  with  her  brother,  who  never  ceased 
thanking  her  during  the  journey  for  the  courage  with  which 
she  had  saved  his  life. 

Thus  Cosi-Sancta,  who  by  being  too  scrupulous  had  been 
the  cause  of  her  lover's  destruction  and  her  husband's  con- 
demnation to  death,  by  her  readiness  to  oblige  preserved 
the  lives  of  her  husband,  her  brother^  and  her  son.     Such        ^ 
a  woman  was  deemed  a  very  desirable  acquisition  in  a        \ 
family ;  so  she  was  canonised  after  her  death  for  having         • 
done  so  much  good  to  her  relations  by  mortifying  her  own 
inclinations,  and  the  following  epitaph  was  engraved  on  her 
.  tomb: 

'*▲  LITTLE   HARM  FOB  A  GSBAT   OOOD." 
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ZADIG,  OR   DESTINY: 

AN  EASTESN  TALE. 
(1747,) 

/^EETIFICATB  OP  APPROVAL.— I,  the  undersigiiea, 
^^  who  have  Buooeededin  making  myself  pass  for  a  man 
of  learning  and  even  of  wit,  have  read  thia  manuscript, 
and  found  it,  in  spite  of  myself,  curious  and  amusing, 
moral  and  philosophical,  and  worthy  even  of  pleasing  those 
who  hate  romances.  So  I  have  disparaged  it,  and  assured 
the  cadi  that  it  is  an  abominable  work. 

DSDICATOBT  EpIBTLB  OF  ZaDIO  TO  THB  SULTAKA  SheBAH, 
BT  SaDI. 

The  lOth  day  of  the  month  Shawal, 
in  the  year  837  of  the  Hegira. 

Delight  of  the  eyes,  torment  of  the  heart,  and  lamp  of 
the  soul,  I  kiss  not  the  dust  of  thy  feet,  because  thou  dost 
scarcely  ever  walk,  or  only  on  Persian  carpets  or  over  rose 
leaves.  I  present  thee  with  the  translation  of  a  book  written 
by  an  ancient  sage,  to  whom,  being  in  the  happy  condition 
of  having  nothing  to  do,  there  occurred  the  happy  thought 
of  amusing  himself  by  writing  the  story  of  Zadig,  a  work 
that  means  more  than  it  seems  to  do.  I  beseech  thee  to 
read  it  and  form  thy  judgment  on  it ;  for  although  thou 
art  in  the  springtime  of  life,  and  courted  by  pleasures  of 
every  kind ;  although  thou  art  fair,  and  thy  talents  add  to 


60  VOLTAIRE'S  TALES. 

thy  beauty ;  and  although  thou  art  loaded  with  praises 
from  morning  to  night,  and  so  hast  every  right  to  be  devoid 
of  common  sense,  yet  thou  hast  a  very  sound  intelligence 
and  a  highly  refined  taste,  and  I  have  heard  thee  argue 
better  than  any  old  dervish  with  a  long  beard  and  pointed 
cap.  Thou  art  cautious  yet  not  suspicious ;  thou  art  gentle 
without  being  weak;  thou  art  beneficent  with  due  discrimi- 
nation ;  thou  dost  love  thy  friends,  and  makest  to  thyself 
no  enemies.  Thy  wit  never  borrows  its  charm  from  the 
shafts  of  slander ;  thou  dost  neither  say  nor  do  evil,  in 
spite  of  abundant  facilities  if  thou  wert  so  inclined.  Lastly, 
thy  soul  has  always  appeared  to  me  as  spotless  as  thy 
beauty.  Thou  hast  even  a  pmall  stock  of  philosophy,  which 
has  led  me  to  believe  that  thou  wouldst  take  more  interest 
than  any  other  of  thy  sex  in  this  work  of  a  wise  man. 

It  was  originally  written  in  ancient  Chaldee,  which 
neither  thou  nor  I  understand.  It  was  translated  into 
Arabic  for  the  entertainment  of  the  famous  Sultan  Oulook, 
about  the  time  when  the  Arabs  and  Persians  were  begin- 
ning to  compose  "  The  Thousand  and  One  Nights,"  "  The 
Thousand  and  One  Bays,"  etc.  Oulook  preferred  to  read 
''  Zadig " ;  but  the  ladies  of  his  harem  liked  the  others 
better. 

"  How  can  you  prefer,"  said  the  wise  Oulook, "  senseless 
stories  that  mean  nothing  ?  " 

**  That  is  just  why  we  are  so  fond  of  them,"  answered 
the  ladies. 

I'  feel  confident  that  thou  wilt  not  resemble  them,  but 
that  thou  wilt  be  a  true  Oulook ;  and  I  venture  to  hope 
that  when  thou  art  weary  of  general  conversation,  which 
is  of  much  the  same  character  as  "  The  Arabian  Nights 
Entertainment,"  except  that  it  is  less  amusing,  I  may  have 
the  honour  of  talking  to  thee  for  a  few  minutes  in  a 
rational  manner.  If  thou  hadst  been  Thalestris  in  the 
time  of  Alexander,  son  of  Philip,  or  if  thou  hadst  been  the 


ZADIG,  OR  DESTINY,  51 

Queen  of  Sheba  in  the  days  of  Solomon,  those  kings  would 
have  travelled  to  thee,  not  thou  to  them. 

I  praj  the  hearenlj  powers  that  thy  pleasures  may  be 
unalloyed,  thy  beauty  unfading,  and  thy  happiness  ever- 
lasting. 


CHAPTER  I. 

THE  MAK  OF  OKB   STE. 

TN  the  time  of  Kii:^  Moabdar  there  lived  at  Babylon  a 
1^         -^  young  man  named  Zadig,  who  was  bom  with  a  good 
disposition,  which  education  had  strengthened.    Though 
I'        young  and  rich,  he  knew  how  to  restrain  his  passions ;  he 
was  free  from  all  affectation,  made  no  pretension  to  in* 
fallibility  himself,  and  knew  how  to  respect  the  foibles  of 
k         others.    People  were  astonished  to  see  that,  with  all  his 
[         wit,  he  never  turned  his  powers  of  raillery  on  the  vague, 
disconnected,  and  confused  talk,  the  rash  censures,  the 
^         ignorant  judgments,  the  scurvy  jests,  and  all  that  vain 
^        babble  of  words  which  went  by  the  name  of  conversation 
at  Babylon.    He  had  learned  in  the  first  book  of  Zoroaster 
that  self-conceit  is  a  bladder  puffed  up  with  wind,  out  of 
which  issue  storms  and  .tempests  when  it  is  pricked. 
Above  all,  Zadig  never  prided  himself  on  despising  women, 
nor  boasted  of  his  conquests  over  them.     Generous  as  he 
^        was,  he  had  no  fear  of  bestowing  kindness  on  the  ungrate- 
ful, therein  following  the  noble  maxim  of  Zoroaster :  When 
thou  eate»t,  give  something  to  the  dogs,  even  though  they  should 
hite  thee.    He  was  as  wise  as  man  can  be,  for  he  sought  to 
live  with  the  wise.    Instructed  in  the  sciences  of  the 
I         ancient  Chaldeans,  he  was  not  ignorant  of  such  principles 
>       of  natural  philosophy  as  were  then  known,  and  knew  as 
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much  of  metaphysics  as  has  been  known  in  any  age,  that 
is  to  say,  next  to  nothing.  He  was  firmly  persuaded  that 
the  year  consists  of  365  days  and  a  quarter,  in  spite  of  the 
latest  philosophy  of  his  time,  and  that  the  sun  is  the 
centre  of  our  system ;  and  when  the  leading  magi  told 
him  with  contemptuous  arrogance  that  he  entertained 
dangerous  opinions,  and  that  it  was  a  proof  of  hostility  to 
the  goYemment  to  belieYC  that  the  sun  turned  on  its  own 
axis  and  that  the  year  had  twelve  months,  he  held  his 
peace  without  showing  either  anger  or  disdain. 

Zadig,  with  great  riches,  and  consequently  well  provided 
with  friends,  having  health  and  good  looks,  a  just  and 
well-disciplined  mind,  and  a  heart  noble  and  sincere, 
thought  that  he  might  be  happy.  He  was  to  be  married 
to  Semira,  a  Iftdy  whose  beauty,  birth,  and  fortune  rendered 
her  the  first  maitch  in  Babylon.  He  felt  for  her  a  stroug 
and  virtuous  attachment,  and  Semira  in  her  turn  loved 
him  passionately.  They  were  close  upon  the  happy  moment 
which  was  about  to  unite  them,  when,  walking  together 
towards  one  of  the  gates  of  Babylon,  under  the  palm  trees 
which  adorned  the  banks  of  the  Euphrates*  they  saw  a 
party  of  men  armed  with  swords  and  bows  advancing  in 
their  direction.  They  were  the  satellites  of  young  Orcan, 
the  nephew  of  a  minister  of  state,  whom  his  uncle's 
haugers-on  had  encouraged  in  the  belief  that  he  might  do 
what  he  liked  with  impunity.  He  had  none  of  the  graces 
nor  virtues  of  Zadig ;  but,  fancying  he  was  worth  a  great 
deal  more,  he  was  provoked  at  not  being  preferred  to  him. 
This  jealous}c»  which  proceeded  only  from  his  vanity,  made 
him  think  that  he  was  desperately  in  love  with  Semira, 
and  he  determined  to  carry  her  off.  The  ravishers  seiised 
her,  and  in  their  outrageous  violence  wpunded  h^,  shed- 
ding the  blood  of  one  so  fair  that  the  tigers  of  Mount 
Imaus  would  have  melted  at  the  sight  of  her.  She  pierced 
the  sky  with  her  lamentations.    She  cried  aloud : 
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"  My  dear  husband!  They  are  tearing  me  from  lum  who 
is  the  idol  of  mj  heart.*' 

Taking  no  heed  of  her  own  danger,  it  was  of  her 
beloved  Zadig  alone  that  she  thought,  who,  meanwhile, 
was  defending  her  with  all  the  force  that  love  and  valour 
could  bestow.  With  the  help  of  only  two  slaves  he  put 
the  ravishers  to  flight,  and  carried  Semira  to  her  home 
unconscious  and  covered  with  blood.  On  opening  her 
eyes  she  saw  her  deliverer,  and  said : 

*'  O  Zadig,  I  loved  yon  before  as  my  future  husband,  I      ^^^ 
love  you  now  as  the  preserver  of  my  life  and  honour/* 

Never  was  there  a  heart  more  deeply  moved  than  that 
of  Semira ;  never  did  lips  more  lovely  express  sentiments 
more  touching,  in  words  of  fire  inspired  by  gratitude  for 
the  greatest  of  benefits  and  the  most  tender  transports  of 
the  most  honourable  love.  Her  woimd  was  slight,  and  **  y  v^ 
was  soon  cured;  but  Zadig  was  hurt  more  severely,  an 
arrow  had  struck  him  near  the  eye  and  made  a  deep 
wound.  Semira's  only  prayer  to  Heaven  now  was  that 
her  lover  might  be  healed.  Her  eyes  were  bathed  in  tears  ^^1  h.'J 
night  and  day ;  she  longed  for  the  moment  when  those  of 
Zadig  might  once  more  be  able  to  gaze  on  her  with  delight; 
but  an  abscess  which  attacked  the  wounded  eye  gave  every 
cause  for  alarm.  A  messenger  was  sent  as  far  as  Memphis 
for  Hermes,  the  famous  physician,  who  came  with  a  (»>|  31 
numerous  train.  He  visited  the  sick  man,  and  declared 
that  he  would  lose  the  eye  ;  he  even  foretold  the  day  and 
the  hour  when  this  unfortunate  event  would  happen. 

"  If  it  had  been  the  right  eye,"  said  he,  **  I  might  have 
cured  it,  but  injuries  to  the  left  eye  are  incurable." 

All  Babylon,  while  bewailing  Zadig's  fate,  admired  the   {xi'j  ^ 
profound  scientific  research  of  Hermes.     Two  days  after- 
wards the  abscess  broke  of  itself,  and  Zadig  was  com- 
pletely cured.    Hermes  wrote  a  book,  in  which  he  proved 
to  him  that  he  ought  not  to  have  been  cured ;  but  Zadig 
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did  not  read  it.     As  soon  as  he  could  venture  forth,  he 

prepared  to  visit  her  in  whom  rested  his  every  hope  of 

happiness  in  life,  and  for  whose  sake  alone  he  desired  to 

^yfl  have  eyes.    Now  Semira  had  gone  into  the  country  three 

days  before,  and  on  his  way  he  learned  that  this  fair  lady, 

after  loudly  declaring  that  she  had  an  insurmountable 

objection  to  one-eyed  people,  had  just  married  Orcan  the 

^S%  1      night  before.     At  these  tidii^s  he  fell  senseless,  and  his 

anguish  brought  him  to  the  brink  of  the  grave ;  he  was  ill 

for  a  long  time,  but   at  last  reason  prevailed  over  his 

affliction,  and  the  very  atrocity  of  his  treatment  furnished 

him  with  a  source  of  consolation. 

^^         ,   "  Since  I  have  experienced,*'  said  he,  "  such  cruel  caprice 

t^  from  a  maiden  brought  up  at  the  court,  I  must  marry  one 

of  the  townspeople." 

He  chose  Azora,  who  came  of  the  best  stock  and  was 
the  best  behaved  girl  in  the  city.  He  married  her,  and 
lived  with  1ker  for  a  month  in  all  the  bliss  of  a  most  tender 
union.  The  only  fault  he  remarked  in  her  was  a  little 
giddiness,  and  a  strong  tendency  to  find  out  that  the 
handsomest  young  men  had  always  the  most  intelligence 
and  virtue. 


CHAPTER  n. 

THE   NOSE. 

ty*      /^NE  day  Azora  returned  from  a  walk  in  a  state  of 
"^       ^-^    vehement  indignation,  and  uttering  loud  exclama- 
tions. 

**  What  is  the  matter  with  you,  my  dear  wife  ?  "  said 

Zadig ;  "  who  can  have  put  you  so  much  out  of  temper  ?  ** 

"  Alas !"  she  replied, ''  you  would  be  as  indignant  as  I, 
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if  you  had  seen  tlie  sight  which  I  have  just  witnessed.  I  f  ^^ 
went  to  console  the  young  widow  Cosrou,  who  two  days 
ago  raised  a  tomb  to  her  young  husband  beside  the  stream 
which  forms  the  boundary  of  this  meadow.  She  vowed  to 
Heaven,  in  her  grief,  that  she  would  dwell  beside  that 
tomb  as  long  as  the  stream  flowed  by  it/* 

"  Well ! "  said  Zadig,  **  a  truly  estimable  woman,  who  .V^/^  ^ 
really  loved  her  husbandl" 

"  Ah  ! "  returned  Azora,  "  if  you  only  knew  how  she 
was  occupied  when  I  paid  her  my  visit !  '* 

"  How  then,  fair  Azora  ?  " 

"  She  was  diverting  the  course  of  the  brook/'  ^^^ 

Azora  gave  vent  to  her  feelings  in  such  lengthy  invec-     Z^*/ 
tives,  and  burst  into  such  violent  r^roaches  against  the 
young  widow,  that  this  ostentatious  display  of  virtue  was 
not  altogether  pleasing  to  Zadig.  ^  , 

He  had  a  friend  named  Cador,  who  was  one  of  those  ^^ '  ^ 
young  men  in  whom  his  wife  found  more  merit  and  in- 
tegrity than  in  others  ;  Zadig  took  him  into  his  confidence, 
and  secured  his  fidelity,  as  far  as  possible,  by  means  of  a 
considerable  present,  ^^h 

Azora»  having  passed  a  couple  of  days  with  one  of  her 
lady  friends  in  the  country,  on  the  third  day  returned 
home.  The  servants,  with  tears  in  their  eyes,  told  her 
that  her  husband  had  died  quite  suddenly  the  night 
before,  that  they  had  not  dared  to  convey  to  her  such  sad 
news,  and  that  they  had  just  buried  Zadig  in  the  tomb  of 
his  ancestors  at  the  end  of  the  garden.  She  wept,  and6t//v 
tore  her  hair,  and  vowed  that  she  would  die.  In  the 
evening  Cador  asked  if  she  would  allow  him  to  speak  to 
her,  and  they  wept  in  company.  Next  day  they  wept  less, 
and  dined  together.  Cador  informed  her  that  his  friend 
had  left  him  the  best  part  of  his  property,  and  gave  her  to 
understand  that  he  would  deem  it  the  greatest  happiness 
to  share  his  fortune  with  her.    The  lady  shed  tears,  was 
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offended,  allowed  herself  to  be  soothed ;  the  supper  lasted 
longer  than  the  dinner,  and  they  conversed  together  more 
confidentially.    Azora  spoke  in  praise  of  the  deceased,  but 
admitted  that  he  had  faults  from  which  Cador  was  free. 
W(^  In  the  middle  of  supper,  Cador  complained  of  a  violent 

pain  in  the  spleen.  The  lady,  anxious  and  attentive,  caused 
all  the  essences  on  her  toilet  table  to  be  brought,  to  try  if 
there  might  not  be  some  one  among  them  good  for  affec- 
tions of  the  spleen.  She  was  very  sorry  that  the  famous 
Hermes  was  no  longer  in  Babylon.  She  even  conde- 
scended to  touch  the  side  where  Cador  felt  such  sharp 
pains. 

**  Are  you  subject  to  this  cruel  malady  ?  '*  she  asked  in 
a  tone  of  compas^on. 
Anj  "It  sometimes  brings  me  to  the  brink  of  the  grave," 

^  answered  Cador ;  "  and  there  is  only  one  remedy  which 

can  relieve  me :  it  is  to  apply  to  my  side  the  nose  of  a  man 
who  has  been  only  a  day  or  two  dead." 
,  "  What  a  strange  remedy  ! "  said  Azora. 

"  Not  more  strange,"  was  his  reply,  "  than  the  scent- 
bags  of  Mr.  Amoult  being  an  antidote  to  apoplexy."  ^ 

That  reason,  joined  to  the  distinguished  merit  of  the 
young  man,  at  last  decided  the  lady. 

"After  all,"  said  she,  "when  my  husband  shall  pass 

^      from  the  world  of  yesterday  into  the  world  of  to-morrow 

yjo W      over  the  bridge  Chinavar,  the  angel  Azrael  will  not  grant 

him  a  passage  any  the  less  because  his  nose  will  be  a  little 

shorter  in  the  second  life  than  in  the  first." 

She  then  took  a  razor,  and  went  to  her  husband's  tomb ; 
after  she  had  watered  it  with  her  tears,  she  approached  to 
cut  off  Zadig's  nose,  whom  she  found  stretched  at  full 

^  Our  author  has  here  a  note  to  the  effect  that  there  wets  at  that 
time  a  Babylonian  [Parisian]  named  Amoult,  who,  according  to 
his  announcement  in  the  newspapers,  cured  and  prevented  all  sorts 
of  fits  by  means  of  a  bag  hung  round  the  neck. 


>' 
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length  in  the  tomb,  when  he  suddenly  got  up,  and, 
holding  his  nose^  with  one  hand,  stopped  the  razor  with 
the  other. 

"  Madam,"  said  he,  "  do  not  ciy  out  so  loudly  another 
time  against  young  Cosrou ;  your  intention  of  cutting  off 
my  nose  is  as  bad  as  that  of  turning  aside  a  stream." 


CHAPTEE  in. 

THE   DOG  AKD   THE   HOBSE. 

^ADIG  found  by  experience  that  the  first  month  of  mar- 
^  riage  is,  as  it  is  written  in  the  book  of  the  Zendavesta, 
the  moon  of  honey,  and  that  the  second  is  the  moon  of 
wormwood.  He  was  some  time  afterwards  obliged  to  put 
away  Azora,  who  became  too  unmanageable  to  live  with,  and 
he  sought  for  happiness  in  the  study  of  nature. 

"There  is  no  delight,"  he  said,  "equal  to  that  of  a  philo- 
sopher, who  reads  in  this  great  book  which  Gk>d  has  set 
before  our  ^es.  The  truths  which  he  discovers  are  his 
own :  he  nurtures  and  educates  his  soul,  he  lives  in  peace, 
he  fears  no  man,  and  no  tender  spouse  comes  to  cut  off  his 
nose." 

Full  of  these  ideas,  he  retired  to  a  country  house  on  the 
banks  of  the  Euphrates.  There  he  did  not  spend  his  time 
in  calculating  how  many  inches  of  water  flowed  in  a  second 
under  the  arches  of  a  bridge,  or  whether  a  cubic  line  of  rain 
fell  in  the  month  of  the  mouse  more  than  in  the  month  of 
the  sheep.  He  did  not  contrive  how  to  make  silk  out  of 
cobwebs,  nor  porcelain  out  of  broken  bottles ;  but  he  studied 
most  of  all  the  properties  of  animals  and  plants ;  and  soon 
acquired  a  sagacity  that  showed  him  a  thousand  differences 
where  other  men  see  nothing  but  uniformity. 


«y/r 
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One  dsLj,  when  he  was  walking  near  a  little  wood,  he  saw 
one  of  the  queen's  eunuchs  running  to  meet  him,  followed 
bj  several  officers,  who  appeared  to  be  in  the  greatest  un- 
easiness, and  were  running  hither  and  thither  like  men 
bewildered  and  searching  for  some  most  precious  object 
which  they  had  lost. 

"  Young  man,"  said  the  chief  eunuch  to  Zadig,  "  have 
you  seen  the  queen's  dog  ?  " 

Zadig  modestly  replied :  "  It  is  a  bitch,  not  a  dog." 

"  You  are  right,"  said  the  eunuch. 

"  It  is  a  very  small  spaniel,"  added  Zadig ;  "  it  is  not 
long  since  she  has  had  a  litter  of  puppies ;  she  is  lame  in  the 
left  forefoot,  and  her  ears  are  very  long." 

"  Tou  have  seen  her,  then  ?  "  said  the  chief  eunuch, 
quite  out  of  breath. 

"  No,"  answered  Zadig,  "  I  have  never  seen  her,  and 
never  knew  that  the  queen  had  a  bitch." 

Just  at  this  very  time,  by  one  of  those  curious  coinciden- 
ces which  are  not  uncommon,  the  finest  horse  in  the  king's 
stables  had  broken  away  from  the  hands  of  a  groom  in  the 
plains  of  Babylon.  The  grand  huntsman  and  all  the  other 
officers  ran  after  him  with  as  much  anxiety  as  the  chief  of 
the  eunuchs  had  displayed  in  his  search  after  the  queen's 
bitch.  The  grand  huntsman  accosted  Zadig,  and  asked 
him  if  he  had  seen  the  king's  horse  pass  that  way. 

**  It  is  the  horse,"  said  Zadig,  "  which  gallops  best;  he  is 
five  feet  high,  and  has  small  hoofs ;  his  tail  is  three  and 
a  half  feet  long ;  the  bosses  on  his  bit  are  of  gold  twenty- 
three  carats  fine;  his  shoes  are  silver  of  eleven  penny- 
weights." 

"  Which  road  did  he  take  ?  Where  is  he  ?  "  asked  the 
grand  huntsman. 

**  I  have  not  Sjeen  him,"  answered  Zadig,  "  and  I  have 
never  even  heard  anyone  speak  of  him." 

The  grand  huntsman  and  the  chief  eunuch  had  no  doubt 
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* 

^  fchat  Zadig  liad  stolen  the  king's  horse  and  the  queen's 
bitch,  so  thej  caused  him  to  be  brought  before  the 
Assembly  of  the  Grand  Besterham,  which  condemned  him 
to  the  knout,  and  to  pass  the  rest  of  his  life  in  Siberia. 
Scarcely  had  the  sentence  been  pronounced,  when  the 

^  horse  and  the  bitch  were  found.  The  judges  were  now 
under  the  disi^;reeable  necessity  of  amending  their  judg- 

^        ment;  but  they  condemned  Zadig  to  pay  four  hundred 

y       ounces  of  gold  for  haying  said  that  he  had  not  seen  what 

he  had  seen.  He  was  forced  to  pay  this  fine  first,  and  after- 

.  wards  he  was  allowed  to  plead  his  cause  before  the  Council 

of  the  Grand  Desterham,  when  he  expressed  himself  in  the 

;         following  terms : 

I  **  Stars  of  justice,  fathomless  gulfs  of  wisdom,  mirrors 

of  truth,  ye  who  have  the  gravity  of  lead,  the  strength  of 
iron,  the  brilliance  of  the  diamond,  and  a  close  affinity 
with  gold,  inasmuch  as  it  is  permitted  me  to  speak  before 
this  august  assembly,  I  swear  to  you  by  Ormuzd  that  I 
have  never  seen  the  queen's  respected  bitch,  nor  the  sacred 
horse  of  the  king  of  kings.  Hear  all  that  happened :  I 
was  walking  towards  the  little  wood  where  later  on  I  met 

\  the  venerable  eunuch  and  the  most  illustrious  grand 
huntsman.     I  saw  on  the  sand  the  footprints  of  an  animal, 

^  and  easily  decided  that  they  were  those  of  a  little  dog. 
Long  and  fointly  marked  furrows,  imprinted  where  the 
sand  was  slightly  raised  between  the  footprints,  told  me 

^       that  it  was  a  bitch  whose  dugs  were  droopii^,  and  that 

I  consequently  she  must  have  given  birth  to  young  ones  only 
a  few  days  before.  Other  marks  of  a  different  character, 
showing  that  the  surface  of  the  sand  had  been  constantly 
grazed  on  either  side  of  the  front  paws,  informed  me  that 
she  had  very  long  ears ;  and,  as  I  observed  that  the  sand 
was  always  less  deeply  indented  by  one  paw  than  by  the 

'  other  three,  I  gathered  that  the  bitch  belonging  to  our 
august  queen  was  a  little  lame,  if  I  may  venture  to  say  so. 
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"With  respect  to  the  horse  of  the  king  of  kings,  you 
must  know  that  as  I  was  walking  along  the  roads  in  that 
same  wood,  I  perceived  the  marks  of  a  horse's  shoes,  all  at 
equal  distances.  '  There,'  I  said  to  myself,  '  went  a  horse 
with  a  faultless  gallop.'  The  dust  upon  the  trees,  where 
the  width  of  the  road  was  not  more  than  seven  feet,  was 
here  and  there  rubbed  ofiE  on  both  sides,  three  feet  and  a 
half  away  from  the  middle  of  the  road.  'This  horse,' 
said  I,  '  has  a  tail  three  feet  and  a  half  long,  which,  by 
its  movements  to  right  and  left,  has  whisked  away  the 
dust.'  I  saw,  where  the  trees  formed  a  canopy  five  feet 
above  the  ground,  leaves  lately  fallen  from  the  boughs ; 
and  I  concluded  that  the  horse  had  touched  them,  and 
was  therefore  five  feet  high.  As  to  his  bit,  it  must  be  of 
gold  twenty-three  carats  fine,  for  he  had  rubbed  its  bosses 
against  a  touchstone,  the  properties  of  which  I  had  as- 
certained. Lastly,  I  inferred  from  the  marks  that  his 
shoes  left  upon  stones  of  another  kind,  that  he  was  shod 
with  silver  of  eleven  pennyweights  in  quality. " 

All  the  judges  marveUed  at  Zadig's  deep  and  subtle 
discernment,  and  a  report  of  it  even  reached  the  king  and 
queen.  Nothing  but  Zadig  was  talked  of  in  the  ante- 
chambers, the  presence  chamber,  and  the  private  closet ; 
and,  though  several  of  the  magi  were  of  opinion  that'he 
ought  to  be  burned  as  a  wizard,  the  king  ordered  that  he 
should  be  released  from  the  fine  of  four  hundred  ounces 
of  gold  to  which  he  had  been  condemned.  The  registrar, 
the  bailiffs,  and  the  attorneys  came  to  his  house  ^ith 
great  solemnity  to  restore  him  his  four  hundred  ounces ; 
they  kept  back  only  three  hundred  and  ninety-eight  of 
them  for  legal  expenses,  and  their  servants  too  claimed 
their  fees. 

Zadig  saw  how  very  dangerous  it  sometimes  is  to  show 
oneself  too  knowing,  and  resolved  on  the  next  occasion  of 
the  kind  to  say  nothing  about  what  he  had  seen. 
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Such  an  opportunity  poon  occurred.  A  state  prisoner 
made  his  escape,  and  passed  under  the  windows  of  Zadig's 
house,  who,  on  being  questioned,  answered  nothing ;  but 
it  was  proved  that  he  had  looked  out  of  the  window.  For 
this  offence  he  was  condemned  to  pay  five  hundred  ounces 
of  gold,  and  he  thanked  his  judges  for  their  leniency,  ac- 
cording to  the  custom  of  Babylon. 

"  Q-ood  Heavens!"  said  Zadig  to  himself,  "  what  a  pity 
it  is  when  one  takes  a  walk  in  a  wood  through  which  the 
queen's  bitch  and  the  king's  horse  have  passed!  how 
dangerous  it  is  to  stand  at  a  window !  and  how  difficult  it 
is  to  be  happy  in  this  life ! " 


CHAPTER  IV. 

THE   ENVIOUS   MAN. 

r^ADIG  sought  consolation  in  philosophy  and  friendship 
^  for  the  unkindness  with  which  fortune  had  treated 
him.  In  one  of  the  suburbs  of  Babylon  he  had  a  house 
tastefully  furnished,  where  he  had  gathered  all  the  arts 
and  pleasures  that  were  worthy  of  a  gentleman.  In  the 
morning  his  library  was  open  to  all  men  of  learning ;  in 
the  evening  his  table  was  surrounded  by  good  company. 
But  he  soon  discovered  what  danger  there  is  in  entertain- 
ing the  learned.  A  hot  dispute  arose  over  a  law  of 
Zoroaster,  which  prohibited  the  eating  of  a  griffin. 

**  How  can  a  griffin  be  forbidden,"  said  some,  "if  no  such 
creature  exists  ?  " 

'*  It  must  exist,"  said  the  others,  "  since  Zoroaster  for- 
bids it  to  be  eaten." 

Zadig  endeavoured  to  bring  them  to  an  agreement  by 
saying : 
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''  If  there  are  griffins,  let  us  refrain  from  eating  them  ; 
and  if  there  are  none,  there  will  be  all  the  less  danger  of 
our  doing  so.  Thus,  in  either  case  alike,  Zoroaster  will  be 
obeyed." 

A  learned  scholar  who  had  composed  thirteen  volumes 
on  the  properties  of  the  griffin,  and  who  was  moreover  a 
great  magician,  lost  no  time  in  bringing  an  accusation 
against  Zadig  before  an  archimagian  named  Tebor,^  the 
most  foolish  of  the  Chaldeans,  and  consequently  the  most 
&inaticaL  This  man  would  fain  have  impaled  Zadig  for 
the  greater  glory  of  the  Sun,  and  would  have  recited  the 
breviary  of  Zoroaster  in  a  more  complacent  tone  of  voice 
for  having  done  it;  but  his  friend  Oador  (one  friend  is' 
worth  more  than  a  hundred  priests)  sought  out  old  Tebor, 
and  addressed  him  thus : 

"  Long  live  the  Sun  and  the  griffins !  Take  good  heed 
that  you  do  no  harm  to  Zadig ;  he  is  a  saint ;  he  keeps 
griffins  in  his  back-yard,  and  abstains  from  eating  them 4 
and  his  accuser  is  a  heretic,  who  dares  to  maintain  that 
rabbits  have  cloven  feet  and  are  not  unclean." 

"In  that  case,*'  said  Tebor,  sha^g  his  bald  head, 
"  Zadig  must  be  impaled  for  having  thought  wrongly  about 
griffins,  and  the  other  for  having  spoken  wrongly  about 
rabbits." 

Oador  settled  the  matter  by  means  of  a  maid  of  honour, 
who  had  borne  Yebor  a  child,  and  who  was  held  in  high 
esteem  in  the  college  of  the  magi.  No  one  was  impaled, 
though  a  good  many  of  the  doctors  murmured  thereat,  and 
prophesied  the  downfall  of  Babylon  in  consequence. 

Zadig  exclaimed :  **  On^what  does  happiness  depend  ! 
Everybody  in  this  world  persecutes  me,  even  beings  that 
do  not  exist." 

^  This  is  an  anagram  of  Boyer,  a  bishop  by  whom  Voltaire  had 
.been  subjected  to  repeated  persecution,  or  what  he  considered 
such. 
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»  He  cursed  all  men  of  learning,  and  determined  to  live 

henceforth  only  in  the  begt  society.     He  invited  to  his 

f  house  the  most  distinguished  men  and  the  most  charming 
women  in  Babylon ;  he  gave  elegant  suppers,  often  preceded 
by  concerts,  and  enlivened  by  interesting  conversation, 

^  from  which  he  knew  how  to  banish  that  straining  after  a 

display  of  wit,  which  is  the  surest  way  to  have  none  and 
to  mar  the  most  brilliant  company.    Neither  the  choice  of 

^  his  friends,  nor  that  of  his  dishes,  was  prompted  by  vanity ; 
for  in  everything  he  preferred  being  to  seeming,  and 
thereby  he  attracted  to  himself  the  real  respect  to  which 

^         he  made  no  claim. 

Opposite  Zadig's  house  lived  Arimaze,  a  person  whose 
depraved  soul  was  painted*  on  his  coarse  countenance.^ 
He  was  consumed  with  malice,  and  puffed  up  with 
pride,  and,  to  crown  all,  he  set  up  for  being  a  wit  and 
was  only  a  bore.  Having  never  been  able  to  succeed  in 
the  world,  he  took  his  revei^  by  railing  at  it.  In  spite 
of  his  riches,  he  had  some  trouble  in  getting  flatterers  to 
flock  to  his  house.  The  noise  of  the  carriages  entering 
Zadig*s  gates  of  an  evening  annoyed  him,  the  sound  of  his 
praises  irritated  him  yet  more.  He  sometimes  went  to 
Zadig's  parties,  and  sat  down  at  his  table  without  being 

^  invited,  where  he  spoiled  all  the  enjoyment  of  the  company, 
just  as  the  harpies  are  said  to  infect  whatever  food  they 
touch.     One  day  a  lady  whom  he  was  anxious  to  entertain, 

}         instead  of  accepting  his  invitation,  went  to  sup  with  Zadig. 

\         Another  day,  when  he  was  talking  with  hipi  in  the  palace, 

1  they  came  across  a  minister  who  asked  Zadig  to  supper 

V  wiUiout  asking  Arimaze.  The  most  inveterate  hatreds 
are  often  founded  on  causes  quite  as  trivial.  This 
person,  who  went  by  the  name  of  "  the  Envious  man  "  in 
Babylon,  wished  to  ruin  Zadig  because  people  called 
him  ''the  Happy  man."  Opportunities  for  doing  harm 
^  The  Abb^  Desfontaines. 
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are  found  a  hundred  times  a  day,  and  an  opportunity 
for  doing  good  occurs. once  a  year,  as  Zoroaster  has  ob- 
served. 

On  one  occasion  the  Envious  man  went  to  Zadig's  house, 
and  found  him  walking  in  his  garden  with  two  friends  and 
a  lady,  to  whom  he  was  addressing  frequent  compliments, 
without  any  intention  other  than  that  of  making  himself 
agreeable.  The  conversation  turned  upon  a  war,  which  the 
king  had  just  brought  to  a  prosperous  termination,  against 
the  prince  of  Hyrcania,  his  vassal.  Zadig,  who  had  dis- 
played his  valour  during  the  short  campaign,  had  much  to 
say  in  praise  of  the  king,  and  still  more  in  praise  of  the  lady. 
He  took  out  his  note-book,  and  wrote  down  four  lines,  which 
he  made  on  the  spur  of  the  moment,  and  which  he  gave  to 
his  fair  companion  to  read.  His  friends  entreated  him  to 
be  allowed  a  sight  of  them ;  but  his  modesty,  or  rather  a 
natural  regard  for  his  reputation,  made  him  refuse.  He 
knew  that  such  impromptu  verses  are  never  of  any  value 
except  in  the  eyes  of  her  in  whose  honour  they  have  been 
composed,  so  he  tore  in  two  the  leaf  on  which  he  had  just 
written  them,  and  threw  the  pieces  into  a  thicket  of  roses, 
where  his  friends  looked  for  them  in  vain.  A  shower 
came  on,  and  they  betook  themselves  indoors.  The  En- 
vious man,  who  remained  in  the  garden,  searched  so  dili- 
gently that  he  found  one  fragment  of  the  leaf,  which  had 
been  torn  in  such  a  way  that  the  halves  of  each  line  that 
were  left  made  a  continuous  sense,  and  even  a  rhymed 
verse,  in  shorter  metre  than  the  original ;  but  by  an  acci- 
dent still  more  strange,  these  short  lines  were  found  to 
contain  the  most  opprobrious  libel  against  the  king.  They 
read  thus : 

"  By  heinous  crimes 
Set  on  the  throne, 
In  peaceful  times 
One  foe  alone.'* 
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The  Envious  man  was  happy  for  the  first  time  in  his 
life,  for  he  had  in  his  hands  the  means  of  destroying  a 
virtuous  and  amiable  mim.  Full  of  such  cruel  joy,  he 
caused  this  lampoon  written  by  Zadig's  own  hand  to  be 
brought  to  the  king*s  notice,  who  ordered  him  to  be  sent 
to  prison,  together  with  his  two  friends  and  the  lady. 
His  trial  was  soon  over,  nor  did  his  judges  deign  to  hear 
what  he  had  to  say  for  himself.  When  he  was  brought 
up  to  receive  sentence,  the  Envious  man  crossed  his  path, 
and  told  him  in  a  loud  voice  that  his  verses  were  good  for 
nothing.  Zadig  did  not  pride  himself  on  being  a  fine  x>oet, 
but  he  was  in  despair  at  being  condemned  as  guilty  of 
high  treason,  and  at  seeing  so  fair  a  lady  and  his  two 
friends  kept  in  prison  for  a  crime  that  he  had  never  com- 
mitted. He  was  not  allowed  to  speak,  because  his  note- 
book spoke  for  him.  Such  was  the  law  of  Babylon.  He 
was  then  forced  to  go  to  his  execution  through  a  crowd  of 
iaquisitive  spectators,  not  one  of  whom  dared  to  com- 
miserate him,  but  who  rushed  forward  in  order  to 
scrutinise  his  countenance,  and  to  see  whether  he  was 
likely  to  die  with  a  good  grace.  His  relations  alone  were 
distressed;  for  they  were  not  to  be  his  heirs.  Three 
quarters  of  his  estate  were  confiscated  for  the  king's 
benefit,  and  the  Envious  man  profited  by  the  other 
quarter. 

Just  as  he  was  preparing  for  death,  the  king's  parrot 
escaped  from  its  perch,  and  alighted  in  Zadig's  garden,  on 
a  thicket  of  roses.  A  peach  had  been  carried  thither  by 
the  wind  from  a  tree  hard  by,  and  it  had  fallen  on  a  piece 
of  writing  paper,  to  which  it  had  stuck.  The  bird  took 
up  both  the  peach  and  the  paper,  and  laid  them  on  the 
monarch's  knees.  The  king,  whose  curiosity  was  excited, 
read  some  words  which  made  no  sense,  and  which  appeared 
to  be  the  ends  of  four  lines  of  verse.  He  loved  poetry, 
and  princes  who  love  the  muses  never  find  time  hang 
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heavy  on  their  hands.  His  parrot's  adventure  set  him 
thinking.  The  queen,  who  remembered  what  had  been 
written  on  the  fragment  of  the  leaf  from  2iadig's  nott: 
book,  had  it  brought  to  her. 

Both  pieces  were  put  side  by  side,  and  were  found  to  fi* 
together  exactly.  The  verses  then  read  as  Zadig  ha<: 
made  them : 

*'  By  heinous  crimes  I  saw  the  earth  alarm'd, 
Set  on  the  throne  one  king  all  evil  curbs ; 
In  peaceful  times  now  only  Love  is  arm'd, 
One  foe  alone  the  timid  heart  disturbs." 

'nie  king  immediately  commanded  that  Zadig  should  be 
brought  before  him,  and  that  his  two  friends  and  the  fair 
lady  should  be  let  out  of  prison.  Zadig  prostrated  him- 
self with  his  face  to  the  ground  at  their  majesties*  feet, 
asked  their  pardon  most  humbly  for  having  made  such 
poor  rhymes,  and  spoke  with  so  much  grace,  wit,  and  good 
sense,  that  the  king  and  queen  desired  to  see  him  again. 
He  came  again  accordingly,  and  won  still  greater  favour. 
All  the  property  of  the  Envious  man  who  had  accused  him 
unjustly  was  given  to  Zadig,  but  he  restored  it  all,  and  the 
Envious  man  was  touched,  but  only  with  the  joy  of  not 
losing  his  wealth  after  all.  The  king's  esteem  for  Zadig 
increased  every  day.  He  made  him  share  all  his  pleasures, 
and  consulted  him  in  all  matters  of  business.  The  queen 
regarded  him  from  that  time  with  a  tender  complacency 
that  might  become  dangerous  to  herself,  to  her  royal 
consort,  to  Zadig,  and  to  the  whole  State.  Zadig  began 
to  think  that  it  is  not  so  difOicult  after  all  to  be  happy. 
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CHAPTER  V. 

THE   PBIZE   OF   GENEBOSITY. 

T^HE  time  was  now  arrived  for  celebrating  a  high 
■■•  festival,  which  recurred  every  five  years.  It  was  the 
custom  at  Babylon  to  announce  in  a  public  and  solemn 
manner,  at  the  end  of  such  a  period,  the  name  of  that 
citizen  who  had  done  the  most  generous  act  during  the 
interval.  The  grandees  and  the  magi  were  the  arbitrators. 
The  chief  satrap,  who  had  the  city  under  his  charge,  made 
known  the  most  noble  deeds  that  had  been  performed 
under  his  government.  The  election  was  made  by  vote, 
and  the  king  pronounced  judgment.  People  came  to  this 
festival  from  the  farthest  comers  of  the  earth,  and  the 
successful  candidate  received  from  the  monarch's  hands  a 
cup  of  gold  decorated  with  precious  stones,  the  king 
addressing  him  in  these  terms : 

"  Receive  this  reward  of  generosity,  and  may  the  gods 
grant  me  many  subjects  who  resemble  you." 

The  memorable  day  then  was  come,  and  the  king 
appeared  upon  his  throne,  surrounded  by  grandees,  magi, 
and  deputies,*  sent  by  all  nations  to  these  games,  where 
glory  was  to  be  gained,  not  by  the  swiftness  of  horses  nor 
by  strength  of  body,  but  by  virtue.  The  chief  satrap  pro- 
claimed with  a  loud  voice  the  actions  that  might  entitle 
their  authors  to  this  inestimable  prize.  He  said  nothing 
about  the  magnanimity  with  which  Zadig  had  restored  all 
his  fortune  to  the  Envious  man ;  that  was  not  considered 
an  action  worthy  of  disputing  the  prize. 

First,  he  presented  a  judge  who,  after  having  given 
judgment  against  a  citizen  in  an  important  law- suit,  under 
a  mistake  for  which  he  was  in  no  way  responsible,  4iad 


68  VOLTAIRE'S  TALES. 

given  him  all  Bis  own  property,  which  was  equal  in  valua 
to  what  the  other  had  lost. 

He  next  brought  forward  a  voung  man,  who;  being  over 
head  and  ears  in  love  with  a  damsel  to  whom  he  was 
engaged  to  be  married,  had  resigned  her  to  a  friend  who 
was  nearly  dying  for  love  of  her,  and  had  moreover  re- 
signed the  dowry  as  well  as  the  damsel. 

Then  he  introdnoed  a  soldier,  who  in  the  Hyreanian 
war  had  given  a  still  nobler  example  of  generosity.  Some 
of  the  enemy's  troops  were  laying  hands  on  his  mistress, 
and  he  was  defending  her  from  them,  when  he  was  told 
that  another  party  of  Hyrcanians,  a  few  paces  off,  were 
carrying  away  his  mother.  With  tears  he  left  his  mistress, 
sind  ran  to  rescue  his  mother ;  and  when  he  returned  to 
the  object  of  his  love,  he  found  her  dying.  He  was  on 
the  point  of  slaying  himself,  but  when  his  mother  pointed 
out  that  she  had  no  one  but  him  to  whom  she  could  look 
for  succour,  he  was  courageous  enough  to  endure  to 
live  on. 

The  arbitrators  were  inclined  to  give  the  prize  to  this 
soldier ;  but  the  king  interposed,  and  said : 

**  This  man's  conduct  and  that  of  the  others  is  praise- 
worthy, but  it  does  not  astonish  me ;  whereas  yesterday 
Zadig  did  a  thing  that  made  me  marvel.  Some  days 
before,  my  minister  and  favourite  Coreb  had  incurred  my 
displeasure  and  been  disgraced.  I  uttered  violent  com- 
plaints against  him,  and  all  my  courtiers  assured  me  that 
I  was  not  half  severe  enough ;  each  vied  with  his  neigh- 
bour in  saying  as  much  evil  as  he  could  of  Coreb.  I  asked 
Zadig  what  he  thought  of  him,  and  he  dared  to  say  a  word 
in  his  favour.  I  am  free  to  confess  that  I  have  heard  of 
instances  in  our  history  of  men  atoning  for  a  mistake  %y 
the  sacrifice  of  their  goods,  giving  up  a  mistress,  or  pre- 
ferring a  mother  to  a  sweetheart,  but  I  have  never  read  of 
a  courtier  speaking  a  good  word  for  a  minister  in  dis- 
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grace,  against  whom  his  soYereign  was  bitterly  incensed. 
I  award  twenty  thousand  pieces  of  gold  to  each  of  those 
whose  gen6h>ns  acts  have  been  recounted;  bat  I  award 
the  cup  to  Zadig." 

"  Sire,"  said  he,  •*  it  is  Your  Majesty  alone  who  deserres 
the  cup,  for  having  done  a  deed  of  unprecedented  mi^- 
nanimity,  in  that,  being  a  king,  you  were  not  angiy  with 
your  slave  when  he  ran  counter  to  your  passion." 

The  king  and  Zadig  were  regarded  with  equal  admira> 
tion.  The  judge  who  had  given  away  his  fortune,  the 
lover  who  allowed  his  friend  to  marry  his  mistress,  and 
the  soldier  who  had  preferred  his  mother's  safety  to  that 
of  his  sweetheart,  received  at  the  monarchs*  hands  the 
presents  he  had  assigned,  and  saw  their  names  written  in 
the  Book  of  the  Generous,  but  Zadig  had  the  cup.  The  king 
gained  the  reputation  of  .a  good  prince,  which  he  did  not 
keep  long.  The  day  was  celebrated  with  feasts  that  lasted 
longer  than  the  law  directed,  and  its  memory  is  still  pre- 
served in  Asia.     Zadig  said : 

"  At  last,  then,  I  am  happy."    But  he  was  deceived. 


CHAPTER   VI. 

THE  MINI8TBB. 

n^HE  king  had  lost  his  prime  minister,  and  chose  Zadig 
-*-  to  fill  his  place;  All  the  fair  ladies  in  Babylon  ap- 
plauded the  choice  ;  for  since  the  foundation  of  the  empire 
there  had  never  been  known  such  a  young  minister.  All 
the  courtiers  were  offended ;  and  the  Envious  man  spat 
blood  on  hearing  the  news,  while  his  nose  swelled  to  ail 
enormous  size.  Zadig,  having  thanked  the  king  and 
queen,  proceeded  to  thank  the  parrot  alsa 
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"  Beautiful  bird,"  he  said,  "  it  is  you  who  have  saved  my 
life,  and  made  me  prime  minister:  the  bitch  and  the 
horse  belonging  to  Their  Majesties  did  me  much  harm, 
but  you  have  done  me  good.  On  what  slight  threads  do 
human  destinies  depend !  But,"  added  he,  "  a  happiness 
so  strangely  acquired  will,  perhaps,  soon  pass  by." 

"  Ay,"  replied  the  parrot. 

Zadig  was  startled  at  the  response ;  but,  being  a  good 
naturalist,  and  not  believing  that  parrots  were  proph^:?t8, 
ha  soon  recovered  himself. 

Applying  all  his  energies  to  the  duties  of  his  office,  he 
made  everybody  feel  the  sacred  power  of  the  laws,  but 
made  no  one  feel  the  weight  of  his  dignity.  He  did  not 
interfere  with  the  free  expression  of  opinion  in  the  divan, 
and  each  vizier  was  welcoUQe  to  hold  his  own  without  dis- 
pleasing him.  When  he  acted  as  judge  in  any  matter,  it 
was  not  he  who  pronounced  sentence,  it  was  the  law  ;  but 
when  the  law  was  too  harsh,  he  tempered  its  severity ;  and 
when  there  were  no  laws  to  meet  the  case,  his  sense  of 
equity  supplied  him  with  decisions  that  might  have  been 
taken  for  those  of  Zoroaster. 

It  is  froni  Zadig  that  the  nations  of  the  world  have  re- 
ceived the  grand  maxim :  "  It  is  better  that  a  guilty  man 
should  be  acquitted  than  that  an  innocent  one  should  be 
condemned."  He  held  that  laws  were  made  as  much  for 
the  sake  of  helping  as  of  intimidating  the  people.  His 
chief  skill  lay  in  revealing  the  truth  which  all  men  try  to 
darken.  From  the  very  beginning  of  his  administration  he 
put  this  great  talent  to  good  use.  A  famous  merchant  of 
Babylon  had  died  in  India,  and  made  his  two  sons  heirs  to 
equal  portions  of  his  estate,  after  having  given  their  sister 
in  marriage ;  and  he  left  a  present  of  thirty  thousand  gold 
pieces  to  that  one  of  his  two  sons  who  should  be  judged  to 
have  shown  the  greater  love  towards  himself.  The  elder 
built  him  a  tomb,  the  second  increased  his  sister's  dowry 
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with  a  part  of  his  own  inheritance.  Everybody  said  :  "  It 
is  the  elder  son  who  has  the  greater  love  for  his  father, 
the  younger  loves  his  sister  better;  the  thirty  thousand 
pieces  belong  to  the  elder." 

Zadig  sent  for  the  two  brothers,  one  after  the  other. 
He  said  to  the  elder: 

"  Your  father  is  not  dead ;  he  has  been  cured  of  his  last 
illness,  and  is  returning  to  Babylon." 

•*  God  be  praised ! "  answered  the  young  man,  **  but  his 
tomb  has  cost  me  a  large  sum  of  money." 

Zadig  then  said  the  same  thing  to  the  younger  brother. 

"  Ck)d  be  praised ! "  answered  he ;  "I  will  restore  to  my 
father  all  that  I  have,  but  I  hope  that  he  will  leave  my 
sister  what  I  have  given  her.'* 

"  You  shall  restore  nothing,"  said  Zadig,  **  and  you  shall 
have  the  thirty  thousand  pieces ;  it  is  you  who  love  your 
father  best" 

A  Yerj  rich  young  lady  had  promised  her  hand  to  two 
magi,  and,  after  having  received  a  course  of  instruction 
for  some  months  from  each  of  them,  found  herself  likely 
to  become  a  mother.  Both  still  wishing  to  marry  her,  she 
said  she  would  take  for  her  husband  the  one  who  had  put 
her  in  a  position  to  present  the  empire  with  a  citizen. 

"  It  is  I  who  have  done  that  good  work,"  said  one  of 
them. 

**  It  is  I  who  have  had  that  privilege,"  said  the  other. 

"  Well,"  answered  she,  "  I  will  recognise  that  one  as  the 
father  of  the  child  who  can  give  him  the  best  education." 

She  was  brought  to  bed  of  a  son.  Each  of  the  two 
magi  wished  to  bring  it  up,  and  the  ease  was  referred  to 
Zadig,  who' summoned  the  magi  to  his  presence. 

**  What  will  you  teach  your  pupil  ?  "  he  asked  of  the 
first. 

"  I  will  instruct  him,"  said  the  learned  professor,  "  in  the 
eight  parts  of  speech,  in  logic,  astrology,  demonology,  the 
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difference  between  substance  and  accident*  abstract  and 
concrete,  the  doctrine  of  the  monads  and  the  pre-estab- 
lished harmony."  ^ 

"For  my  part,"  said  the  other,  "I  will  endeavour  to 
render  him  just  and  worthy  of  having  friends." 

Zadig  exclaimed :  ^*  Whether  you  are  his  father  or  not, 
you  shall  marry  his  mother." 

Day  after  day  complaints  reached  court  of  the  governor 
of  Media,  whose  name  was  Irax.  He  was  a  high  and 
mighty  personage,  not  a  bad  fellow  at  bottom,  but  spoiled 
by  vanity  and  self-indulgence.  He  seldom  suffered  any 
one  to  speak  to  him,  and  never  to  contradict  him.  Pea- 
cocks are  not  more  conceited  than  he  was,  nor  doves  more 
voluptuous,  nor  turtles  more  indolent;  every  breath  he 
drew  was  devoted  to  vain  glory  and  false  pleasures.  Zadig 
undertook  to  reform  him. 

He  sent  him,  in  the  king's  name,  a  skilful  musician 
with  a  dozen  singers  and  two  dozen  fiddlers,  also  a  butler 
with  half  a  dozen  cooks  and  four  chamberlains,  who  were 
never  to  leave  him  alone..  By  the  king^s  orders  the  follow- 
ing ceremonies  were  strictly  observed,  and  this  is  how 
matters  were  carried  on. 

The  first  day,  as  soon  as  the  pleasure-loving  Irax  was 
awake,  the  musical  conductor  entered  his  chamber  followed 
by  the  singers  and  fiddlers :  a  cantata  was  sung  which 
lasted  two  hours,  and  every  three  minutes  there  was  this 
refrain: 

*^ Whose  merits  e*er  attained  such  height? 
Who  with  snch  grace  was  e'er  endow'd  ? 
Has  not  his  Highness  every  right 
To  feel  self-satisfied  and  proud  ? " 

^  Allusion  is  here  made  to  the  philosophical  system  of  Leibnitz 
(d.  1716),  in  which  "  monads  "  figure  largely  as  the  ultimate  atoms 
of  nature,  and  the  intimate  connection  between  the  mind  and  body 
is  explained  by  a  '*  pre-established  harmony  ■'  which  admits  of  per- 
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After  this  cantata  was  performed,  one  of  the  chamber- 
lains made  him  a  speech,  three  quarters  of  an  hour  long, 
in  which  he  praised  him  expressly  for  all  those  good  quali- 
ties in  which  he  was  most  deficient.  The  omtion  finished, 
he  was  escorted  to  the  table  to  the  sound  of  musical  instru- 
ments. The  dinner  lasted  three  hours  ;  whenever  he  opened 
his  mouth  to  speak,  the  first  chamberlain  said :  **  What- 
ever he  says  will  be  right."  Scarcely  had  he  spoken  four 
words,  when  the  second  chamberlain  would  exclaim : 
"He  is  right."  The  two  other  chamberlains  burst  into 
fits  of  laughter  at  all  the  witticisms  which  Irax  uttered,  or 
which  they  attributed  to  him.  After  dinner  he  was  &ivoured 
with  a  repetition  of  the  cantata. 

This  first  day  seemed  to  him  delightful;  he  thought 
that  the  king  of  kings  was  honouring  him  according  to  hiEi 
deserts.  The  second  appeared  a  little  less  agreeable,  the 
third  palled  upon  him  considerably,  the  fourth  vra-s  intoler- 
able, and  the  fifth  absolute  torture.  At  last,  rather  than 
hear  the  continual  refrain : 

**  Has  not  his  Highness 'every  right 
To  feel  self-satisfied  and  proud  ?  " 

rather  than  hear  the  perpetual  assurance  that  whatever  he 
said  was  right,  rather  than  be  harangued  every  day  at  the 
same  hour,  he  wrote  to  the  court  entreating  the  kii^  to  be 
good  enough  to  recall  his  chamberlains,  his  musicians,  and 
his  butler ;  and  he  promised  to  be  less  vain  and  more  indus- 
trious in  future.  He  was  henceforth  less  tolerant  of  flat- 
tery, gave  fewer  entertainments,  and  was  all  the  happier ; 
for,  as  the  Sadder^  has  said : 

"  Ck>ntinual  pleasure  is  no  pleasure." 

feet  independence.  The  optimism  of  Leibnitz  is  ridiculed  by 
Voltaire  in  **  Candide." 

*  A  summary  of  various  parts  of  the  Zendavesta. 
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CHAPTER  VII. 

SETTLING   DISPUTES   AND    GIVING   AUDIENCE. 

nTHUS  it  was  that  Zadig  daily  showed  the  shrewdness  of 
^  his  intellect  and  the  goodness  of  his  heart  He  was 
admired,  yet  he  was  also  loved.  He  passed  for  the  most 
fortunate  of  men ;  all  the  empire  resounded  with  his  name, 
all  the  women  ogled  him,  and  all  the  citizens  extolled  his 
justice ;  the  men  of  science  regarded  him  as  their  oracle, 
and  even  the  priests  confessed  that  he  knew  more  than  the 
old  archimagian  Yebor.  Far  from  wishing  to  prosecute 
him  for  his  opinions  on  the  subject  of  griffins,  they  believed 
only  what  seemed  credible  to  him. 

Now  there  was  a  great  controversy  in  Babylon,  which 
had  lasted  fifteen  hundred  years,  and  had  divided  the 
empire  into  two  bigoted  sects ;  one  maintained  that  the 
temple  of  Mithras  should  never  be  entered  except  with 
the  left  foot  foremost;  the  other  held  this  practice  in 
abomination,  and  always  entered  with  the  right  foot  first. 
The  rival  sects  waited  impatiently  for  the  day  on  which 
the  solemn  feast  of  the  holy  fire  was  to  be  held,  to  know 
which  side  would  be  favoured  by  Zadig.  All  had  their 
eyes  fixed  on  his  two  feet,  and  the  whole  city  was  in  agita- 
tion and  suspense.  Zadig  leaped  into  the  temple  with 
both  his  feet  together,  and  afterwards  proved  in.  an 
eloquent  discourse  that  the  God  of  heaven  and  earth,  who 
is  no  respecter  of  persons,  cares  no  more  for  the  left  leg 
than  for  the  right.  The  Envious  man  and  his  wife  con- 
tended that  there  were  not  enough  figures  of  speech  in  his 
discourse,  that  he  had  not  made  the  mountains  and  hills 
skip  about  freely  enough. 

"  He  is  dry  and  wants  imagination,'*  they  said ;  "  one 
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does  not  see  the  ocean  fly  before  him,  nor  the  stars  fall, 
nor  the  sun  melt  like  wax;  he  lacks  the  fine  oriental 
style." 

Zadig  was  content  with  having  the  style  of  a  reasonable 
man.  He  was  a  favourite  with  all  classes,  not  because  he 
was  in  the  right  road,  nor  because  he  was  reasonable,  nor 
even  because  he  was  amiable,  but  because  he  was  grand 
vizier. 

He  also  happily  put  an  end  to  the  hot  dispute  between 
the  white  and  the  black  magi.  The  white  asserted  that  it 
was  impious,  when  praying  to  God,  to  turn  towards  the 
east  in  winter;  the  black  were  confident  that  Gk>d  ab- 
horred the  prayers  of  those  who  turned  towards  the  west 
in  summer.  Zadig  directed  that  men  should  turn  to 
whatever  quarter  of  the  compass  they  pleased. 

He  likewise  found  out  the  secret  of  dispatching  all  his 
business,  both  public  and  private,  in  the  morning,  and  he 
employed  the  rest  of  the  day  in  providing  Babylon  with 
refined  entertainments.  He  caused  tragedies  to  be  repre- 
sented which  moved  the  audience  to  tears,  and  comedies 
that  made  them  laugh;  a  custom  which  had  long  passed 
out  of  fashion,  and  which  he  had  the  good  taste  to  revive. 
He  did  not  pretend  to  know  more  about  their  art  than  the 
actors  themselves  ;  he  rewarded  them  with  gifts  and  dis- 
tinctions, and  was  not  secretly  jealous  of  their  talents.  In 
the  evenings  he  diverted  the  king  much,  and  the  queen 
still  more. 

"A  great  minister ! "  said  the  king. 

**  A  charming  minister ! "  said  the  queen. 

Both  of  them  agreed  that  it  would  have  been  a  thousand 
pities  if  Zadig  had  been  hanged. 

Never  was  statesman  in  office  obliged  to  give  so  many 
audiences  to  the  ladies.  The  greater  number  came  to 
speak  to  him  about  no  business  in  particular  for  the  sake 
of  having  particular  business  with  him .     The  wife  of  the 
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Envious  man  presented  herself  among  the  first ;  she  swore 
by  Mithras  and  the  Zendavesta,  and  the  holy  fire,  that  she 
detested  the  conduct  of  her  husband ;  then  she  told  him 
in  confidence  that  this  husband  of  hers  was  jealous  and 
treated  her  brutaDy,  and  gave  him  to  understand  that  the 
gods  punished  him  by  refusing  him  the  precious  effects  of 
that  holy  fire  whereby  alone  man  is  made  like  the  im- 
mortals. She  ended  by  dropping  her  garter.  Zadig  picked 
it  up  with  his  ci  stom  iry  politeness,  but  did  not  offer  to 
fasten  it  again  round  the  lady's  knee,  and  this  little  fault, 
if  it  can  be  considered  such,  was  the  cause  of  the  most 
dreadful  misfortunes.  Zadig  thought  no  more  about  the 
incident,  but  t^e  Envious  man's  wife  thought  about  it  a 
great  deal. 

Other  ladies  continued  to  present  themselves  every  day. 
The  secret  annals  of  Babylon  assert  that  he  yielded  to 
temptation  on  one  occasion,  but  that  he  was  astonished  to 
find  that  he  enjoyed  his  mistress  without  pleasure,  and 
that  his  mind  was  distracted  even  in  the  midst  of  the 
tenderest  embraces.  The  fair  one  to  whom  he  gave, 
almost  unconsciously,  these  tokens  of  his  favour  was  a 
lady  in  waiting  to  Queen  Astarte.  This  amorous  daughter 
of  Babylon  consoled  herself  for  his  coldness  by  saying  to 
herself : 

"  That  man  must  have  a  prodigious  amount  of  busi- 
ness in  his  head,  since  his  thoughts  are  absorbed  with  it 
even  when  he  is  making  love." 

Zadig  happened  at  a  moment  when  many  people  say 
nothing  and  others  only  utter  terms  of  endearment,  to 
suddenly  exclaim :  "  The  queen !  *'  The  fair  Babylonian 
fancied  that  he  had  at  last  recovered  his  wits  at  a  happy 
moment,  and  that  he  was  addressing  her  as  his  queen. 
But  Zadig,  still  absent-minded,  proceeded  to  utter  the 
name  of  Astarte.  The  lady,  who  in  this  agreeable  situa- 
tion interpreted  everything  in  a  flattering  sense,  imagined 
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that  he  meant  to  saj:  "Tou  are  more  beaatifiil  than 
Queen  Astarte."  She  left  the  seraglio  of  Zadig  with 
magnificent  presents,  and  went  to  relate  her  adventure  to 
the  Enyious  woman,  who  was  her  intimate  friend.  The 
latter  was  cruelly  piqued  at  the  preference  shown  to  the 
other. 

'*He  did  not  even  condescend,"  said  she,  "to  replace 
this  garter  which  I  have  here,  and  which  I  will  never  use 
again." 

"  Oh ! "  said  her  more  fortunate  friend,  "  jou  wear  the 
same  garters  as  the  queen !  Do  jou  get  them  from  the 
same  maker  ?  " 

The  Envious  woman  fell  into  a  brown  study,  and  made 
no  reply,  but  went  and  consulted  her  husband,  the  Envious 
man. 

Meanwhile  Zadig  became  aware  of  his  constant  absence 
of  mind  whenever  he  gave  an  audience  or  administered 
justice ;  he  did  not  know  to  what  to  attribute*  it ;  it  was 
his  only  subject  of  annoyance. 

He  had  a  dream,  in  which  he  seemed  to  be  lying  at  first 
on  a  heap  of  dry  herbs,  among  which  were  some  prickly 
ones  which  made  him  uncomfortable,  and  that  afterwards 
he  reposed  luxuriously  upon  a  bed  of  roses,  out  of  which 
glided  a  snake  that  wounded  him  in  the  heart  with  its 
pointed  and  poisoned  tongue.* 

"  Alas ! "  said  he,  '*  I  lay  a  long  time  on  those  dry  and 
prickly  herbs;  I  am  now  on  the  bed  of  roses;  but  who  will 
be  the  serpent  ?  " 

^  That  venomous  serpents  sting  with  their  tongues  is  of  course  a 
]^H>pular  error. 
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CHAPTEE  VIII. 

JEALOUSY. 

^ADIG'S  ill-luck  arose  out  of  his  very  happiness,  and 
^  was  mainly  due  to  his  merits.  He  had  daily  inter- 
views with  the  king  and  with  Astarte,  his  august  consort. 
The  charm  of  his  conversation  was  doubled  by  that  desire 
to  please  which  is  to  the  mind  what  ornaments  are  to 
personal  beauty ;  his  youth  and  graceful  manners  insen- 
sibly made  an  impression  upon  Astarte,  of  the  strength  of 
which  she  was  not  at  first  aware.  Her  passion  grew  up  in 
the  bosom  of  innocence.  Astarte  gave  herself  up  without 
scruple  and  without  fear  to  the  pleasure  of  seeing  and 
hearing  a  man  who  was  so  dear  to  her  husband  and  to  the 
State ;  she  liever  ceased  singing  his  praises  to  the  king;  she 
was  perpetually  speaking  about  him  to  her  women,  who 
even  went  beyond  her  in  their  commendations ;  everything 
served  to  fix  more  deeply  in  her  heart  the  arrow  of  which 
she  was  unconscious.  She  bestowed  presents  upon  Zadig, 
into  which  paore  love-making  entered  than  she  supposed ; 
she  meant  to  speak  to  him  as  a  queen  satisfied  with  his 
services,  but  the  expressions  she  used  were  sometimes  those 
of  a  woman  of  tender  sensibility. 

Astarte  was  much  more  beautiful  than  that  Semira  who 
had  such  a  detestation  of  one-eyed  men,  or  that  other  woman 
who  had  intended  to  cut  off  her  husband's  nose.  Astarte's 
familiar  manner,  her  soft  speeches  at  which  she  began  to 
blush,  her  eyes  which,  despite  her  efforts  to  turn  them 
away,  were  ever  fixed  upon  his  own,  kindled  in  Zadig's 
heart  a  fire  which  filled  him  with  astonishment.  He  fought 
against  his  feelings ;  he  called  to  his  aid  the  philosophy 
which  had  never  before  failed  him;  he  drew  from  it  nothing 
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but  a  clearer  perception  of  his  folly,  and  received  no  relief. 
Datj,  gratitude,  and  outraged  majesty  presented  them- 
selves to  bis  view  as  so  many  avenging  deities ;  be  struggled^ 
and  be  triumphed ;  but  tbis  victory,  wbicb  bad  to  be  re- 
peated every  moment,  cost  bim  groans  and  tears.  He  no 
longer  dared  to  address  tbe  queen  witb  tbat  deligbtfuL 
freedom  wbicb  bad  bad  such  charms  for  both  of  them ;  a 
cloud  overshadowed  his  eyes;  bis  conversation  was  con- 
strained and  abrupt ;  bis  eyes  were  downcast,  and  when, 
in  spite  of  himself,  they  turned  towards  Astarte,  they  en- 
countered those  of  tbe  queen  moistened  witb  tears  from 
which  there  shot  forth  arrows  of  flame.  They  seemed  to 
say  to  each  other : 

"  Our  adoration  is  mutual,  yet  we  are  afraid  to  love ; 
we  are  both  consumed  with  a  fire  which  we  condemn.'' 

When  Zadig  left  her  side  it  was  with  bewilderment  and 
despair,  his  heart  oppressed  with  a  burden  which  be  was 
no  longer  able  to  support :  in  the  violence  of  his  agitation 
he  let  bis  friend  Cador  penetrate  bis  secret,  like  a  man 
who,  after  having  endured  the  most  excruciating  pains,  at 
last  makes  his  malady  known  by  a  cry  which  a  keener 
spasm  than  any  before  wrings  from  him,  and  by  the  cold 
sweat  which  pours  over  his  forehead. 

Cador  addressed  him  as  follows  : 

"  I  have  already  divined  the  feelings  that  you  would 
fain  hide  from  yourself;  the  passions  have  symptoms  which 
cannot  be  misinterpreted.  Judge,  my  dear  Zadig,  since  I 
have  been  able  to  read  your  heart,  whether  the  king  is  not 
likely  to  discover  there  a  sentiment  tbat  may  give  him 
serious  offence.  He  has  no  other  fault  but  that  of  being 
tbe  most  jealous  of  men.  You  resist  your  passion  with 
more  vigour  than  the  queen  can  contend  against  hers,  be- 
cause you  are  a  philosopher,  and  because  you  are  Zadig. 
Astarte  is  a  woman ;  she  lets  her  looks  speak  for  her  with 
all  the  more  imprudence  that  she  does  not  yet  believe  her- 
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self  blameworthj.  Assured  of  ber  innocence,  she  unfortu- 
nately neglects  appearances  which  it  is  necessary  to  observe. 
I  shall  tremble  for  her  so  long  as  she  has  nothing  where- 
with to  reproach  herself.  If  you  came  to  a  common 
understanding,  you  would  be  able  to  throw  dust  into  all 
eyes ;  a  growing  passion,  forcibly  checked,  gives  evident 
tokens  of  its  existence ;  but  love  when  gratified  can  easily 
conceal  itself." 

Zadig  shuddered  at  the  suggestion  of  betraying  the 
king,  his  benefactor ;  and  he  was  never  more  faithful  to 
his  prince  than  when  guilty  of  an  involuntary  crime  a^nst 
him.  Meanwhile  the  queen  pronounced  the  name  of  Zadig 
so  often,  she  blushed  so  deeply  as  she  uttered  it,  she  was 
sometimes  so  animated,  and  at  other  times  so  confused 
when  she  addressed  him  in  the  king's  presence,  and  she 
was  seized  with  so  profound  a  fit  of  abstraction  whenever 
he  went  away,  that  the  king  began  to  be  alarmed.  He 
believed  all  that  he  saw,  and  imagined  all  that  he  did  not 
see.  He  particularly  remarked  that  his  wife's  slippers  were 
blue,  and  that  Zadig's  slippers  were  blue ;  that  his  wife's 
ribbons  Were  yellow,  and  that  Zadig's  cap  was  yellow. 
Terrible  indications  these  to  a  prince  of  such  delicate  sensi- 
bility !  Suspicion  soon  became  certainty  in  his  envenomed 
mind. 

All  the  slaves  of  kings  and  queens  are  so  many  spies 
over  their  hearts.  It  was  soon  discovered  that  Astarte 
was  tender  and  that  Moabdar  was  jealous.  %  The  Envious 
man  got  his  wife  to  send  the  king  her  garter,  which  was 
like  the  queen's;  and,  to  make  the  matter  worse,  this 
garter  was  blue.  The  monarch  thought  of  nothing  now 
Ibut  how  to  take  his  revenge.  One  night  he  determined  to 
poison  the  queen,  and  to  have  Zadig  strangled  as  soon  as  it 
was  light.  The  order  was  given  to  a  merciless  eunuch,  the 
usual  executions  of  his  vengeance.  Now  there  happened 
to  be  at  the  time  in  the  king's  chamber  a  little  dwarf,  who 


ZADIG,  OR  DESTINY.  81 

was  dumb  but  not  deaf.  He  was  allowed  to  wander  about 
wben  and  where  he  pleased,  and,  like  a  domestic  animal, 
was  oftentimes  a  witness  of  what  passed  in  the  strictest 
privacj.  This  little  mute  was  much  attached  to  the  queen 
and  Zadig,  and  he  heard  with  no  less  surprise  than  horror 
the  order  given  for  their  death.  But  what  could  he  do  to 
prevent  this  frightful  order,  which  was  to  be  carried  out 
within  a  few  hours  ?  He  did  not  know  how  to  write,  but 
he  had  learned  how  to  paint,  and  was  particularlj  skilful 
in  talang  likenesses.  He  spent  part  of  the  night  in  por- 
traying what  he  wished  the  queen  to  imderstand.  His 
sketch  represented  in  one  comer  of  the  picture  the  king 
in  a  furious  rage,  giving  orders  to  his  eunuch;  a  blue 
bowstring  and  a  cup  on  tf  table,  with  garters  and  jellow 
ribbons ;  the  queen  in  the  middle  of  the  picture,  expiring 
in  the  arms  of  her  women,  and  Zadig  lyii^  strangled  at 
her  feet.  A  rising  sun  was  represented  on  the  horizon  to 
indicate  that  this  horrible  execution  was  to  take  place  at 
the  earliest  glimpse  of  dawn.  As  soon  as  this  task  was 
finished  he  ran  to  one  of  Astarte's  women,  awoke  her,  and 
made  her  understand  that  she  must  take  the  picture  that 
very  instant  to  the  queen. 

Li  the  middle  of  the  night  someone  knocked  at  Zadig's 
door;  he  was  roused  from  sleep,  and  a  note  from  the  queen 
was  given  him ;  he  doubted  whether  or  not  it  were  a  dream, 
and  opened  the  letter  with  a  trembling  hand.  What  waa 
his  surprise,  and  who  could  express  the  consternation  and 
despair  with  which  he  was  overwhelmed,  when  he  read 
these  words:  **Fly,  this  very  moment,  or  you  will  be 
seized  and  put  to  death !  Fly,  Zadig ;  I  command  you  in 
the  name  of  our  love  and  of  my  yellow  ribbons.  I  have 
done  nothing  wrong,  but  I  foresee  that  I  am  going  to  die 
like  a  criminal." 

Zadig,  who  had  scarcely  strength  enough  to  speak,  sent 
for  Cador,  and  then,  without  a  word,  gave  him  the  letter. 
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Cador  forced  him  to  obey  its  injunction,  and  to  set  out  im- 
mediately for  Memphis.    ' 

"  If  70U  venture  to  go  in  search  of  the  queen,**  said  he, 
"  you  will  only  hasten  her  death  ;  if  you  speak  to  the  king, 
that  step  again  will  lead  to  her  destruction.  Her  fate  shall 
be  my  care ;  do  you  follow  your  own.  I  will  spread  the  re- 
port that  you  have  taken  the  road  to  India.  I  will  soon 
come  and  find  you  out,  when  I  will  tell  you  all  that  shall 
have  passed  at  Babylon.** 

Cador,  without  a  moment's  delay,  had  two  of  the  swiftest 
dromedaries  brought  to  a  private  postern  of  the  |jalace,  and 
made  Zadig  mount  one  of  them ;  he  had  to  be  carried,  for 
he  was  almost  ready  to  expire.  Only  one  servant  accom- 
panied him  ;  and  soon  Cador,  phmged  in  astonishment  and 
grief,  lost  sight  of  his  friend. 

The  illustrious  fugitive,  when  he  arrived  at  the  brow  of  a 
hill  which  commanded  a  view  of  Babylon,  turned  his  gaze 
towards  the  queen's  palace,  and  fainted.  He  recovered  his 
senses  only  to  shed  tears  and  to  wish  that  he  was  dead.  At 
last,  after  having  occupied  his  thoughts  awhile  with  the 
deplorable  fate  of  the  most  amiable  of  women  and  the  best 
of  queens,  he  returned  for  a  moment  to  himself,  and  ex- 
claimed : 

"  What,  then,  is  human  life  ?  O  virtue !  of  what  use 
hast  thou  been  to  me  P  Two  women  have  basely  deceived 
me,  and  the  third,  who  is  innocent  and  is  more  beautiful 
than  the  others,  is  about  to  die  I  All  the  good  that  I  have 
done  has  always  brought  upon  me  a  curse,  and  I  have  been 
raised  to  the  height  of  grandeur  only  to  fall  down  the  most 
horrible  precipice  of  misfortune.  If  I  had  been  wicked, 
lik^  BO  many  others,  I  should  be  happy  like  them.** 

Overwhelmed  with  these  gloomy  reflections,  his  eyes 
shrouded  with  a  veil  of  sorrow,  the  paleness  of  death  on 
his  countenance,  and  his  soul  sunk  in  the  depths  of  a  dai*k 
despair,  he  continued  his  journey  towards  Egypt. 
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CHAPTEE  IX. 

THE   BEATEN   WOMAN. 

*7  KDlQc  directed  his  course  bj  the  stars.  The  constella- 
^  tion  of  Orion,  and  the  bright  star  of  Sirius  guided 
him  towards  the  harbour  of  Canopus.  He  marvelled  at 
those  vast  globes  of  light,  which  appear  only  like  feeble 
sparks  to  our  eyes,  while  the  earth,  which  is  in  reality 
nothing  more  than  an  imperceptible  point  in  nature, 
appears  to  our  covetous  eyes  something  grand  and  noble. 
He  then  pictured  to  himself  men  as  they  really  are,  insects 
devouring  one  another  on  a  little  atom  of  clay.  This  true 
image  seemed  to  annihilate  his  misfortunes,  by  making 
him  realize  the  insignificance  of  his  own  existence  and 
that  of  Babylon  itself.  His  soul  launched  forth  into  the 
infinitude  of  space,  detached  from  the  operation  of  the 
senses,  and  contemplated  the  unchangeable  order  of  the 
universe.  But  when,  afterwards  returning  to  himself  and 
once  more  looking  into  his  own  heart,  he  thought  how 
Astarte  was  perhaps  already  dead  for  his  sake,  the  universe 
vanished  from  his  eyes,  and  he  sawnothing  in  all  nature  save 
Astarte  dying  and  Zadig  miserable.  As  he  gave  himself 
up  to  this  alternate  flow  of  sublime  philosophy  and  over- 
whelming grief,  he  approached  the  confines  of  Egypt;  and 
his  &bithful  servant  was  already  in  the  first  village,  looking 
out  for  a  lodging.  Zadig  was,  meanwhile,  walking  to- 
wards the  gardens  which  skirted  the  village,  and  saw,  not 
far  from  the  high  road,  a  woman  in  great  distress,  who 
was  calling  out  to  heaven  and  earth  for  succour,  and  a 
man  who  was  following  her  in  a  furious  rage.  He  had 
already  reached  her  before  Zadig  could  do  so,  and  the 
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woman  was  clasping  bis  knees,  while  the  man  overwhelmed 
her  with  blows  and  reproaches.  He  judged  from  the 
Egyptian's  violence,  and  from  the  repeated  prayers  for 
forgiveness  which  the.  lady  uttered,  that  he  was  jealous 
and  she  unfaithful ;  but  after  he  had  closely  regarded  the 
woman,  who  was  of  enchanting  beauty,  and  who,  moreover, 
bore  a  little  resemblance  to  the  unhappy  Astarte,  he  felt 
moved  with  compassion  towards  her,  and  with  horror 
towards  the  Egyptian. 

**  Help  me ! "  she  cried  to  Zadig  in  a  voice  choked  with 
sobs ;  "  deliver  me  out  of  the  hands  of  this  most  barbarous 
man,  and  save  my  life !  '* 

Hearing  these  cries,  Zadig  ran  and  threw  himself  between 
her  and  the  barbarian ;  and  having  some  knowledge  of  the 
Eg}'ptian  tongue,  he  addressed  him  in  that  language,  and 
said: 

"  If  you  have  any  humanity,  I  entreat  you  to  respect 
beauty  and  weakness.  How  can  you  ill-treat  so  cruelly 
such  a  masterpiece  of  nature  as  lies  there  at  your  feet, 
with  no  protection  but  her  tears  ?  *' 

"  Ah,  ha ! "  answered  the  man,  more  enraged  than  ever ; 
''  then  you  are  another  of  her  lovers !  and  on  you  too  I 
must  take  revenge." 

Saying  these  words,  he  left  the  lady,  wh6m  he  had  been 
holding  by  the  hair  with  one  hand,  and,  seizing  his  lance, 
made  an  attempt  to  run  the  stranger  through  with  it.  But 
he,  being  cool  and  composed,  easily  avoided  the  thrust  of 
one  who  was  beside  himself  with  rage,  and  caught  hold  of 
the  lance  near  the  iron  point  with  which  it  was  armed. 
The  one  tried  to  draw  it  back,  while  the  other  tried  to 
wrench  it  out  of  his  hand,  so  that  it  was  broken  between 
the  two.  The  Egyptian  drew  his  sword,  Zadig  did  the 
same,  and  they  forthwith  attacked  each  other ;  the  former 
dealing  a  hundred  blows  in  quick  succession,  the  latter 
skilfully  warding  them  off.    The  lady,  seated  on  a  piece  of 
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tort,  readjusted  her  head-dress,  and  looked  calmly  ou. 
The  Egyptian  was  stronger  than  his  antagonist,  Zadig  wa.s 
the  more  dexterous.  The  latter  fought  like  a  man  whose 
arm  was  guided  by  his  head,  the  former  like  a  madman 
who  in  blind  frenzy  delivered  random  strokes.  Zadig, 
attacking  him  in  his  turn,  disarmed  his  adversary;  and 
whilst  the  Egyptian,  rendered  still  more  furious,  tried  to 
throw  himseK  upon  him,  the  other  seized  him  with  a  tight 
grip,  and  threw  him  on  the  ground ;  then,  holding  his 
sword  to  his  breast,  he  offered  to  give  him  his  life.  The 
Egyptian,  transported  with  rage,  drew  his  dagger,  and 
therewith  wounded  Zadig,  at  the  very  instant  that  the 
conqueror  was  granting  him  pardon.  Provoked  beyond 
'endurance,  Zadig  plunged  his  sword  into  the  other's  heart. 
The  Egyptian  uttered  a  horrible  yell,  and  died  struggling 
violently.  Then  Zadig  advanced  towards  the  lady,  and 
said  in  a  respectful  tone : 

"  He  forced  me  to  kill  him ;  you  I  have  avenged,  and 
delivered  out  of  the  hands  of  the  most  outrageous  man  I 
ever   saw.    What  will  you  have  me  do  for  you  now, 

nifl/i  fl.Tn  ?  ** 

••  To  die,  scoimdrel,"  she  replied ;  "  to  die !  You  have 
killed  my  lover ;  I  would  that  I  were  able  to  tear  out  your 
heart." 

**  Truly,  madam,  you  had  a  strange  sort  of  lover  in  him," 
returned  Zadig ;  "  he  was  beating  you  with  all  his  might, 
and  he  wanted  to  have  my  life  because  you  implored  me 
to  help  you." 

"  I  wish  he  was  beatmg  me  still,"  answered  the  lady, 
giving  vent  to  loud  lamentation ;  ''  I  well  deserved  it,  and 
gave  him  good  cause  for  jealousy.  Would  to  heaven  that 
he  were  beating  me  and  Hiat  you  were  in  his  place ! !' 

Zadig,  more  surprised  and  indignant  than  he  had  ever 
been  before  in  his  life,  said  to  her ; 

"  Madam,  beautiful  as  you  ore,  you  deserve  to  have  me 
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beat  you  in  my  turn  for  your  unreasonable  behaviour,  but 
I  shall  not  take  the  trouble/* 

So  saying,  he  remounted  his  camel,  and  advanced 
towards  the  village.  He  had  hardly  proceeded  a  few  steps 
when  he  turned  back  at  the  clatter  of  four  messengers 
riding  post  haste  from  Babylon.  One  of  them,  seeing  the 
woman,  exclaimed : 

"  That  is  the  very  person !  She  resembles  the  descrip- 
tion that  was  given  us.*' 

They  did  not  encumber  themselves  with  the  dead  body, 
but  forthwith  caught  hold  of  the  lady,  who  never  ceased 
calling  out  to  Zad^ : 

"Help  me  once  more,  generous  stranger!  I  beg  your 
pardon  for  having  reproached  you :  help  me,  and  I  will  be 
yours  till  death.*' 

Zadig  no  longer  felt  any  desire  to  fight  on  her  behalf. 

"  Apply  to  someone  else,"  he  answered,  "  you  will  not 
entrap  me  again." 

Moreover  he  was  wounded  and  bleeding;  he  had  need 
of  help  hmiself ;  and  the  sight  of  the  four  Babylonians, 
probably  sent  by  King  Moabdar,  filled  him  with  uneasi- 
ness. So  he  hastened  towards  the  village,  imable  to 
imagine  why  four  messengers  from  Babylon  should  come 
to  take  this  Egyptian  woman,  but  still  more  astonished  at 
the  conduct  of  the  lady. 
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CHAPTER  X. 

SLAYKBY. 

A  S  he  entered  the  Egyptian  Yillage,  he  found  himself 
'^^^  surrounded  by  the  people.     Everyone  was  crying  out : 

*'  This  is  the  fellow  who  carried  off  the  lovely  Missouf , 
and  who  has  just  murdered  Oletofis  !  " 

"  Gentlemen,"  said  he,  *'  may  Heaven  preserve  me  from 
carrying  off  your  lovely  Missouf !  she  is  too  capricious  for 
me ;  and  with  regard  to  Oletofis,  I  have  not  murdered  him,  I 
only  fought  against  him  in  self-defence.  He  wanted  to 
kill  me  because  I  had  asked  him  most  humbly  to  pardon 
the  lovely  Missouf,  whom  he  was  beating  unmercifully. 
I  am  a  stranger  come  to  seek  a  refuge  in  Egypt ;  and  it 
is  not  likely  that,  in  coming  to  claim  your  protection,  I 
should  begin  by  carrying  off  a  woman  and  murdering  a 
man." 

The  Egyptians  were  at  that  time  just  and  humane.  The 
people  conducted  Zadig  to  the  court-house.  They  began 
by  getting  his  wound  dressed,  and  then  they  questioned 
him  and  his  servant  separately,  in  order  to  learn  the  truth. 
They  came  to  the  conclusion  that  Zadig  was  not  a  mur- 
derer ;  but  he  was  found  guilty  of  homicide,  and  the  law 
condemned  him  to  be  a  slave.  His  two  camels  were  sold 
for  the  benefit  of  the  village ;  all  the  gold  that  he  carried 
was  distributed  among  the  inhabitants ;  his  person  was 
exposed  for  sale  in  the  market-place,  as  well  as  that  of 
his  fellow-traveller.  An  Arab  merchant,  named  Setoc, 
made  the  highest  bid  for  him ;  but  the  serving-man,  as 
more  fit  for  hard  work,  was  sold  at  a  much  higher  price 
than  the  master.  There  was  no  comparison,  it  was 
thought,  between  the  two  men ;  so  Zadig  became  a  slave 
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of  inferior  position  to  his  own  servant.  They  were  fastened 
together  with  a  chain,  which  was  passed  round  their 
ankles,  and  in  that  state  thej  followed  the  Arab  merchant 
to  his  house.  Zadig,  on  the  way,  tried  to  console  his 
servant,  and  exhorted  him  to  be  patient ;  and,  according 
to  his  custom,  he  made  some  general  reflections  on  human 
life. 

"  I  see,"  he  said,  "  that  my  unhappy  fate  has  spread 
its  shadow  over  yours.  Hitherto  at  every  turn  I  have 
met  with  strange  reverses.  I  have  been  condemned  to 
pay  a  fine  for  having  seen  traces  of  a  passing  bitch ;  I 
thought  I  was  going  to  be  impaled  on  account  of  a  grifBn  ; 
I  have  been  sent  to  execution  because  I  made  some  com- 
plimentary verses  on  the  king;  I  was  on  the  point  of 
being  strangled  because  the  queen  had  yellow  ribbons; 
and  here  am  I  a  slave  along  with  you,  because  a  brute  of 
a  man  chose  to  beat  his  mistress.  Come,  let  us  not  lose 
eoura^ ;  all  this  perhaps  will  come  to  an  end.  It  mus^ 
needs  be  that  Arab  merchants  should  have  slaves;  and 
why  should  not  I  be  one  as  well  as  another,  since  I  also 
am  a  man  ?  This  merchant  will  not  be  unmerciful ;  he 
must  treat  his  slaves  well,  if  he  wishes  to  make  good  use 
of  them." 

Thus  he  spoke,  but  in  the  depths  of  his  heart  he  was 
thinking  only  of  the  fate  of  the  queen  of  Babylon. 

Setoc  the  n^^rchant  started,  two  days  afterwards,  for 
Arabia  Deserta,  with  his  slaves  and  his  camels.  His  tribe 
dwelt  near  the  desert  of  Horeb,  the  way  to  which  was  long 
and  painful.  Setoc,  on  the  journey,  took  greater  care  of 
the  servant  than  of  the  master,  because  the  former  could 
load  the  camels  much  better;  and  any  little  distinction 
that  was  made  between  them  was  in  his  favour. 

A  camel  died  two  days  before  they  expected  to  reach 
Horeb,  and  its  load  was  distributed  among  the  men,  so 
that  each  back  had  its  burden,  Zadig's  among  the  rest. 
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Setoc  laughed  to  see  how  all  his  slaves  were  bent  almost 
double  as  they  walked.  Zadig  took  the  liberty  of  explain- 
ing to  him  the  reason,  and  gave  him  some  instruction  in 
the  laws  of  equilibrium.  The  astonished  merchant  began 
to  regard  him  with  other  eyes.  Zadig  seeing  that  he  had 
excited  his  master's  curiosity,  increased  it  by  teaching  him 
many  things  that  had  a  direct  bearing  on  his  business, 
such  as  the  specific  gravity  of  metals  and  commodities  in 
equal  bulk,  the  properties  of  several  useful  animals,  and 
the  way  in  which  those  might  be  rendered  useful  whicli 
were  not  naturally  so,  until  Setoc  thought  him  a  sage. 
He  now  gave  Zadig  the  preference  over  his  comrade,  whom 
he  had  before  esteemed  so  highly.  He  treated  him  well, 
and  had  no  reason  to  repent  of  it. 

Having  reached  his  tribe,  the  first  thing  Setoc  did  was 
to  demand  repayment  of  five  hundred  ounces  of  silver  from 
a  Jew  to  whom  he  had  lent  them  in  the  presence  of  two 
witnesses;  but  these  two  witnesses  were  dead,  and  the 
Jew,  assured  that  there  was  no  proof  of  the  debt,  appro- 
priated the  merchant's  money,  and  thanked  God  for  having 
given  him  the  opportunity , of  cheating  an  Arab.  Setoc 
confided  his  trouble  to  Zadig,  who  was  now  his  adviser  in 
everything. 

"  In  what  place  was  it,"  asked  Zadig,  "  that  you  lent 
these  five  hundred  ounces  to  the  infidel  ?  " 

"On  a  large  stone  near  Mount  Horeb,"  answered  the 
merchant. 

•*  What  kind  of  man  is  your  debtor  P  "  said  Zadig. 

"  A  regular  rogue,"  returned  Setoc. 

"But  I  mean,  is  he  hasty  or  deliberate,  cautious  or  im- 
prudent?" 

"  Of  all  bad  payers,"  said  Setoc,  ''he  is  the  hastiest  man 
I  ever  knew." 

"  Well,"  pursued  Zadig,  "  allow  me  to  plead  your  cause 
before  the  judge." 


90  VOLTAIRE'S  TALES. 

In  the  end  he  summoned  the  Jeir  to  take  his  trial,  and 
thus  addressed  the  judge : 

''  Pillar  of  the  throne  of  equity,  I  come  here  to  chim 
from  this  man,  in  my  master's  name,  repayment  of  five 
hundred  ounces  of  silver  which  he  will  not  restore." 

"  Have  you  witnesses  ?  '*  asked  the  judge. 

"  No,  they  are  dead ;  but  there  still  remains  a  large  stone 
upon  which  the  money  was  Counted  out ;  and,  if  it  please 
your  lordship  to  order  someone  to  go  and  fetch  the  stone, 
I  hope  that  it  wiU  bear  witness  to  the  truth.  We  will 
remain  here,  the  Jew  and  I,  until  the  stone  arrives ;  I  will 
send  for  it  at  my  master  Setoc's  expense.'* 

''  I  am  quite  willing  that  that  should  be  done,"  answered 
the  judge ;  and  then  he  proceeded  to  dispatch  other  busi-^ 
ness. 

At  the  end  of  the  sitting  he  said  to  Zadig : 

"  Well,  your  stone  is  not  arrived  yet,  is  it  ?  " 

The  Jew  laughed,  and  answered : 

"  Your  lordship  wotdd  have  to  remain  here  till  to-morrow 
before  the  stone  could  be  brought ;  it  is  more  than  six 
miles  away,  and  it  would  take. fifteen  men  to  move  it." 

"  Now  then,"  exclaimed  Zadig,  "  did  I  not  say  well  that 
the  stone  itself  would  bear  witness  ?  Since  this  man  knows 
where  it  is,  he  acknowledges  that  upon  it  the  money  was 
counted."  The  Jew  was  abashed,  and  was  soon  obliged  to 
confess  the  whole  truth.  The  judge  ordered  him  to  be 
bound  to  the  stone,  without  eating  or  drinking,  until  the 
five  hundred  ounces  should  be  restored,  and  it  was  not 
long  before  they  were  paid. 

After  that  Zadig  the  slave  was  held  in  high  esteem 
throughout  Arabia,  and  so  was  the  stone. 
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CHAPTEE  XI. 

THE   FUNERAL   PILE. 

O  ETOC  was  so  enchanted  with  his  slave  that  he  made 
^  him  his  intimate  friend.  He  could  no  more  dispense 
with  him  than  the  king  of  Babylon  had  done ;  and  Zadig 
was  glad  that  Setoc  had  no  wife.  He  found  in  his  master 
an  excellent  disposition,  with  much  integrity  and  good 
sense ;  but  he  was  sorry  to  see  that  he  worshipped  the  host 
of  heaven  (that  is  to  say,  the  sun,  moon,  and  stars),  accord- 
ing to  the  ancient  custom  of  Arabia.  He  spoke  to  him 
sometimes  on  the  subject  with  judicious  caution.  At  last 
he  told  him  that  they  were  material  bodies  like  other 
things,  which  were  no  more  worthy  of  his  adoration  than 
a  tree  or  a  rock. 

"But,"  said  Setoc,  "they  are  immortal  beings,  from 
whom  we  derive  all  the  benefits  we  enjoy ;  they  animate 
nature,  and  regulate  the  seasons ;  besides,  they  are  so  far 
from  us  that  one  cannot  help  worshipping  them." 

"  You  receive  more  advantages,"  answered  Zadig,  "  from 
the  waters  of  the  Red  Sea,  which  bear  your  merchandise  to 
India.  Wliy  may  it  not  be  as  ancient  as  the  stars  ?  And 
if  you  adore  what  is  far  away  from  you,  you  ought  to  adore 
the  land  of  the  Gangarides,  which  lies  at  the  very  end  of 
the  world." 

**  No,"  said  Setoc ;  "  the  stars  are  so  bright  that  I  cannot 
refrain  from  worshipping  them." 

When  the  evening  was  come,  Zadig  lighted  a  great 
number  of  candles  in  the  tent  where  he  was  to  sup  with 
Setoc ;  and,  as  soon  as  his  patron  appeared,  he  threw  him« 
self  on  his  knees  before  those  wax  lights,  saying : 
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"Eternal  and  brilliant  luminaries,  be  ever  propitious 
to  me ! " 

Having  offered  this  prayer,  he  sat  down  to  table  without 
paying  any  attention  to  Setoc. 

"  What  is  that  you  are  doing  ?  "  asked  Setoc  in  astonish- 
ment. 

"  I  am  doing  what  you  do,"  answered  Zadig ;  **  I  adore 
these  candles,  and  neglect  their  master  and  mine." 

Setoc  understood  the  profound  meaning  of  this  parable. 
The  wisdom  of  his  slave  entered  into  his  soul;  he  no  longer 
lavished  his  incense  upon  created  things,  but  worshipped 
the  Eternal  Being  who  had  made  them. 

There  prevailed  at  that  time  in  Arabia  a  frightful  custom, 
which  came  originally  from  Scythia,  and  which,  having  estab- 
lished itself  in  India  through  the  influence  of  theBrahmans, 
threatened  to  invade  all  the  East.  When  a  married  man 
died,  and  his  favourite  wife  wished  to  obtain  a  reptitation 
for  sanctity,  she  used  to  bum  herself  in  public  on  her 
husband's  corpse.  A  solemn  festival  was  held  on  such 
occasions,  called  the  Funeral  Pile  of  Widowhood,  and  that 
tribe  in  which  there  had  been  the  greatest  number  of  women 
consumed  in  this  way  was  held  in  the  highest  honour.  An 
Arab  of  Setoc's  tribe  having  died,  his  widow,  named 
Almona,  who  was  very  devout,  made  known  the  day  and 
h  ur  when  she  would  cast  herself  into  the  fire  to  the  sound 
of  drums  and  trumpets.  Zadig  showed  Setoc  how  contrary 
this  horrible  custom  was  to  the  interests  of  the  human  race, 
for  young  widows  were  every  day  allowed  to  bum  them- 
selves who  might  have  presented  children  to  the  State,  or 
at  least  have  brought  up  those  they  already  had ;  and  he 
made  him  agree  that  so  barbarous  an  institution  ought,  if 
possible,  to  be  abolished. 

Setoc  replied :  "  It  is  more  than  a  thousand  years  since 
the  women  acquired  the  right  of  burning  themselves. 
Which  of  us  will  dare  to  change  a  law  which  time  has  con- 
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aecrated?    Is  there  anything  more  venerable  than  an 
ancient  abuse  ?  " 

"  Beason  is  more  ancient/'  rejoined  Zadig.  "  Do  you 
speak  to  the  chiefs  of  the  tribes,  and  I  will  go  and  find  the 
young  -widow." 

He  obtained  admission  to  her  presence ;  and  after  haying 
insinuated  himself  into  her  good  graces  by  commending 
her  beauty,  and  after  having  said  what  a  pity  it  was  to 
commit  such  charms  to  the  flames,  he  praised  her  again  on 
the  score  of  her  constancy  and  courage. 

"You  must  have  loved  your  husband  wonderfully?*' 
said  he. 

"  I  ?  Oh  no,  not  at  all,"  answered  the  Arab  lady.  "  I 
could  not  bear  him,  he  was  so  brutal  and  jealous ;  but  I 
am  firmly  resolved  to  throw  myself  on  his  funeral  pile." 

"Apparently,"  said  Zadig,  "there  must  be  some  very 
delicious  pleasure  in  being  burned  alive." 

"  Ah  !  it  makes  nature  shudder  to  think  of  it,"  said  the 
lady;  "  but  I  must  e'en  put  up  with  it.  I  am  a  pious  person, 
and  I  should  lose  my  reputation  and  be  mocked  by  every- 
body if  I  did  not  burn  myself." 

Zadig,  having  brought  her  to  admit  that  she  was  burn- 
ing herself  for  the  sake  of  other  people  and  out  of  vanity, 
spoke  to- her  for  a  long  time  in  a  manner  calculated  to 
make  her  a  little  in  love  with  life,  and  even  managed  to 
inspire  her  with  some  kindly  feeling  towards  himself. 

"  What  would  you  do  now,"  said  he,  "  if  you  were  not 
moved  by  vanity  to  bum  jourself  ?  " 

"  Alas ! "  said  the  lady,  "  I  think  that  I  should  ask  you 
to  marry  me." 

Zadig  was  too  much  engrossed  with  thoughts  of 
Astarte  to  take  any  notice  of  this  declaration;  but  he 
instantly  went  to  the  chiefs  of  the  different  tribes,  told 
them  what  had  passed,  and  advised  them  to  make  a  law 
by  which  no  widow  should  be  allowed  to  bum  herself  imtil 
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after  she  had  had  a  private  interview  with  a  young  man 
for  the  space  of  a  whole  hour.  Since  that  time  no  lady 
has  burned  herself  in  Arabia.  To  Zadig  alone  was  the 
credit  due  for  having  abolished  in  one  day  so  cruel  a  cus- 
tom, and  one  that  had  lasted  so  many  ages.  Thus  he 
became  the  benefactor  of  all  Arabia. 


CHAPTEE  XII. 

THE   SUPPER. 

CETOC,  who  could  not  part  from  the  man  in  whom 
^-^  wisdom  dwelt,  brought  him  to  the  great  fair  of 
Bassora,  whither  the  wealthiest  merchants  of  the  habitable 
globe  were  wont  to  resort.  It  was  no  little  consolation  to 
Zadig  to  see  so  many  men  of  different  countries  assembled 
in  the  same  place.  It  seemed  to  hixp  that  the  universe 
was  one  large  family  which  gathered  together  at  Bassora. 
The  second  day  after  their  arrival  Zadig  found  himself  at 
table  with  an  Egyptian,  an  Indian  from  the  banks  of  the 
Qanges,  an  inhabitant  of  China,  a  Greek,  a  Celt,  and 
several  other  foreigners,  who,  in  their  frequent  voyages  to 
the  Persian  Gulf,  had  learned  enough  Arabic  to  make  them- 
selves understood.  The  Egyptian  appeared  exceedingly 
angry.  "  What  an  abominable  country  Bassora  is ! "  said 
he;  ''I  cannot  get  a  loan  here  of  a  thousand  ounces  of  gold 
on  the  best  security  in  the  world." 

"How  is  that?"  said  Setoc;  "on  what  security  was 
that  sum  refused  you  ?  " 

**0n  the  body  of  my  aunt,"  answered  the  Egyptian; 
"she  was  the  worthiest  woman  in  Egypt.  She  always 
accompanied  me  on  my  journeys,  and  died  on  the  way 
hither.    I  have  turned  her  into  one  of  the  finest  mummies 
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to  be  had ;  and  in  mj  own  oonntrj  I  oould  get  whatever  I 
wanted  bj  giving  her  in  pledge.  It  is  very  strange  that 
no  one  here  will  lend  me  even  a  thousand  ounces  of  gold 
on  such  sound  security." 

In  spite  of  his  indignation,  he  was  just  on  the  point  of 
devouring  a  capital  boiled  fowl,  when  the  Indian,  taking 
him  by  the  hand,  exclaimed  in  a  doleful  voice,  '*  Ah !  what 
are  you  about  to  do  ?  " 

«  To  eat  this  fowl,"  said  the  man  with  the  mummy. 

'*  Beware  of  what  you  are  doing,"  said  the  man  from 
the  Ganges ;  "  it  may  be  that  the  soul  of  the  departed  has 
passed  into  the  body  of  that  fowl,  and  you  would  not  wish 
to  run  the  risk  of  eating  up  your  aunt.  To  cook  fowls  is 
plainly  an  outrage  upon  nature." 

"  What  do  you  mean  with  your  nonsense  about  nature 
and  fowls?"  returned  the  wrathful  Egyptian.  "We 
worship  an  ox,  and  yet  eat  beef  for  all  that." 

**  You  worship  an  ox !  Is  it  possible? "  said  the  man 
from  the  Ghmges. 

"There  is  nothing  more  certain,"  replied  the  other; 
"  we  have  done  so  for  a  hundred  and  thirty-five  thousand 
years,  and  no  one  among  us  has  any  fault  to  find 
with  it." 

"Ah!  A  hundred  and  thirty-five  thousand  years!" 
said  the  Indian.  '*  There  must  be  a  little  exaggeration 
there;  India  has  only  been  inhabited  eighty  thousand 
years,  and  we  are  undoubtedly  more  ancient  than  you  are; 
and  Brahma  had  forbidden  us  to  eat  oxen  before  you  ever 
thought  of  putting  them  on  your  altars  and  on  yoiir  spits." 

"  An  odd  kind  of  animal,  this  Brahma  of  yours,  to  be 
compared  with  Apis ! "  said  the  Egyptian.  "  What  fine 
things  now  has  your  Brahma  ever  done  ?  " 

"  It  was  he,"  the  Brahman  answered,  "  who  taught  men 
to  read  and  write,  and  to  whom  all  the  world  owes  the 
game  of  chess." 
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"You  are  wrong,"  said  a  Chaldean  who  was  sitting 
near  him;  '*it  is  to  the  fish  Cannes  that  we  owe  such 
great  benefits;  and  it  is  right  to  render  our  homage  to 
him  alone.  Anybody  will  tell  jou  that  he  was  a  divine 
being,  that  he  had  a  golden  tail  and  a  handsome  human 
head,  and  that  he  used  to  leave  the  water  to  come  and 
preach  on  land  for  three  hours  every  day.  He  had  sundry 
children  who  were  all  kings,  as  everyone  knows.  I  have 
his  likeness  at  home,  to  which  I  pay  all  due  reverence. 
We  may  eat  as  much  beef  as  we  please ;  but  there  is  no 
doubt  that  it  is  a  very  great  sin  to  cook  fish.  Moreover, 
you  are,  both  of  you,  of  too  mean  and  too  modem  an 
origin  to  argue  with  me  about  anything.  The  Egyptian 
nation  counts  only  one  hundred  and  thirty-five  thousand 
years,  and  the  Indians  can  boast  of  no  more  than  eighty 
thousand,  while  we  have  almanacs  that  go  back  four 
thousand  centuries.  Believe  me,  renounce  your  follies, 
and   I   will  give   each  of  you  a  beautiful  likeness  of 


The  Chinaman  here  put  in  his  word,  and  said : 
**  I  have  a  strong  respect  for  the  Egyptians,  the  Chal- 
deans, the  Greeks,  the  Celts,  Brahma,  the  ox  Apis,  and 
the  fine  fish  Cannes,  but  it  may  be  that  Li  or  Tien,^  by 
whichever  name  one  may  choose  to  call  him,  is  well  worth 
any  number  of  oxen  and  fishes.  I  will  say  nothing  about 
my  country ;  it  is  as  large  as  the  land  of  Egypt,  Chaldea, 
and  India  all  put  together.  I  wUl  enter  into  no  dispute 
touching  antiquity,  because  it  is  enough  to  be  happy,  and 
it  is  a  very  little  matter  to  be  ancient ;  but  if  there  were 
any  need  to  speak  about  almanacs,  I  could  tell  you  that 
all  Asia  consults  ours,  and  that  we  had  very  good  ones 
before  anything  at  all  was  known  of  arithmetic  in 
Chaldea." 
*'  You  are  a  set  of  ignoramuses,  all  of  you ! "  cried  the 
*  Chinese  words  signifying  respectively  reason  and  heaven. 
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Greek ;  "  is  it  possible  that  you  do  not  know  that  Chaos  is 
the  father  of  all  things,  and  that  form  and  matter  have 
brought  the  world  into  the  state  in  which  it  is  ?" 

This  Greek  spoke  for  a  long  time ;  but  he  was  at  last 
interrupted  by  the  Celt,  who,  having  drunk  deeply  whilst 
the  others  were  disputing,  now  thought  himself  wiser  than 
any  of  them,  and  affirmed  with  an  oath  that  there  was 
nothing  worth  the  trouble  of  talking  about  except  Teutates 
and  the  mistletoe  that  grows  on  an  oak;  that,  as  for  him- 
self, he  always  had  some  mistletoe  in  his  pocket ;  that  the 
Scythians,  his  forefathers,  were  the  only  honest  people  that 
had  ever  been  in  the  world  ;  that  they  had  indeed  some- 
times eaten  men,  but  that  no  one  ought  to  be  prevented  by 
that  from  having  a  profound  respect  for  his  nation ;  and 
finally,  that  if  anyone  spoke  evil  of  Teutates,  he  would 
teach  him  how  to  behave. 

Thereupon  the  quarrel  waxed  hot,  and  Setoc  saw  that  in 
another  moment  there  would  be  bloodshed  at  the  table, 
when  Zadig,  who  had  kept  silence  during  the  whole  dispute, 
at  last  rose.  He  addressed  himself  first  to  the  Celt  as  the 
most  violent  of  them  all ;  he  told  him  that  he  was  in  the 
right,  and  asked  him  for  a  piece  of  mistletoe ;  he  com- 
mended the  Greek  for  his  eloquence,  and  soothed  the 
general  irritation.  He  said  very  little  to  the  Chinaman, 
because  he  had  been  the  most  reasonable  of  them  all. 
Then  he  said  to  the  whole  party  : 

*'  My  friends,  you  were  going  to  quarrel  for  nothing,  for 
you  are  all  of  the  same  opinion.'^ 

When  they  heard  him  say  that,  they  all  loudly  pro- 
tested. 

"  Is  it  not  true,"  he  said  to  the  Celt,  "  that  you  do  not 
worship  this  mistletoe,  but  Him  who  made  the  mistletoe 
and  the  oak  P" 

"Assuredly,"  answered  the  Celt. 

"  And  you,  my  Egyptian  friend,  revere,  as  it  would  seem. 

H 
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in  a  certain  ox  Him  who  has  given  you  oxen,  is  it  not 
so?" 

"  Yes,"  said  the  Egyptian. 

*'  The  fish  Oannes/'  continued  Zadig, ''  must  give  place 
to  Him  who  made  the  sea  and  the  fishes." 

"  Granted,"  said  the  Chaldean. 

*'  The  Indian,"  added  Zadig,  "  and  the  Chinaman  recog- 
nise, like  you,  a  first  principle ;  I  did  not  understand  very- 
well  the  admirable  remarks  made  by  the  Greek,  but  I  am 
sure  that  he  also  admits  the  existence  of  a  Supreme  Being, 
upon  whom  form  and  matter  depend." 

The  Greek  who  was  so  much  admired  said  that  Zadig 
had  seized  his  meaning  very  well, 

''  You  are  all  then  of  the  same  opinion,"  replied  Zadig, 
'*  and  there  is  nothing  left  to  quarrel  over ;  "  at  which  all 
the  company  embraced  him. 

Setoc,  after  having  sold  his  merchandise  at  a  high  price, 
brought  has  friend  Zadig  back  with  him  to  his  tribe.  On 
their  arrival  Zadig  learned  that  he  had  been  tried  in  his 
absence,  and  that  he  was  going  to  be  borued  at  a  slow 
fire. 


CHAPTER  Xm. 

THE    ASSIOKATION.^ 

T^ USING  his  journey  to  Bassora,  the  priests  of  the  stars 
-*~^  had  determined  to  punish  Zadig.  The  precious  stones 
and  ornaments  of  the  young  widows  whom  they  sent  to  the 
funeral  pile  were  their  acknowledged  perquisite ;  it  was  in 
truth  the  least  they  could  do  to  bum  Zadig  for  the  ill  turn 
he  had  done  them.  Accordingly  they  accused  him  of 
holding  erroneous  views  about  the  host  of  heaven;  they 
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gave  testiinony  against  bim  on  oath  that  thej  had  heard 
him  saj  that  the  stars  did  not  set  in  the  sea.  This  frightful 
blasphemy  made  the  judges  shudder ;  thej  were  ready  to 
rend  their  garments  when  they  heard  those  impious  words; 
and  they  would  have  done  so,  without  a  doubt,  if  Zadig  had 
had  the  means  wherewith  to  pay  them  compensation ;  but 
dreadfully  shocked  as  they  were,  they  contented  themselves 
with  condemning  him  to  be  burned  at  a  slow  fire. 

Setoc»  in  despair,  exerted  his  influence  in  vain  to  save 
his  friend ;  he  was  soon  obliged  to  hold  his  peace.  The 
young  widow  Almona,  who  had  acquired  a  strong  appetite 
for  life,  thanks  to  Zadig,  resolved  to  rescue  him  from  the 
stake,  the  misuse  of  which  he  had  taught  her  to  recognise. 
She  turned  her  scheme  over  and  over  in  her  head,  without 
speaking  of  it  to  anyone.  Zadig  was  to  be  executed  the 
next  day,  she  had  only  that  night  to  save  him  in.  This  is 
how  she  set  about  the  business,  like  a  charitable  and  discreet 
woman.  She  anointed  herself  with  perfumes;  she  enhanced 
her  charms  by  the  richest  and  most  seductive  attire,  and 
went  to  ask  the  chief  priest  of  the  stars  for  a  private 
audience.  When  she  was  ushered  into  the  presence  of 
that  venerable  old  man,  she  addressed  him  in  these 
terms: 

"  Eldest  son  of  the  Great  Bear,  brother  of  the  Bull,  and 
cousin  of  the  Great  Dog"  (such  were  the  pontiff's  titles), 
"  I  come  to  confide  to  you  my  scruples.  I  greatly  fear  that 
I  have  committed  an  enormous  sin  in  not  burning  myself 
on  my  dear  husband's  funeral  pyre.  In  truth,  what  had 
I  worth  preserving  ?  A  body  liable  to  decay,  and  whieh  is 
already  quite  withered."  Saying  these  words,  she  drew  up 
her  long  silk  sleeves,  and  displayed  her  bare  arms,  of  ad- 
mirable form  and  dazzling  whiteness.  "  You  see,"  said 
she,  "  how  little  it  is  worth." 

The  pontiff  thought  in  his  heart  that  it  was  worth  a 
great  deal.    His  eyes  said  so,  and  his  mouth  confirmed  it; 
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he  swore  that  he  had  never  in  his  life  seen  such  beautiful 
arms. 

"  Alas ! "  said  the  widow,  "  my  arms  may  be  a  little  less 
deformed  than  the  rest ;  but  you  will  admit  that  my  neck 
was  unworthy  of  any  consideration/*  and  she  let  him  see 
the  most  charming  bosom  that  nature  had  ever  formed. 
A  rosebud  on  an  apple  of  ivory  would  have  appeared  beside 
it  nothing  better  than  madder  upon  box- wood,  and  lambs 
just  come  up  from  the  washing  would  have  seemed  brown 
and  sallow.  This  neck  ;  her  large  black  eyes,  in  which  a 
tender  fire  glowed  softly  with  languishing  lustre;  her 
cheeks,  enlivened  with  the  loveliest  crimson  mingled  with 
the  whiteness  of  the  purest  milk ;  her  nose,  which  was  not 
at  all  like  the  tower  of  Mount  Lebanon ;  her  lips,  which 
were  like  two  settings  of  coral  enclosing  the  most  beautiful 
pearls  in  the  Arabian  sea ;  all  these  charms  conspired  to 
make  the  old  man  fancy  himself  a  youth  of  twenty  sum- 
mers. With  stammering  tongue  he  made  a  tender  decla- 
ration; and  Almona,  seeing  how  he  was  smitten,  craved 
pardon  for  Zadig. 

"Alas!"  said  he,  "my  lovely  lady,  lliough  I  might 
grant  you  his  pardon,  my  indulgence  would  be  of  no  use, 
as  the  order  would  have  to  be  signed  by  three  others  of 
my  colleagues." 

"  Sign  it  all  the  same,"  said  Almona. 

"  Willingly,"  said  the  priest,  "  on  condition  that  your 
favours  shall  be  the  price  of  my  compliance." 

"  You  do  me  too  much  honour,"  said  Almona ;  "  only  be 
pleased  to  come  to  my  chamber  after  sunset,  when  ihe 
bright  star  Shsat  shall  rise  above  the  horizon ;  you  will 
find  me  on  a  rose-coloured  sofa,  and  you  shall  deal  with 
your  seiTant  as  you  may  be  able." 

Then  she  went  away,  carrying  with  her  the  signature, 
and  left  the  old  man  full  of  amorous  passion  and  of  difi&- 
lence  as  to  his  powers.    He  employed  the  rest  of  the  day 
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in  bathing ;  he  drank  a  liquid  compounded  of  the  cinna- 
mon of  Oejlon,  and  the  precious  spices  of  Tidor  and 
Temat,  and  waited  with  impatience  for  the  star  Sheat  to 
appear. 

Meanwhile  the  fair  Almona  went  in  search  of  the 
second  pontiff,  who  assured  her  that  the  sun,  the  moon, 
and  all  the  lights  of  heaven  were  nothing  but  faint  marsh 
fires  in  comparison  with  her  charms.  She  asked  of  him 
the  same  f arour,  and  he  offered  to  grant  it  on  the  same 
terms.  She  allowed  her  scruples  to  be  overcome,  and 
made  an  appointment  with  the  second  pontiff  for  the 
rising  of  the  star  Algenih.  Thence  she  proceeded  to  the 
houses  of  the  third  and  fourth  priests,  getting  from  each 
his  signature,  and  making  one  star  after  another  the  signal 
for  a  secret  assignation.  Then  she  sent  letters  to  the 
judges,  requesting  them  to  come  and  see  her  on  a  matter 
of  importance.  When  they  appeared,  she  showed  them 
the  four  names,  and  told  them  at  what  price  the  priests 
had  sold  Zadig's  pardon.  Each  of  the  latter  arrived  at  his 
appointed  hour,  and  was  greatlv  astonished  to  find  his 
colleagues  there,  and  still  more  at  seeing  the  judges,  be- 
fore whom  tbey  were  exposed  to  open  shame.  Thus  Zadig 
was  saved,  and  Setoc  was  so  delighted  with  Almona's 
cleverness,  that  he  made  her  his  wife. 


CHAPTER  XIV, 

THE   DANCE. 

QETOC  was  engaged  to  go  on  matters  of  business  to  the 
*^     island  of  Serendib ;  ^  but  the  first  month  of  marriage, 

*  The  island  of  Ceylon  is  called  by  this  name  in  the  <*  Arabian 
Nights." 
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which  is,  as  every  one  knows,  the  moon  of  honey,  permitted 
him  neither  to  quit  his  wife,  nor  even  to  imagine  that  he 
could  ever  quit  her ;  so  he  requested  his  friend  Zadig  to 
make  the  voyage  on  his  behalf. 

"  Alas ! "  said  Zadig,  "  must  I  put  a  yet  wider  distance 
between  the  beautiful  Astart^  and  myself  ?  But  I  must 
oblige  my  benefactors."  He  spoke,  he  wept,  and  he  set 
forth  on  his  journey. 

He  was  not  long  in  the  island  of  Serendib  before  he 
began  to  be  regarded  as  an  extraordinary  man.  He  be- 
came umpire  in  all  disputes  between  the  merchants,  the 
friend  of  the  wise,  and  the  trusted  counsellor  of  that 
small  number  of  persons  who  are  willing  to  take  advice. 
The  king  wished  to  see  and  hear  him.  He  soon  recognised 
all  Zadig's  worth,  placed  reliance  on  his  wisdom,  and  made 
him  his  friend.  The  king's  intimacy  and  esteem  made 
Zadig  tremble.  Night  and  day  he  was  pierced  with 
anguish  at  the  misfortune  which  Moabdar^s  kindness  had 
brought  upon  him. 

"The  king  is  pleased  with  me,**  said  he;  "how  shall  I 
escape  ruin  ?  " 

He  could  not  however  decline  his  majesty's  attentions ; 
for  it  must  be  confessed  that  Nabussan,  King  of  Serendib, 
the  son  of  Nussanab,  the  son  of  Nabassan,  the  son  of 
Sanbusna,  was  one  of  the  best  princes  in  Asia ;  when  any- 
one spoke  to  him,  it  was  difficult  not  to  love  him. 

This  good  monarch  was  continually  praised,  deceived, 
and  robbed ;  officials  vied  with  each  other  in  plundering 
his  treasury.  The  receiver-general  of  the  island  of  Serendib 
always  set  the  example,  and  was  faithfully  followed  by  the 
others.  The  king  knew  it,  and  had  time  after  time  changed 
his  treasurer ;  but  he  had  not  been  able  to  change  the  time- 
honoured  fashion  of  dividing  the  royal  revenue  into  two 
unequal  parts,  the  smaller  of  which  always  fell  to  His 
Majesty,  and  the  larger  to  the  administrative  staff. 
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Elng  Nabusaaa  confided  las  difficully  to  die  wise  Zadig: 
"  Yoa  who  know  so  nuinj  fine  tliingB/'  said  he,  "can  you 
think  of  no  method  of  enabling  me  to  find  a  treasurer  who 
will  not  rob  me?" 

*'  Assoiedlj,'*  answered  Zadig ;  **  I  know  an  infallible  way 
of  giving  you  a  man  who  has  clean  hands." 

The  king  was  charmed,  and,  embracing  him,  asked  how 
he  was  to  proceed. 

**  All  you  will  have  to  do,"  said  Zadig,  "  is  to  cause  all 
who  shall  present  themselves  for  the  dignity  of  treasurer  to 
dance,  and  he  who  dances  most  lightly  wiU.  be  infallibly 
the  most  honest  man." 

.  •*  Yjya  are  joking,"  said  the  king ;  "  truly  a  droll  way  of 
choosing  a  receiver  of  my  revenues  \  What !  Do  you 
mean  to  say  that  the  one  who  cuts  the  highest  capers  will 
prove  the  most  honest  and  capable  financier  ?  " 

**  I  will  not  answer  for  his  capability,"  returned  Zadig ; 
''  but  I  assure  you  that  he  will  undoubtedly  be  the  most 
honest." 

Zadig  spoke  with  so  much  confidence  that  the  king 
thought  he  had  some  superaatural  secret  for  recognising 
financiers. 

<<I  am  not  fond  of  the  supernatural,"  said  Zadig; 
**  people  and  books  that  deal  in  prodigies  have  always  been 
distasteful  to  me ;  if  Tour  Majesty  will  allow  me  to  make 
the  trial  I  propose,  you  will  be  well  enough  convinced  that 
my  secret  is  the  easiest  and  most  simple  thing  in  the  world." 

Nabussan,  King  of  Serendib,  was  far  more  astonished  at 
hearing  that  this  secret  was  a  simple  matter,  than  if  it  had 
been  presented  to  him  as  a  miracle. 

<<Well  then,"  said  the  king,  "do  as  you  shall  think 
proper." 

"  Q-ive  me  a  free  hand,"  said  Zadig,  "  and  you  will  gain 
by  this  experiment  more  than  you  tldnk." 

The  same  day  he  issued  a  public  notice  that  all  who 
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aspired  to  the  post  of  reoeiver-in-chief  of  the  revenues  of 
His  gracious  Majesty  Nabussan,  son  of  Nussanab,  were  to 
present  themselves  in  garments  of  light  silk,  on  the  first 
day  of  the  month  of  the  Crocodile,  in  the  king's  ante- 
chamber. They  duly  put  in  an  appearance  to  the  number 
of  sixty-four.  Fiddlers  were  posted  in  an  adjoining  hall ; 
all  was  ready  for  dancing ;  but  the  door  of  the  hall  was 
fastened,  and  it  was  necessary,  in  order  to  enter  it,  to  pass 
along  a  little  gallery  which  was  pretty  dark.  An  usher 
was  sent  to  conduct  each  candidate,  one  after  another, 
along  this  passage,  in  which  he  was  left  alone  for  a  few 
minutes.  The  king,  prompted  by  Zadig,  had  spread  out 
all  his  treasures  in  this  gallery.  When  all  the  competitors 
had  reached  the  hall,  his  majesty  gave  orders  that  they 
should  begin  to  dance.  Never  did  men  dance  more  heavily 
and  with  less  grace ;  they  all  kept  their  heads  down,  their 
backs  bent,  and  their  hands  glued  to  their  sides. 

**  What  rogues ! "  said  Zadig,  ujider  his  breath. 

There  was  only  one  among  them  who  stepped  out  freely, 
with  head  erect,  a  steady  eye,  and  outstretched  arms,  body 
straight,  and  legs  firm. 

"Ah!  the  honest  fellow!  the  worthy  man!"  said 
Zadig. 

The  king  embraced  this  good  dancer,  and  declared  him 
treasurer ;  whereas  all  the  others  were  punished  with  a  fine, 
and  that  most  jxistly,  for  each  one  of  them,  during  the 
time  that  he  was  in  the  gallery,  had  filled  his  pockets  so 
that  he  could  hardly  walk.  The  king  was  grieved  for  the 
honour  of  human  nature  that  out  of  those  sixty-four  dancers 
there  should  have  been  sixty-three  thieves.  The  dark 
gallery  was  henceforth  called  the  Corridor  of  Temptation. 
In  Persia  those  sixty-three  gentlemen  would  have  been 
impaled ;  in  other  countries  a  court  of  justice  would  have 
been  held  which  would  have  consumed  in  legal  expenses 
three  times  as  much  as  had  been  stolen;  while  in  yet 
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another  kingdom  they  would  have  procured  a  complete 
acquittal  for  Uiemselyes,  and  brought  the  nimble  dancer  to 
disgrace;  at  Serendib  they  were  only  condemned  to  increase 
the  public  funds,  for  Nabussan  was  very  indulgent. 

He  was  also  very  grateful ;  he  gave  to  Zadig  a  sum  of 
money  greater  than  any  treasurer  had  stolen  from  the  king 
his  baster.  Zadig  aTsiled  himself  of  it  to  send  expresses 
to  Babylon,  who  were  to  bring  him  information  of  Astarte's 
fate.  His  voice  trembled  while  giving  this  order,  hi6  blood 
flowed  back  towards  his  heart,  a  mist  covered  his  eyes,  and 
his  soul  was  ready  to  take  its  flight.  The  messenger  de- 
parted:  Zadig  saw  him  embark.  He  returned  to  the  king, 
seeing  no  one,  fancying  himself  in  his  own  chamber,  and 
pronouncing  the  name  of  "  love." 

"Ah!  love,"  said  the  king;  "that  is  precisely  what  is  the 
matter  with  me;  you  have  rightly  divined  where  my  trouble 
Ues.  What  a  great  man  you  are !  I  hope  you  will  teach 
me  how  to  recognise  a  faithful  and  devoted  wife,  as  you 
have  enabled  me  to  find  a  disinterested  treasurer." 

Zadig,  having  recovered  his  wits,  promised  to  serve  him 
in  love  as  well  as  in  finance,  although  the  undertaking 
seemed  still  more  difficult. 


CHAPTEE  XV. 

BLUE    ETES. 

•*  Ayf  Y  body  and  my  heart "  said  the  king  to  Zadig. 

^^^     At  these  words  the  Babylonian  could  not  re&ain 
from  interrupting  His  Majesty. 

"  How  glad  I  am,"  said  he,  •*  that  you  did  not  say  my 
heart  wnd  soul!  For  one  hears  nothing  else  but  those 
words  in  every  conversation  at  Babylon,  and  one  sees 
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nothing  but  books  devoted  to  discussions  on  the  heart  and 
soul,  written  by  people  who  have  neither  one  nor  the  other. 
But  please,  sire,  proceed." 

Nabussan  then  continued : 

"  My  body  and  my  heart  are  predisposed  by  destiny  to 
love ;  the  former  of  these  two  powers  has  every  reason  to  be 
satisfied.  I  have  here  a  hundred  women  at  my  disposal, 
all  beautiful,  buxom,  and  obliging,  even  voluptuously  in- 
clined, or  pretei^ding  to  be  so  when  with  me.  My  heart  is 
not  nearly  so  well  off.  I  have-  found  only  too  often  that 
they  lavish  all  their  caresses  on  the  King  of  Serendib,  and 
care  very  little  for  Nabussan.  It  is  not  that  I  think  my 
women  unfaithful ;  but  I  would  fain  find  a  soul  to  be  my 
own ;  I  would  resign  for  such  a  treasure  the  hundred 
beauties  of  whose  charms  I  am  master.  See  if,  out  of 
these  hundred  ladies  of  my  harem,  you  can  find  me  a 
single  one  by  whom  I  may  feel  sure  that  I  am  loved?  " 

Zadig  answered  him  as  he  had  done  on  the  subject  of 
the  financiers  :• — 

"Sire,  leave  the  matter  to  me;  but  allow  me  first  to 
dispose  of  what  you  displayed  in  the  Corridor  of  Tempta- 
tion ;  I  will  render  you  a  good  account  of  all,  and  you 
shall  lose  nothing  by  it." 

The  king  gave  him  unfettered  discretion.  He  chose  in 
Serendib  thirty-three  little  hunchbacks,  the  ugliest  he 
could  find,  thirty-three  of  the  most  handsome  pages,  and 
thirty-three  of  the  most  eloquent  and  most  robust  bonzes. 
He  left  them  all  at  liberty  to  enter  the  ladies'  private 
chambers.  Each  little  hunchback  had  four  thousand  gold 
pieces  to  give  them,  and  the  very  first  day  all  the  hunch- 
backs were  happy.  The  pages,  who  had  nothing  to  give  away 
but  themselves,  failed  to  achieve  a  triumph  till  the  end  of 
two  or  three  days.  The  bonzes  had  a  little  more  difficulty; 
but  at  last  thirty-three  fair  devotees  surrendered  to  them* 
The  king,  through  the  shutter-blinds  which  admitted  a 
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view  into  each  chamber,  witnessed  all  these  experiments, 
and  was  not  a  little  astonished.  Of  his  hundred  women^ 
ninety-nine  had  succumbed  before  his  eyes.  There  yet 
remained  one  who  was  quite  young  and  freshly  imported, 
whom  His  Majesty  had  never  admitted  to  his  arms.  One, 
two,  three  hunchbsusks  were  successiyely  told  off  to  make 
her  offers  which  rose  to  the  sum  of  twenty  thousand  pieces; 
she  was  incorruptible,  and  could  not  help  laughing  at  the 
idea  which  had  entered  into  these  hunchbacks'  heads  that 
money  could  render  them  less  deformed.  The  two  hand- 
somest of  the  pages  were  presented  to  her ;  she  said  that 
she  thought  the  king  still  more  handsome.  The  most 
eloquent  and  afterwards  the  most  intrepid  of  the  bonzes 
were  let  loose  upon  her;  she  found  the  first  an  idle  babbler, 
and  would  not  deign  even  to  form  an  opinion  on  the  merits 
of  the  second. 

**  The  heart  is  everything,"  said  she ;  "  I  will  never  yield 
either  to  the  gold  of  a  hunchback,  or  the  personal  attrac- 
tions of  a  young  man,  or  the  cunning  enticements  of  a 
bonze.  I  will  love  no  one  but  Nabussan,  son  of  Nussanab, 
and  will  wait  till  he  condescends  to  love  me." 

The  king  was  transported  with  joy,  astonishment,  and 
tenderness.  He  took  back  all  the  money  that  had  won  the 
hunchbacks  their  success,  and  made  a  present  of  it  to  the 
fair  Palide  (for  such  was  the  young  lady's  name).  He 
gave  her  his  heart,  and  she  well  deserved  it.  Never  was 
the  flower  of  youth  so  brilliant,  never  were  the  charms  of 
beauty  so  enchanting.  Historical  veracity  will  not  allow 
me  to  conceal  the  fact  that  she  curtsied  awkwardly,  but 
she  danced  like  a  fairy,  sang  like  a  siren,  and  spoke  like 
one  of  the  graces ;  she  was  full  of  accomplishments  and 
virtues. 

Nabussan,  loved  as  he  was  by  her,  adored  her  in  his 
turn.  But  she  had  blue  eyes,  and  this  was  the  source  of 
the  greatest  misfortunes.    There  was  an  ancient  law  which 
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forbade  the  kings  to  love  one  of  those  women  whom  the 
Greeks  in  later  days  called  (ioQwtg}  The  chief  of  the 
bonzes  had  established  this  law  more  than  five  thousand 
years  before  that  time,  with  a  view  to  apjjropriating  the 
mistress  of  the  first  king  of  the  island  of  Serendib,  whom 
the  chief  bonze  had  induced  to  pass  an  anathema  upon 
blue  eyes  as  a  fundamental  article  of  the  constitution. 
All  orders  of  society  came  to  remonstrate  with  Nabussan. 
They  publicly  declared  that  the  last  days  of  the  kingdom 
had  arrived,  that  iniquity  had  reached  its  height,  and  that 
all  nature  was  threatened  with  some  untoward  accident ; 
that,  in  a  word,  Nabussan,  son  of  Nussanab,  was  in  love 
with  two  big  blue  eyes.  The  hunchbacks,  financiers, 
bonzes,  and  brunettes,  filled  the  palace  with  complaints. 

The  wild  tribes  that  inhabit  the  north  of  Serendib  took 
advantage  of  the  general  discontent  to  make  an  incursion 
into  the  territory  of  the  good  Nabussan.  He  demanded 
subsidies  from  his  subjects;  the  bonzes,  who  owned  half 
the  revenues  of  the  state,  contented  themselves  with 
raising  their  hands  to  heaven,  and  refused  to  put  them  into 
their  coffers  to  help  the  king.  They  offered  up  grand 
prayers  to  fine  music,  and  left  the  State  a  prey  to  the 
barbarians. 

"0  my  dear  Zadig!  Will  you  rescue  me  again 
from  this  horrible  embarrassment?"  dolefully  exclaimed 
Nabussan. 

**  Very  willingly,"  answered  Zadig.  "  You  shall  have  as 
much  money  from  the  bonzes  as  you  wish.  Abandon  to 
the  enemy  the  lands  on  which  their  mansions  are  built,  and 
only  defend  your  own." 

Nabussan  did  not  fail  to  follow  this  advice.  The  bonzes 
thereupon  came  and  threw  themselves  at  the  king's  feet, 
imploring  his  assistance.     The  king  answered  them  in 

'  Our  author  evidently  meant  yXawcwmc,  "  blue-eyed,"  not 
/3oa>7ric,  "ox-eyed." 
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beautiful  strains  of  music,  the  words  to  which  they  were 
an  accompaniment  being  prayers  to  Heaven  for  the  preser- 
vation of  their  lands.  The  bonzes,  at  last,  gave  some 
money,  and  the  king  brought  the  war  to  a  prosperous  con- 
clusion. Thus  Zadig,  by  his  wise  and  successful  counsel, 
and  by  his  important  services,  drew  upon  himself  the  irre- 
concilable hatred  of  the  most  powerful  men  in  the  State ; 
the  bonzes  and  the  brunettes  took  an  oath  to  ruin  him ; 
the  financiers  and  the  hunchbacks  did  not  spare  him,  but 
did  all  they  could  to  make  him  suspected  by  the  excellent 
Nabussan.  "Gbod  offices  remain  in  the  antechamber 
when  suspicions  enter  the  closet,"  as  Zoroaster  has  wisely 
observed.  Everyday  there  were  fresh  accusations ;  if  the 
first  was  repelled,  the  second  might  graze  the  skin,  the 
third  wound,  and  the  fourth  be  fatal. 

Zadig,  after  having  advantageously  transacted  the  busi- 
ness  of  his  friend  Setoc  and  sent  him  his  money,  thought 
of  nothing  now  in  his  alarm  but  of  leaving  the  island,  and 
resolved  to  go  himself  in  search  of  tidings  of  Astarte. 

"  For,"  said  he,  "  if  I  stay  in  Serendib,  the  bonzes  will 
cause  me  to  be  impaled.  .  .  .  But  where  can  I  go  P  In 
Egypt  I  shall  be  a  slave;  burnt,  in  all  likelihood,  in 
Arabia ;  strangled  at  Babylon.  Still  I  must  know  what 
has  become  of  Astarte.  .  .  .  Let  us  be  gone,  and  see  for 
what  my  sad  destiny  reserves  me." 


CHAPTEB  XVI. 

THB   BBiaAKD. 

r\N  arriving  at  the  frontier  which  separates  Arabia 
^^  Petrffia  from  Syria,  as  he  was  passing  near  a  pretty 
strong  castle,  a  party  of  armed  Arabs  sallied  forth.    He 
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saw  himself  surrounded,  and  the  men  cried  out:  ''All 
that  jou  have  belongs  to  us,  and  your  body  belongs  to  our 
master." 

Zadig,  by  way  of  answer,  drew  his  sword ;  his  servant, 
who  had  plenty  of  courage,  did  the  same.  They  routed 
and  slew  the  Arabs  who  first  laid  hands  on  them ;  their 
assailants  now  numbered  twice  as  many  as  before,  but 
they  were  not  daunted,  and  resolved  to  die  fighting.  Then 
were  seen  two  men  defending  themselves  against  a  multi- 
tude. Such  a  conflict  could  not  last  long.  The  master  of 
the  castle,  whose  name  was  Arbogad,  having  seen  from  a 
window  the  prodigies  of  valour  performed  by  Zadig,  con- 
ceived such  an  admiration  for  him  that  he  hastily 
descended,  and  came  in  person  to  disperse  his  men  and 
deliver  the  two  travellers. 

"  All  that  passes  over  my  lands  is  my  property,"  said  he, 
**  as  well  as  whatever  I  find  on  the  lands  of  other  people ; 
but  you  seem  to  me  such  a  brave  man,  that  I  except  you 
from  the  general  rule." 

He  made  Zadig  enter  his  castle,  and  bade  his  people 
treat  him  well.  In  the  evening  Arbogad  desired  Zadig  to 
sup  with  him. 

l^ow  the  lord  of  the  castle  was  one  of  those  Arabs  who 
are  known  as  rohbera ;  but  he  sometimes  did  a  good  action 
among  a  multitude  of  bad  ones.  He  robbed  with  fierce 
rapacity,  and  gave  away  freely ;  he  was  intrepid  in  battle, 
though  gentle  enough  in  society;  intemperate  at  table, 
merry  in  his  cups,  and  above  all,  full  of  frankness.  Zadig 
pleased  him  greatly,  and  his  animated  conversation  pro- 
longed the  repast.    At  length  Arbogad  said  to  him  : 

"  I  advise  you  to  enrol  yourself  under  me ;  you  cannot 
do  better ;  this  calling  of  mine  is  not  a  bad  one,  and  you 
may  one  day  become  what  I  now  am." 

''May  I  ask  you,"  said  Zadig,  ''how  long  you  have 
practised  this  noble  profession  ?  ^ 
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"Prom  my  tenderest  youth,"  replied  the  lord  of  the 
castle.    "  I  was  the  servant  of  an  Arab  who  was  a  pretty 
sharp  fellow ;  I  felt  my  position  intolerable ;  it  drove  me 
to  despair  to  see  that  in  all  the  earth,  which  belongs 
equally  to  all  mankind,  fortune  had  reserved  no  portion 
for  me.    I  confided  my  trouble  to  an  old  Arab,  who  said  to 
me :  '  My  son,  do  not  despair;  there  was  once  upon  a  time 
a  grain  of  sand  which  bewailed  its  fate  in  being  a  mere 
unheeded  atom  in  the  desert;  but  at  the  end  of  a  few 
years  it  became  a  diamond,  and  it  is  now  the  most  beauti* 
f  ul  ornament  in  the  King  of  India's  crown.'    This  story 
made  a  great  impression  on  me.     I  was  the  grain  of  sand, 
and  I  determined  to  become  a  diamond.    I  began  by  steal- 
ing two  horses;  I  then  formed  a  gang,  and  put  myself 
in  a  position  to  rob  small  caravans.     Thus  by  degrees  I 
abolished  the  disproportion  which  existed  at  first  between 
myself  and  other  men ;  I  had  my  share  in  the  good  things 
of  this  world,  and  was  even  recompensed  with  usury,    I 
was  held  in  high  esteem,  became  a  brigand  chief,  and 
obtained  this  castle  by  violence.    The  satrap  of  Syria 
wished  to  dispossess  me,  but  I  was  already  too  rich  to  have 
anything  to  dread ;  I  gave  some  money  to  the  satrap,  and 
by  this  means  retained  the  castle   and   increased   my 
domains.     He  even  named  me  treasurer  of  the  tribute 
which  Arabia  Petraea  paid  to  the  king  of  kings.     I  fulfilled 
my  duty  well,  so  far  as  receiving  went,  but  utterly  ignored 
that  of  payment.     The  Grand  Besterham  of  Babylou  sent 
hither  in  the  name  of  King  Moabdar  a  petty  satrap,  in- 
tending to  have  me  strangled.     This  man  arrived  with  his 
orders ;  I  was  informed  of  all,  and  caused  to  be  strangled 
in  his  presence  the  four  persons  he  had  brought  with  him 
to  apply  the  bowstring  to  my  neck ;  after  which  I  asked 
him  what  his  commission  to  strangle  me  might  be  worth 
to  him.     He  answered  me  that  his  fees  might  amount  to 
three  hundred  pieces  of  gold.     I  made  it  clear  to  him  that 
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thdre  was  more  to  be  gained  with  me.  I  gave  him  a  sub- 
ordinate  post  among  my  brigands,  and  now  he  is  one  of 
my  smartest  and  wealthiest  officers.  Take  my  word  for  it, 
you  will  succeed  as  well  as  he.  Never  has  there  been  a 
better  season  for  pillage,  since  Moabdar  is  slain  and  all  is 
iu  confusion  at  Babylon." 

**  Moabdar  slain ! "  said  Zadig ;  "  and  what  has  become 
of  Queen  Astarte  ?  " 

"I  know  nothing  about  her,"  replied  Arbogad;  "all 
[  know  is  that  Moabdar  became  mad  and  was  Idlled,  that 
Babylon  is  one  vast  slaughter-house,  that»  all  the  empire  is 
laid  waste,  that  there  are  fine  blows  to  be  struck  yet,  and 
that  I  myself  have  done  wonders  in  that  way." 

"But  the  queen?"  said  Zadig;  "pray  tell  me,  know      * 
fou  nothing  of  the  fate  of  the  queen  ?  " 

"  I  heard  something  about  a  prince  of  Hyrcania,"  replied 
he ;  **  she  is  probably  among  his  concubines,  if  she  has  not  i 
been  killed  in  the  insurrection ;  but  I  have  more  curiosity  I 
in  the  matter  of  plunder  than  of  news.  I  have  taken  a  | 
good  many  women  in  my  raids,  but  I  keep  none  of  them ;  I 
I  sell  them  at  a  high  price  if  they  are  handsome,  without 
inquiring  who  or  what  they  are,  for  my  customers  pay^ 
nothing  for  rank ;  a  queen  who  was  ugly  would  find  no 
purchaser.  Maybe  I  have  sold  Queen  Astarte,  maybe 
she  is  dead;  it  matters  very  little  to  me,  and  I  do 
not  think  you  need  be  more  concerned  about  her  than 
lam." 

As  he  spoke  thus  he  went  on  drinking  lustily,  and  mixed 
up  all  his  ideas  so  confusedly,  that  Zadig  cduld  extract  no 
information  out  of  him. 

He  remained  confounded,  overwhelmed,  unable  to  stir. 
Arbogad  continued  to  drink,  told  stories,  constantly  re- 
peated that  he  was  the  happiest  of  all  men,  and  exhorted 
Zadig  to  render  himself  as  happy  as  he  was.  At  last,  be- 
coiping  more  and  nK>re  drowsy  witii  the  fumes  of  wine,  he 


ZADIG,  OR  DESTINV^     „    ,.  ,  ^, 
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or  is  living  in  a  condition  worse  than 
> !  what  has  become  of  you  ?  " 
ay  he  questioned  all  whom  he  met  in  the 
Irybody  was  busy,  and  no  one  answered  him  -. 
Is  had  been  made  during  the  night,  and  they 
:  the  spoils.  All  that  he  could  obtain  in  the 
%t  prevailed  was  permission  to  depart,  of  which 
.  himself  without  delay,  plunged  deeper  than  ever 
il  thoughts. 
Zadig  walked  on  restless  and  agitated,  his  mind  engrossed 
with  the  hapless  Astarte,  with  the  king  of  Babylon,  with 
bis  faithful  Cador,  with  the  happy  brigand  Arbogad,  and 
that  capricious  woman  whom  the  Babylonians  had  carried 
off  on  the  confines  of  Egypt,  in  short,  with  all  the  dis- 
appointments  and  misfortunes  that  he  had  experienced. 


CHAPTEE  XVn. 


THE   FISHEBMAN. 

A  T  a  distance  of  several  leagues  from  Arbogad's  castle, 
'^^  he  found  himself  on  the  brink  of  a  little  river,  still 
deploring  his  destiny,  and  regarding  himself  as  the  very 
type  of  misery.  There  he  saw  a  fisherman  lying  on  the 
bank,  hardly  holdmg  in  his  feeble  hand  the  net  which  he 
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seemed   ready  to    i^ined  with  me. 
heaven.  \brigands,  ana    ^^.^rt^'^H^ 

"  I  am  certainly  the  m^^ffice".    ^aWiirtdied*         ^  ^ 
fisherman.     "I   was,   as    e^?^?5\?ever  hasWj^^ 
famous  seller  of  cream  cheeses  iS^  is  ^^  tT ^  j  man  <»flW 
been  ruined.     I  had  the  prettiest  wirk  ^  ]0»  *>J 

possess,  and  she  has  betrayed  me.    ^hat  hat 


all  that  was  left  me,  and  I  have  seen  \  tlW^^^^ 

destroyed.  Having  taken  refuge  in  a  hi*^^  ,y^  0^1 
source  but  fishing,  and  I  cannot  catch  a  sink  ^^^  .  I. 
net!  I  will  cast  you  no  more  into  the  wat«^.®^7'*  ^ 
that  I  must  cast  therein."  W^  7®^  iUM,^ 

Saying  these  words,  he  rose  and  advanced  in\  . 

of  a  man  about  to  throw  himself  headlong  and^ 
to  his  life. 

"  What  is  this  ?  "  said  Zadig  to  himself ;  "  there  are  men^ 
then  as  miserable  as  I ! " 

Eagerness  to  save  the  fisherman's  life  rose  as  promptly 
as  this  reflection.  He  ran  towards  him,  stopped,  and 
questioned  him  with  an  air  of  concern  and  encouragement. 
It  is  said  that  we  are  less  miserable  when  we  are  not  alone 
in  our  misery.  According  to  Zoroaster  this  is  due,  not  to 
malice,  but  to  necessity ;  we  then  feel  ourselves  drawn  to- 
wards a  victim  of  misfortune  as  a  fellow-sufferer.  The 
joy  of  a  prosperous  man  would  seem  to  us  an  insult ;  but 
two  wretched  men  are  like  two  weak  trees,  which,  leaning 
together,  mutually  strengthen  each  other  against  the 
tempest. 

**Why  do  you  give  way  to  your  misfortunes?"  said 
Zadig  to  the  fisherman. 

"  Because,"  answered  he,  "  I  see  no  way  out  of  them.     I 
was  held  in  the  highest  estimation  in  the  village  of  Deri- 
back,  near  Babylon,  and  I  made,  with  my  wife's  help,  the 
cream  cheeses  in  the  empire.    Queen  Astarte  and  the 
famous  minister  Zadig  were  passionately  fond  of  them.     I 
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bad  supplied  their  houses  with  six  hundred  cheeses,  and 
went  one  dav  into  town  to  be  paid,  when,  on  my  arrival  at 
Babjlon,  I  learned  that  the  queen  and  Zadig  had  disap- 
peared.    I  hastened  to  the  house  of  the  lord  Zadig,  whom  I 
had  never  seen ;  there  I  found  the  police  officers  of  the  Grand 
Desterham,  who,  furnished  with  a  royal  warrant,  were  sack- 
ing his  house  in  a  perfectly  straightforward  and  orderly 
manner.    I  flew  to  the  queen's  kitchens ;  some  of  the  lords 
of  the  dresser  told  me  that  she  was  dead ;  others  said  that 
she  was  in  prison;  while  others  again  declared  that  she 
had  taken  flight ;  but  all  assured  me  that  I  should  be  paid 
nothing  for  my  cheeses.     I  went  with  my  wife  to  the  house 
of  the  lord  Orcan,  who  was  one  of  my  customers,  and  we 
asked  him  to  protect  us  in  our  distress.     He  granted  his 
protection  to  my  wife,  and  refused  it  to  me.     She  was 
kwhiter  than  those  cream  cheeses  with  which  my  troubles 
and  the  gleam  of  Tjrian  purple  was  not  more 
liant  than  the  carnation  which  animated  that  white- 
S8.     It  was  this  which  made  the  lord  Orcan  keep  her 
.  drive  me  away  from  his  house.     I  wrote  to  my  dear 
jCe  the  letter  of  a  desperate  man.     She  said  to  the 
ssenger  who  brought  it: 

'Oh!  ah!  yes!     I  know  something  of  the  man  who 

btes  me  this  letter.     I  have  heard  people  speak  of  him ; 

say  he  makes  capital  cream  cheeses ;  let  him  send  me 

|ie,  and  see  that  he  is  paid  for  them.'' 

'  In  my  unhappy  state  I  determined  to  have  recourse 

justice.     I  had  six  ounces  of  gold  left ;  I  had  to  give 

i  ounces  to  the  lawyer  whom  I  consulted ;  two  to  the 

jaid        )mey  who  undertook  my  case,  and  two  to  the  secretary  of 

first  judge.     When  all  this  was  done,  my  suit  was  not 

I         commenced,  and  I  had  already  spent  more  money  than 

3rl-         cheeses  and  my  wife  were  worth.     I  returned  to  my 

the         age,  with  the  intention  of  selling  my  house  in  order  to 

the        Vver  my  wife. 
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"  My  house  was  well  worth  sixty  ounces  of  gold,  but 
people  saw  that  I  was  poor  and  forced  to  sell.  The  first 
man  to  whom  I  applied  offered  me  thirty  ouDces  for  it, 
the  second  twenty,  and  the  third  ten.  I  was  ready  at  last 
to  take  anything,  so  blinded  was  I,  when  a  prince  of 
Hyrcania  came  to  Babylon,  and  ravaged  all  the  country 
on  his  way.     My  house  was  first  sacked  and  then  burned. 

"  Having  thus  lost  my  money,  my  wife,  and  my  house, 
I  retired  to  this  part  of  the  country  where  you  see  me.  I 
tried  to  support  myself  by  fishing,  but  the  fishes  mock  me 
as  much  as  men  do ;  I  take  nothing,  I  am  dying  of  hunger, 
and  had  it  not  been  for  you,  my  illustrious  consoler,  I 
should  have  perished  in  the  river." 

The  fisherman  did  not  tell  his  story  all  at  once;  for 
every  moment  Zadig  in  his  agitation  would  break  in  with : 
**  What !  do  you  know  nothing  of  what  has  befallen  the 
queen?*'  "No,  my  lord,"  the  fisherman  would  make 
reply ;  "  but  I  know  that  the  queen  and  Zadig  have  not 
paid  me  for  my  cream  cheeses,  that  my  wife  has  been  taken 
from  me,  and  that  I  am  in  despair." 

"  I  feel  confident,"  said  Zadig,  "  that  you  will  not  lose 
all  your  money.  I  have  heard  people  speak  of  this  Zadig ; 
he  is  an  honest  man ;  and  if  he  returns  to  Babylon,  as  he 
hopes  to  do,  he  will  give  you  more  than  he  owes  you. 
But  as  to  your  wife,  who  is  not  «o  honest,  I  recommend 
you  not  to  try  to  recover  her.  Take  my  advice,  go  to 
Babylon;  I  shall  be  there  before  you,  because  I  am  on 
horseback,  and  you  are  on  foot.  Apply  to  the  most  noble 
Cador ;  tell  him  you  have  met  his  friend,  and  wait  for  me 
at  his  house.  Go;  perhaps  you  will  not  always  be  un- 
happy." 

"O  mighty  Ormuzd,"  continued  he,  "thou  dost  make 
use  of  me  to  console  this  man  ;  of  whom  wilt  thou  make 
use  to  console  me  ?  *' 

So  saying,  he  gave  the  fisherman  half  of  all  the  money 
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he  had  hrought  from  Arabia,  and  the  fisherman,  astonished 
and  delighted,  kissed  the  feet  of  Cador's  friend,  and  said  .- 
**  You  are  an  angel  sent  to  save  me." 

Meanwhile  Zadig  continued  to  ask  for  news^  shedding 
tears  as  he  did  so. 

"  What !  mv  lord,"  cried  the  fisherman,  "  can  you  then 
be  unhappy,  you  who  bestow  bounty  ?  " 

"  A  hundred  times  more  unhappy  than  you,"  answered 
Zadig.    . 

"  But  how  can  it  be,"  said  the  simple  fellow,  "  that  he 
who  gives  is  more  to  be  pitied  than  him  who  receives  ?  " 

"Because,"  replied  Zadig,  "your  greatest  misfortune 
was  a  hungry  belly,  and  because  my  misery  has  its  seat 
in  the  heart." 

"  Has  Orcan  taken  away  your  wife  ?  "  said  the  fisher- 
man. 

This  question  recalled  all  his  adventures  to  Zadig' s 
mind ;  he  repeated  the  catalogue  of  his  misfortunes,  begin- 
ning with  the  queen's  bitch,  up  to  the  time  of  his  arrival 
at  the  castle  of  the  brigand  Arbogad. 

"Ah!"  said  he  to  the  fisherman,  "Orcan  deserves  to 
be  punished.  But  it  is  generally  such  people  as  he  who 
are  the  favourites  of  fortune.  Be  that  as  it  may,  go  to 
the  house  of  the  lord  Cador,  and  wait  for  me." 

They  parted;  the  fi^erman  walked  on  thanking  his 
stars,  and  Zadig  pressed  forward  still  accusing  his  own. 
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CHAPTER  XVIII. 

THE   COCKATRICE. 

ILJ  AYING  arrived  at  a  beautiful  meadow,  he  saw  there 
^  ^  several  women  searching  for  something  with  great 
diligence.  He  took  the  liberty  of  approaching  one  of 
them,  and  of  asking  her  if  he  might  have  the  honour  of 
helping  them  in  their  search. 

"  Take  good  heed  not  to  do  that,"  answered  the  Syrian 
damsel ;  **  what  we  are  looking  for  can  only  be  touched 
with  impunity  by  women." 

"  That  is  very  strange,*'  said  Zadig ;  **  may  I  venture  to 
ask  you  to  tell  me  what  it  is  that  only  women  are  allowed 
to  touch  ?  " 

•*  A  cockatrice,*'  said  she. 

**A  cockatrice,  madam!  and  for  what  reason,  if  you 
please,  are  you  looking  for  a  cockatrice  ?  " 

"  It  is  for  our  lord  and  master,  Ogul,  whose  castle  you 
see  on  the  bank  of  that  river,  at  the  end  of  the  meadow. 
We  are  his  most  humble  slaves ;  the  lord  Ogul  is  ill,  his 
physician  has  ordered  him  to  eat  a  cockatrice  stewed  in 
rose-water,  and,  as  it  is  a  very  rare  animal,  and  never  allows 
itself  to  be  taken  except  by  women,  the  lord  Ogul  has 
promised  to  choose  for  his  well-beloved  wife,  whichever  of 
us  shall  bring  him  a  cockatrice.  Let  me  prosecute  the 
search,  if  you  please ;  for  you  see  what  it  would  cost  me, 
if  I  were  anticipated  by  my  companiona" 

Zadig  left  this  Syrian  girl  and  the  others  to  look  for 
their  cockatrice,  and  continued  to  walk  through  the 
meadow.  When  he  reached  the  brink  of  a  httle  stream, 
he  found  there  another  lady  lying  on  the  turf,  but  not  in 
search  of  anything.    Her  figure  appeared  majestic,  but 


ZADIG.  OR  DESTINY.  119 

her  cotintenazioe  was  covered  with  a  reil.  She  was  leaning 
over  the  stream  ;  deep  sighs  escaped  from  her  mouth.  She 
held  in  her  hand  a  little  rod»  with  which  she  was  tracing 
characters  on  the  fine  sand  which  laj  between  the  grass 
and  the  stream.  Zadig  had  the  curiositj  to  look  and  see 
what  this  woman  was  writing ;  he  drew  near,  and  saw  the 
letter  Z,  then  an  A  ;  he  was  astonished ;  then  appeared  a 
D ;  he  started.  Never  was  there  surprise  to  equal  his, 
when  he  saw  the  two  last  letters  of  his  name.  He  remained 
some  time  without  moving ;  then,  breaking  the  silence,  he 
exclaimed  in  an  agitated  voice : 

"  O  noble  ladj !  pardon  a  stranger  who  is  in  distress  if 
he  ventures  to  ask  jou  by  what  astonishing  chance  I  find 
here  the  name  of  Zadig  traced  by  your  adorable  hand." 

At  that  voice,  at  those  words,  the  lady  raised  her  veil 
with  a  trembling  hand,  turned  her  eyes  on  Zadig,  uttered  a 
cry  of  tenderness,  surprise,  and  joy,  and,  overcome  by  all 
the  varied  emotions  which  simultaneously  assailed  her  soul, 
she  fell  fainting  into  his  arms.  It  was  Astarte  herself,  it 
wa»  the  queen  of  Babylon,  it  was  she  whom  Zadig  adored, 
and  whom  he  reproached  himself  for  adoring ;  it  was  she 
for  whom  he  had  wept  so  much,  and  for  whom  he  had  so 
often  dreaded  the  worst  stroke  of  fate.  For  a  moment  he 
was  deprived  of  the  use  of  his  senses ;  then,  fixing  his  gaze 
on  Astarte's  eyes,  which  languidly  opened  once  more 
with  an  expression  in  which  confusion  was  mingled  with 
tenderness,  he  cried : 

"  O  immortal  powers,  who  preside  over  the  destinies  of 
feeble  mortals !  Do  ye  indeed  restore  to  me  Astarte  ?  At 
what  a  time,  in  what  a  place,  and  in  what  a  condition  do  I 
see  her  again ! " 

He  threw  himself  on  his  knees  before  Astarte,  and 
applied  his  forehead  to  the  dust  of  her  feet.  The  queen  of 
Babylon  lifted  him  up,  and  made  him  sit  beside  her  on  the 
bank  of  the  stream,  while  she  repeatedly  dried  her  eyes 
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from  which  tears  would  soon  begin  again  to  flow.  Twenty 
times  at  least  did  she  take  up  the  thread  of  the  discourse 
which  her  sighs  interrupted;  she  questioned  him  as  to 
what  strange  chance  brought  them  once  more  together, 
and  she  anticipated  his  answers  by  suddenly  asking  fresh 
questions.  She  began  to  relate  her  own  misfortunes,  and 
then  wished  to  know  those  of  Zadig.  At  last,  both  of 
them  haying  somewhat  appeased  the  tumult  of  their  souls, 
Zadig  told  her  in  a  few  words  how  it  came  to  pass  that  ho 
found  himself  in  that  meadow. 

"  But,  O  unhappy  and  honoured  queen !  how  is  it  that  I 
find  you  in  this  remote  spot,  clad  as  a  slave,  and  accom- 
panied by  other  women  slaves  who  are  searching  for  a 
cockatrice  to  be  stewed  in  rose-water  by  a  physician's 
order?" 

**  Whilst  they  are  looking  for  their  cockatrice  "  said  the 
fair  Astarte,  **  I  will  inform  you  of  all  that  I  have  suffered, 
and  for  how  much  I  have  ceased  to  blame  heaven  now  that 
I  see  you  again.  You  know  that  the  king,  my  husband, 
took  it  ill  that  you  were  the  most  amiable  of  all  men ;  and 
it  was  for  this  reason  that  he  one  night  took  the  resolution 
to  have  you  strangled  and  me  poisoned.  You  know  how 
heaven  permitted  my  little  mute  to  give  me  warning  of  His 
Sublime  Majesty's  orders.  Hardly  had  the  faithful  Cador 
forced  you  to  obey  me  and  to  go  away,  when  he  ventured 
to  enter  my  chamber  in  the  middle  of  the  night  by  a  secret 
passage.  He  carried  me  off,  and  brought  me  to  the  temple 
of  Qrmuzd,  where  his  brother,  the  magian,  shut  me  up  in  a 
gigantic  statue,  the  base  of  which  touches  the  foundations 
of  the  temple,  while  its  head  reaches  to  the  roof.  I  was  as 
it  were  buried  there,  but  waited  on  by  the  magian,  and  in 
want  of  none  of  the  necessaries  of  life.  Meanwhile  at  day- 
break His  Majesty's  apothecary  entered  my  chamber  with 
a  draught  compounded  of  henbane,  opium,  black  hellebore, 
and  aconite ;  and  another  official  went  to  your  apartment 


ZADI6»  OR  DESTINY.  121 

with  a  bowstring  of  blue  silk.  Both  places  were  foimd 
empty.  Cador,  the  better  to  deceive  him,  went  to  the 
king,  and  pretended  to  accuse  us  both.  He  said  that  jou 
had  taken  the  road  to  India,  and  that  I  had  gone  towards 
Memphis ;  so  officers  were  sent  after  each  of  us. 

The  messengers  who  went  in  search  of  me  did  not  know 
me  bj  sight,  for  I  had  hardly  ever  shown  my  face  to  any 
man  but  yourself,  and  that  in  my  husband's  presence  and 
by  his  command.  They  hastened  off  in  pursuit  of  me, 
guided  by  the  description  that  had  been  given  them  of  my 
person.  A  woman  of  much  the  same  height  as  myself, 
and  who  had,  it  may  be,  superior  charms,  presented  herself 
to  their  eyes  on  the  borders  of  Egypt.  She  was  evidently 
a  fugitive  and  in  distress ;  they  had  no  doubt  that  this 
woman  was  the  queen  of  Babylon,  and  they  brought  her  to 
Moabdar.  Their  mistake  at  first  threw  the  king  into  a 
violent  rage ;  but  ere  long,  taking  a  nearer  look  at  the 
woman,  he  perceived  that  she  was  very  beautiful,  which 
gave  him  some  consolation.  She  was  called  Missouf .  I 
have  been  told  since  that  the  name  signifies  in  the  Egyptian 
tongue  the  ca^ricums  beatdy.  Such  in  truth  she  was,  but 
she  had  as  much  artfulness  as  caprice.  She  pleased 
JHf  oabdar,  and  brought  him  into  subjection  to  such  a  degree 
that  she  made  him  declare  her  his  wife.  Thereupon  her 
character  developed  itself  in  all  its  extra vi^ance ;  she  fear- 
lessly gave  herself  up  to  every  foolish  freak  of  her  imagi- 
nation.  She  wished  to  compel  the  chief  of  the  magi,  who 
was  old  and  gouty,  to  dance  before  her;  and  when  he 
refused  she  persecuted  him  most  bitterly.  She  ordered 
her  master  of  the  horse  to  make  her  a  jam  tart.  In  vain 
did  the  master  of  the  horse  represent  to  her  that  he  was 
not  a  pastry  cook,  he  must  make  the  tart;  and  he  was 
driven  from  office  because  it  was  too  much  burned.  She 
gave  the  post  of  master  of  the  horse  to  her  dwarf,  and  the 
place  of  chancellor  to  a  page.    It  was  thus  that  she  governed  * 
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Babylon,  while  all  regretted  that  thej  had  lost  me.  The 
king,  who  had  been  a  tolerably  just  and  reasonable  man 
until  the  moment  when  he  had  determined  to  poison  me  and 
to  have  you  strangled,  seemed  now  to  have  drowned  his 
virtues  in  the  exorbitant  love  that  he  had  for  the  capricious 
beauty.  He  came  to  the  temple  on  the  great  day  of  the 
sacred  fire,  and  I  saw  him  implore  the  gods  on  behalf  of 
Missouf,  at  the  feet  of  the  image  in  which  I  was  confined. 
I  lifted  up  my  voice,  and  cried  aloud  to  him : 

"  *The  gods  reject  the  prayers  of  a  king  who  is  become 
a  tyrant,  who  has  been  minded  to  put  to  death  a  sensible, 
wife  to  marry  a  woman  of  the  most  extravagant  whims.' 

**  Moabdar  was  so  confounded  at  these  words,  that  his 
head  became  disordered.  The  oracle  that  I  had  delivered, 
and  Missouf  8  domineering  temper,  sufficed  to  deprive 
him  of  his  senses,  and  in  a  few  days  he  became  quite  mad. 

'*His  madness,  which  seemed  a  punishment  from  heaven, 
was  the  signal  for  revolt.  There  was  a  general  insurrec- 
tion, and  all  men  ran  to  take  up  arms.  Babylon,  so  long 
plunged  in  efl^eminate  idleness,  became  the  scene  of  a 
frightful  civil  war.  I  was  drawn  forth  from  the  cavity  of 
my  statue,  and  placed  at  the  head  of  one  party.  Cador 
hastened  to  Memphis,  to  bring  you  back  to  Babylon.  The 
prince  of  Hyrcania,  hearing  of  these  fatal  dissensions,  came 
back  with  his  army  to  form  a  third  party  in  Chaldea.  He 
attacked  the  king,  who  fled  before  him  with  his  wayward 
Egyptian.  Mpabdar  died  pierced  with  wounds,  and  Missouf 
fell  into  the  hands  of  the  conqueror.  It  was  my  misfor- 
tune to  be  myself  taken  prisoner  by  a  party  of  Hyrcanians, 
and  I  was  brought  before  the  prince  at  precisely  the  same 
time  as  they  were  bringing  in  Missouf.  Tou  will  be  pleased, 
no  doubt,  to  hear  that  the  prince  thought  me  more  beau- 
tiful than  the  Egyptian ;  but  you  will  be  sorry  to  learn 
that  he  destined  me  for  his  harem.  He  told  me  very 
decidedly  that  as  soon  as  he  should  have  finished  a  military 
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expeditioii  which  he  was  about  to  undertake,  he  would 
oome  and  keep  me  companj.  Tou  maj  fsjicj  mj  distress ! 
The  tie  that  bound  me  to  Moabdar  was  broken,  and  I 
might  haye  been  Zadig's,  if  this  barbarian  had  not  cast 
his  chains  around  me.  I  answered  him  with  all  the  pride 
that  mj  rank  and  my  resentment  gave  me.  I  had  always 
heard  it. said  that  heayen  has  connected  with  persons  of 
mj  condition  a  greatness  of  character,  which,  with  a  word 
or  a  look,  can  reduce  the  presumptuous  to  a  humble  sense 
of  that  deep  respect  which  thej  haye  dared  to  disregard. 
I  spoke  like  a  queen,  but  found  myself  treated  like  a 
domestic.  The  Hjrcanian,  without  deigning  to  address 
to  me  eyen  a  smgle  word,  told  his  black  eunuch  that  I  was 
a  saucy  minx,  but  that  he  thought  me  pretty ;  so  he  bade 
him  take  care  of  me,  and  subject  me  to  the  diet  of  his 
fiiYOurites,  that  I  might  recover  my  complexion,  and  be 
rendered  more  worthy  of  his  favours  by  the  time  that  he 
might  find  it  conyenient  to  honour  me  with  them.  I  told 
him  that  I  woidd  sooner  kill  myself ;  he  answered,  laugh- 
ing, that  there  was  no  fear  of  that,  and  that  he  was  used 
to  such  displays  of  affectation ;  whereupon  he  left  me  like 
a  man  who  has  just  put  a  parrot  into  his  aviary.  What  a 
state  of  things  for  the  first  queen  in  all  the  world, 
— ^I  will  say  more,  for  a  heart  which  was  devoted  to 
Zadig!" 

At  these  words  he  threw  himself  at  her  knees,  and 
bathed  them  with  tears.  Astarte  raised  him  tenderly,  and 
continued  thus : 

"  I  saw  myself  in  the  power  of  a  barbarian,  and  a  rival 
of  the  crazy  woman  who  was  my  fellow-prisoner.  She  told 
me  what  had  befallen  her  in  Egypt.  I  conjectured  from 
the  description  she  gave  of  your  person,  from  the  time  of 
the  occurrence,  from  the  dromedary  on  which  you  were 
mounted,  and  from  all  the  circumstances  of  the  case,  that 
it  was  Zadig  who  had  fought  on  her  behalf.     I  had  no 
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doubt  that  jou  were  at  Memphis,  and  resolved  to  betake 
myself  thither. 

'* '  Beautiful  Missouf /  said  I,  '  you  are  much  more  pleas- 
ing than  I  am,  and  will  entertain  the  prince  of  Hjrcania 
far  better  than  I  can  do.  Help  me  to  effect  my  escape ; 
you  will  then  reign  alone,  and  render  me  happy  in  ridding 
yourself  of  a  rival.' 

''Missouf  arranged  with  me  the  means  of  my  flight,  and 
I  departed  secretly  with  an  Egyptian  woman  slave. 

"  I  had  nearly  reached  Arabia,  when  a  notorious  robber, 
named  Arbogad,  carried  me  off,  and  sold  me  to  some  mer- 
chants, who  brought  me  to  this  castle  where  the  lord  Ogul 
resides.  He  bought  me  without  knowing  who  I  was.  He 
is  a  man  of  pleasure  whose  only  object  in  life  is  good  cheer, 
and  who  is  convinced  that  God  has  sent  him  into  the  world 
to  sit  at  table.  He  is  excessively  fat,  and  is  constantly  on 
the  point  of  suffocation.  His  physician,  in  whom  he 
believes  little  enough  when  his  digestion  is  all  right,  exerts 
a  despotic  sway  over  him  whenever  he  has  eaten  too  much. 
He  has  persuaded  him  that  he  can  cure  him  with  a 
cockatrice  stewed  in  rose-water.  The  lord  Ogul  has  pro- 
mised his  hand  to  whichever  of  his  female  slaves  shall 
bring  him  a  cockatrice.  You  see  how  I  leave  them  to  vie 
with  one  another  in  their  eagerness  to  win  this  honour, 
for,  since  heaven  has  permitted  me  to  see  you  again,  I 
have  less  desire  than  ever  to  find  this  cockatrice." 

Then  Astarte  and  Zadig  gave  expression  to  all  that 
tender  feelings  long  repressed, — all  that  their  love  and  mis- 
fortunes  could  inspire  in  hearts  most  generous  and  ardent ; 
and  the  genii  who  preside  over  love  carried  their  vows  to 
the  orb  of  Venus. 

The  women  returned  to  Ogul's  castle  without  having 
found  anything.  Zadig,  having  obtained  an  introduction, 
addressed  him  to  this  effect : 

"  May  immortal  health  descend  from  heaven  to  guard 
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and  keep  you  all  your  days !  I  am  a  physician ,  and  am  come 
to  you  in  haste  on  hearing  the  report  of  your  sickness,  and 
I  have  brought  you  a  cockatrice  stewed  in  rose-water.  I 
have  no  matrimonial  intentions  with  regard  to  you ;  I  only 
ask  for  the  release  of  a  young  female  slave  from  Babylon, 
who  has  been  several  days  in  your  possession,  and  I  con- 
sent to  remain  in  bondage  in  her  place,  if  I  have  not  the 
happiness  of  curing  the  magnificent  lord  Ogul." 

The  proposal  was  accepted.  Astarte  set  out  for  Babylon 
with  Zadig's  servant,  having  promised  to  send  him  a  mes- 
senger immediately  to  inform  him  of  all  that  might  have 
happened.  Their  parting  was  as  tender  as  their  unex- 
pected recognition.  The  moment  of  separation  and  the 
moment  of  meeting  again  are  the  two  most  important 
epochs  of  life,  as  is  written  in  the  great  book  of  Zenda- 
vesta.  Zadig  loved  the  queen  as  much  as  he  swore  he  did, 
and  the  queen  loved  Zadig  more  than  she  professed  to  do. 

Meanwhile  Zadig  spoke  thus  to  Ogul : 

''  My  lord,  my  cockatrice  is  not  to  be  eaten,  all  its  virtue 
must  enter  into  you  through  the  pores.  I  have  put  it  into 
a  little  leathern  case,  well  blown  out,  and  covered  with  a 
fine  skin ;  you  must  strike  this  case  of  leather  as  hard  as 
you  can,  and  I  must  send  it  back  each  time ;  a  few  days 
of  this  treatment  will  show  you  what  my  art  can  do."  * 

The  first  day  Ogul  was  quite  out  of  breath,  and  thought 
that  he  should  die  of  fatigue.  The  second  day  he  was  less 
exhausted,  and  slept  better.  In  a  week's  time  he  had 
gained  all  the  strength,  health,  lightness,  and  good  spirits 
of  his  most  robust  years. 

'*  Tou  have  played  at  ball,  and  you  have  been  temperate," 
said  Zadig;  "believe  me,  there  is  no  such  creature  in 
nature  as  a  cockatrice,  but  with  temperance  and  exercise 

^  Compare  the  story  of  the  Grecian  king  and  the  sage  Durban  in 
the  "  Arabian  Nights'  Entertainment." 
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one  is  always  well,  and  the  art  of  combining  intemperance 
and  health  is  as  chimerical  as  the  philosopher's  stone, 
judicial  astrology,  and  the  theology  of  the  magi." 

Ogul's  former  physician,  perceiying  how  dangerous  this 
man  was  to  the  cause  of  medicine,  conspired  with  his  pri- 
vate apothecary  to  despatch  Zadig  to  hunt  for  cockatrices  in 
the  other  world.  Thus,  after  having  already  been  punished 
so  often  for  having  done  good,  he  was  again  nearly  perish- 
ing for  having  healed  a  gluttonous  nobleman.  He  was 
invited  to  a  grand  dinner,  and  was  to  have  been  poisoned 
during  the  second  course ;  but  whilst  they  were  at  the  first 
he  received  a  message  from  the  fair  Astarte,  at  which  he 
left  the  table,  and  took  his  departure.  "  When  one  is 
loved  by  a  beautiful  woman,"  says  the  great  Zoroaster, 
**  one  is  always  extricated  out  of  every  scrape." 


CHAPTEE  XIX. 

THE      TOURNAMENT. 

'T'HE  queen  had  been  received  at  Babylon  with  the 
^  enthusiasm  which  is  always  shown  for  a  beautiful 
princess  who  has  been  unfortunate.  Babylon  at  that  time 
seemed  more  peaceful.  The  prince  of  Hyrcania  had  been 
killed  in  a  battle ;  and  the  victorious  Babylonians  declared 
that  Astarte  should  marry  the  man  whom  they  might  elect 
for  monarch.  They  did  not  desire  that  the  first  position 
in  the  world,  namely,  that  of  being  husband  of  Astarte  and 
king  of  Babylon,  should  depend  upon  intrigues  and  cabals. 
They  took  an  oath  to  acknowledge  as  their  king  the  man 
whom  they  should  find  bravest  and  wisest.  Spacious  lists, 
surrounded  by  an  amphitheatre  splendidly  decorated,  were 
formed  at  a  distance  of  several  leagues  from  the  city.  The 
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oomliataiits  were  to  repair  thither  armed  at  all  points. 
Each  of  them  had  separate  quarters  behind  the  amphi- 
theatre,  where  he  was  to  be  neither  seen  nor  Tisited  by 
anyone.  It  was  necessary  to  enter  the  lists  four  times, 
and  those  who  should  be  successful  enough  to  defeat  four 
cavaliers  were  thereupon  to  fight  against  each  other,  and 
the  one  who  should  finally  remain  master  of  the  field 
should  be  proclaimed  victor  of  the  tournament.  He  was 
to  return  four  days  afterwards  with  the  same  arms,  and 
try  to  solve  the  riddles  which  the  magi  would  propound. 
If  he  could  not  solve  the  riddles,  he  was  not  to  be  king, 
and  it  would  be  necessary  to  b^in  the  jousts  over  again, 
until  a  knight  should  be  found  victorious  in  both  sorts  of 
contest ;  for  they  wished  to  have  a  king  braver  and  wiser 
than  any  other  man.  The  queen,  during  all  this  time, 
was  to  be  strictly  guarded;  she  was  only  allowed  to  be^ 
present  at  the  games  covered  with  a  veil,  and  she  was  not- 
permitted  to  speak  to  any  of  the  competitors,  in  order  to 
avoid  either  favouritism  or  injustice. 

This  was  the  inteUigenoe  that  Astarte  sent  her  lover, 
hoping  that  for  her  sake  he  would  display  greater  valour 
and  wisdom  than  anyone  else.  So  he  took  his  departure, 
entreating  Venus  to  fortify  his  courage  and  enlighten  his 
mind.  He  arrived  on  the  banks  of  the  Euphrates  the 
evening  before  the  great  day,  and  caused  his  device  to  be 
inscribed  among  those  of  the  combatants,  concealing  his 
countenance  and  his  name,  as  the  law  required.  Then  he 
went  to  take  repose  in  the  lodging  that  was  assigned  him 
by  lot.  His  friend  Cador,  who  had  returned  to  Babylon, 
after  having  vainly  searched  for  him  in  Egypt,  despatched 
to  his  quarters  a  complete  suit  of  armour  which  was  the 
queen^s  present.  He  also  sent  him,  on  her  behalf,  the 
finest  steed  in  Persia.  Zadig  recognised  the  hand  of 
Astarte  in  these  gifts ;  his  courage  and  his  love  gained 
thereby  new  energy  and  new  hopes. 
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On  the  morrow,  the  queen  having  taken  her  place  under 
a  jewelled  canopy,  and  the  amphitheatre  being  filled  with 
ladies  and  persons  of  eyerj  rank  in  Babylon,  the  com- 
batants appeared  in  the  arena.  Each  of  them  came  and 
laid  his  device  at  the  feet  of  the  grand  magian.  The 
devices  were  drawn  by  lot,  and  Zadig's  happened  to  be  the 
last.  The  first  who  advanced  was  a  very  rich  lord  named 
Itobad,  exceedingly  vain,  but  with  little  courage,  skill,  or 
judgment.  His  servants  had  persuaded  him  that  such  a 
man  as  he  ought  to  be  king ;  and  he  had  answered  them : 
"  Such  a  man  as  I  ought  to  reign.'*  So  they  had  armed 
him  from  head  to  foot.  He  had  golden  armour  enamelled 
with  green,  a  green  plume,  and  a  lance  decked  with  green 
ribbons.  It  was  evident  at  once,  from  the  manner  in 
which  Itobad  managed  his  horse,  that  it  was  not  for  such 
a  man  as  he  that  heaven  reserved  the  sceptre  of  Babylon. 
The  first  knight  who  tilted  against  him  unhorsed  him ;  the 
second  upset  him  so  that  he  lay  on  his  horse's  crupper 
with  both  his  legs  in  the  air  and  arms  extended.  Itobad 
recovered  his  seat,  but  in  such  an  ungainly  fashion  that  all 
the  spectators  b^an  to  laugh.  The  third  did  not  con- 
descend to  use  his  lance,  but  after  making  a  pass  at  him, 
took  him  by  the  right  leg,  turned  him  half  round,  and  let 
him  drop  on  the  sand.  The  squires  of  the  tourney  ran  up 
to  him  laughing,  and  replaced  him  on  his  saddle.  The 
fourth  combatant  seized  him  by  the  left  leg,  and  made  him 
fall  on  the  other  side.  He  was  accompanied  with  loud 
jeers  to  his  quarters,  where  he  was  to  pass  the  night 
according  to  the  law  of  the  games;  and  he  said  as  he 
limped  along  with  difficulty:  "What  an  experience  for 
such  a  man  as  I ! " 

The  other  knights  acquitted  themselves  better.  There 
were  some  who  defeated  two  antagonists  one  after  the 
other,  a  few  went  as  far  as  three,  but  the  prince  Otame 
was  the  only  one  who  conquered  four.    At  last  Zadig  tilted 
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ifthistom;  he  unseated  four  cavaliers  in  sacoeesiott  in  Uie 
most  graceful  manner  possiUe.  It  then  remained  to  be 
seen  whether  Otame  or  Zadig  would  be  the  victor.  Hie 
arms  of  the  former  were  blue  and  goLd,  with  a  phime  of 
the  same  colour,  while  those  of  Zadig  were  white.  The 
sjmpaihies  of  all  were  divided  between  the  knight  in  blue 
and  the  knight  in  white.  The  queen,  whose  heart  was 
throbbing  violentlj,  put  up  prayers  to  heaven  that  the 
white  might  be  the  winning  colour. 

The  two  champions  made  passes  and  wheeled  round  with 
such  agOitj,  thej  delivered  such  dexterous  thrusts,  and  sat 
so  firmly  on  their  saddles,  that  all  the  spectators,  except 
the  queen,  wished  that  there  might  be  two  kings  in 
Babylon.  At  last,  their  chargers  being  exhausted,  and 
their  lances  broken,  Zadig  had  recourse  to  this  stratagem : 
he  steps  behind  the  blue  prince,  leaps  upon  the  crupper  of 
his  horse,  seizes  him  by  the  waist,  hurls  him  down,  takes 
his  place  in  the  saddle,  and  prances  round  Otame,  as  he 
lies  stretched  upon  the  ground.  AH  the  amphitheatre 
shouts :  "  Yictory  to  the  white  cavalier ! "  Otame  rises, 
indignant  at  his  disgrace,  and  draws  his  sword;  Zadig 
springs  off  the  horse's  back,  sabre  in  hand.  Then,  lo  and 
behold !  both  of  them  on  foot  in  the  arena  begin  a  new 
conflict,  in  which  strength  and  agility  by  turns  prevail. 
The  plumes  of  their  helmets,  the  rivets  of  their  arm-pieces, 
the  links  of  their  armour,  fly  far  afield  under  a  thousand 
rapid  blows.  With  point  and  edge  they  thrust  and  cut,  to 
right  and  left,  now  on  the  head,  and  now  on  the  chest ; 
they  retreat,  they  advance,  they  measure  swords,  they  come 
to  dose  quarters,  they  wrestle,  they  twine  like  serpents, 
they  attack  each  other  like  lions ;  sparks  are  sent  forth 
every  moment  from  their  clashing  swords.  At  last  Zadig, 
recovering  his  coolness  for  an  instant,  stops,  makes  a  feint, 
and  then  rushes  upon  Otame,  brings  him  to  the  ground, 
and  disarms  him,  when  the  vanquished  prince  exclaims : 
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VO  -white    cavalier!    you  it  is  who  should    reign  over 
Babylon." 

The  queen's  joy  was  at  its  climax.  The  cavalier  in  blue 
and  the  cavalier  in  white  were  conducted  each  to  bis  own 
lodging,  as  well  as  all  the  others,  in  due  accordance  with 
the  law.  Mutes  came  to  attend  them  a'nd  to  bring  them 
food.  It  may  be  easily  guessed  that  the  queen's  little 
mute  was  the  one  who  waited  on  Zadig.  Then  they  were 
left  to  sleep  alone  until  the  morning  of  the  next  day, 
when  the  conqueror  was  to  bring  his  device  to  the  grand 
magian  to  be  compared  with  the  roll,  and  to  make  himself 
known. 

I  In  spite  of  his  love  Zadig  slept  soundly  enough,  so 
tired  was  he.  Itobad,  who  lay  near  him,  did  not  sleep  a 
wink.  He  rose  in  the  night,  entered  Zadig's  quarters, 
took  away  his  white  arms  and  his  device,  and  left  his  own 
green  armour  in  their  place.  As  soon  as  it  was  dd;y light, 
he  went  up  boldly  to  the  grand  magian,  and'  announced 
that  such  a  man  as  he  was  victor.  This  was  unexpected, 
but  his  success  was  proclaimed  while  Zadig  was  stiU  asleep. 
Astarte^  surprised,  and  with  despair  at  her  heart,  returned 
to  Babylon.  The  whole  amphitheatre  was  already  almost 
empty  when  Zadig  awoke ;  he  looked  for  his  arms,  and 
found  only  the  green  armour.  He  was  obliged  to  put  it 
on,  having  nothing  else  near  him.  Astonished  and  indig- 
nant, he  armed  himself  in  a  rage,  and  stepped  forth  in 
that  guise. 

All  the  people  -who  were  left  in  the  amphitheatre  and 
arena  greeted  him  with  jeers.  They  pressed  round  him, 
and  insulted  him  to  his  face.  Never  did  man  endure  such 
bitter  mortification.  He  lost  patience,  and  with  his  drawn 
sword  dispersed  t.he  mob  which  dared  to  molest  him;  but 
he  knew  not  what  course  to  adopt.  He  could  not  see  the 
queen,  nor  could  he  lay  claim  to  the  white  armour  which 
she  had  sent  him,  without  compromising  her ;   so  that. 
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while  she  was  plunged  in  grief,  he  was  tortured  with 
rage  and  perplexity.  He  walked  along  the  banks  of  the 
Euphrates,  convinoed  that  his  star  had  marked  him  out 
for  inevitable  misery,  reviewing  in  his  mind  all  the  mis- 
fortunes he  had  suffered,  since  his  experience  of  the  woman 
who  hated  one-eyed  men  up  to  this  present  loss  of  his 
armour. 

"  See  what  comes,"  said  he,  "  of  awaking  too  late;  if  I 
had  slept  less,  I  should  now  be  king  of  Babylon  and 
husband  of  Astarte.  Knowledge,  conduct,  and  courage 
have  never  served  to  bring  me  anything  but  trouble." 

At  last,  murmurs  against  Providence  escaped  him,  and 
he  was  tempted  to  believe  that  the  world  was  governed  by 
a  cruel  destiny,  which  02>pressed  the  good,  and  brought 
prosperity  to  cavaliers  in  green.  One  of  his  worst  griev- 
ances was  to  be  obliged  to  wear  that  green  armour  which 
drew  such  ridicule  upon  him ;  and  he  sold  it  to  a  passing 
merchant  at  a  low  price,  taking  in  exchange  from  the  mer- 
chant a  gown  and  a  nightcap.  In  this  garb  he  paced  be- 
side the  Euphrates,  filled  with  despair,  and  secretly  accusing 
Providence  for  always  persecuting  him. 


CHAPTER  XX. 

THE   HEKMIT.^ 

Tl /"HILE  walking  thus,  Zadig  met  a  hermit,  whose  white 

^^    and  venerable  beard  descended  to  his  girdle.    He 

held  in  his  hand  a  book  which  he  was  reading  attentively. 

Zadig  stopped,  and  made  him  a  profound  obeisance.    The 

^  This  version  of  a  moral  tale,  familiar  to  the  English  reader 
from  Parneirs  "Hermit,"  has  a  source  at  least  as  ancient  as  the 
mediaeval  "  Gesta  Romanorum." 
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hermit  returned  his  salutation  with  an  air  so  noble  and 
attractive,  that  Zadig  had  the  curiosity  to  enter  into  con- 
versation with  him.  He  asked  him  what  book  he  was 
readily. 

"It  is  the  book  of  destiny,"  said  the  hermit;  "do  you 
desire  to  read  at^ht  therein  Y  " 

He  placed  the  book  in  Zadig*s  hands,  but  he,  learned  as 
he  was  in  several  languages,  could  not  decipher  a  single 
character  in  the  book.    This  increased  his  curiosity  yet  more. 

**  You  seem  to  me  much  vexed,"  said  the  good  father. 

"Alas!  and  with  only  too  much  reason!"  answered 
Zadig. 

"  If  you  will  allow  me  to  accompany  you,"  rejoined  the 
old  man,  "perhaps  I  may  be  of  service  to  you;  I  have 
sometimes  poured  consolation  into  the  sotds  of  the  uin- 
happy.*' 

The  hermit's  aspect,  his  beard,  and  his  book,  inspired 
Zadig  with  respect.  He  found  in  conversing  with  him  the 
light  of  a  superior  mind.  The  hermit  spoke  of  destiny,  of 
justice,  of  morality,  of  the  chief  good,  of  human  frailty, 
of  virtue,  and  of  vice,  with  an  eloquence  so  lively  and 
.touching,  that  Zadig  felt  himself  drawn  towards  him  by 
an  irresistible  charm.  He  earnestly  besought  him  not  to 
leave  him,  until  they  should  return  to  Babylon. 

"  I  myself  ask  the  same  favour  of  you,"  said  the  old 
man;  "  swear  to  me  by  Orihuzd  that  you  will  not  part  from 
me  for  some  days  to  come,  whatever  I  may  do." 

Zadig  swore  not  to  do  so,  and  they  set  out  together. 

The  two  travellers  arrived  that  evening  at  a  magnificent 
';astle,  where  the  hermit  craved  hospitality  for  himself  and 
for  the  young  man  who  accomp9>nied  him.  The  porter, 
who  might  have  been  taken  for  a  distinguished  nobleman, 
introduced  them  with  a  sort  of  disdainful  politeness; 
They  were  presented  to  one  of  the  principal  domestics, 
who  showed  them  the  master's  splendid  apartments.    They 
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•were  admitted  to  the  lower  end  of  his  table,  without  being 
honoured  even  with  a  look  from  the  lord  of  the  castle ;  but 
they  were  served  like  the  others,  with  elegance  and  pro- 
fusion. A  golden  bowl  studded  with  emeralds  and  rubies 
was  afterwards  brought  them,  wherein  to  wash  their  hands. 
For  the  night  they  were  consigned  to  fine  sleeping  apart- 
ments, and  in  the  morning  a  servant  brought  each  of  them 
a  piece  of  gold,  after  which  they  were  courteously  dis- 
missed. 

'*  The  master  of  the  house,"  said  Zadig,  when  they  wer^' 
again  on  their  way,  '*  seems  to  me  to  be  a  generous  man, 
but  a  little  too  proud ;  he  practises  a  noble  hospitality." 

As  he  said  these  words,  he  perceived  that  a  very  wide 
sort  of  pocket  which  the  hermit  was  wearing  appeared 
stretched  and  stuffed  out,  and  he  caught  sight  of  the  golden 
bowl  adorned  with  precious  stones,  which  the  hermit  had 
stolen.  He  did  not  at  first  venture  to  take  any  notice  of 
it,  but  he  experienced  a  strange  surprise. 

Towards  midday,  the  hermit  presented  himself  at  the 
door  of  a  very  smaJl  house,  inhabited  by  a  very  rich  miser, 
of  whoifi  he  begged  hospitable  entertainment  for  a  few 
hours.  An  old  servant,  meanly  clad,  received  them  roughly, 
and  conducted  the  hermit  and  Zadig  to  the  stable,  where 
some  rotten  olives,  mouldy  bread,  and  sour  beer  were 
given  them.  The  hermit  ate  and  drank  with  as  contented 
an  air  as  on  the  evening  before ;  then,  turning  to  the  old 
servant  who  was  watching  them  both  to  see  that  they  stole 
nothing,  and  who  kept  urging  them  to  go,  he  gave  him 
the  two  pieces  of  gold  which  he  had  received  that  morning, 
and  thanked  him  for  aU  his  attentions. 

"Pray,"  added  he,  "let  me  speak  a  word  to  your 
master." 

The  astonished  servant  introduced  the  two  strangers. 

"  Magnificent  lord,"  said  the  hermit,  "  I  cannot  refrain 
from  offering  you  my  most  humble  thanks  for  the  noble 
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manner  in  which  you  liave  treated  us ;  deign  to  accept  thiar 
golden  bowl  as  a  slight  token  of  my  gratitude." 

The  miser  almost  fell  backward  from  his  seat,  but  the 
hermit,  not  giving  him  time  to  recover  from  his  sudden 
surprise,  departed  with  his  young  companion  as  quickly  as 
possible. 

"  Father,"  said  Zadig,  "  what  is  all  this  that  I  see  ?  You 
do  not  seem  to  me  to  resemble  other  men  in  anything  that 
you  do ;  you  steal  a  bowl  adorned  with  precious  stones 
from  a  nobleman  who  entertained  you  sumptuously,  and 
you  give  it  to  a  miser  who  treats  you  with  indignity." 

".My  son,"  replied  the  old  man,  "  that  pompous  person, 
who  entertains  strangers  only  out  of  vanity,  and  to  excite 
admiration  of  his  riches,  wiU  learn  a  needful  lesson,  while 
the  miser  will  be  taught  to  practise  hospitality;  be  aston- 
ished at  nothing,  and  follow  me." 

Zadig  was  still  uncertain  whether  he  had  to  do  with  a 
man  more  foolish  or  more  wise  than  all  other  men ;  but 
the  hermit  spoke  with  a  tone  of  such  superiority,  that 
Zadig,  bound  besides  by  his  oath,  felt  constrained  to  follow 
him. 

In  the  evening  they  arrived  at  a  house  built  in  a  pleas- 
ing but  simple  style,  where  nothing  betokened  either  prodi- 
gality or  avarice.  The  master,  was  a  philosopher  who, 
retired  from  the  world,  pursued  in  peace  the  study  of  wis- 
dom and  virtue,  and  who,  nevertheless,  felt  life  no  tedious 
burden.  It  had  pleased  him  to  build  this  retreat,  into 
which  he  welcomed  strangers  with  a  generosity  which  was 
:(ree.  from  ostentation.  He  went  himself  to  meet  the 
travellers,  and  ushered  them  iitto  a  comfortable  apartment, 
where  he  first  left  them  to  repose  awhile.  Some  time 
afterwards  he  came  in  person  to  invite  them  to  a  clean 
and  well-cooked  meal,  during  which  he  spoke  with  great 
good  sense  about  the  latest  revolutions  in  Babylon.  He 
seemed  sincerely  attached  to  the  queen,  and  expressed  i- 
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wish  that  Zadig  had  appeared  in  the  lists  as  a  competitor 
for  the  crown. 

"But  mankind,"  added  he,  "do  not  deserve  to  have  a 
kiiig  like  Zadig.'* 

The  latter  blushed,  and  felt  his  disappointment  return 
with  double  force.  In  the  course  of  conversation  it  was 
generally,  agreed  that  inatters  in  this  world  do  not  always 
fall  out  as  the  wisest  men  would  wish.  The  hermit  main- 
tained throughout  that  we  are  ignorant  of  the  ways  of  Pro- 
vidence, and  that  men  are  wrong  in  judging  of  the  whole  by 
the  very  smadl  part  which  alone  they  are  able  to  perceive. 

They  spoke  of  the  passions.  "  Ah  !  how  fatal  they  are ! " 
said  Zadig. 

^  **  They  are  the  winds  that  swell  the  sails  of  the  vessel," 
rq)lied  the  hermit ;  **  they  sometimes  sink  the  vessel,  but 
it  could  not  make  way  without  them.  The  bile  makes 
menlholeric  and  sick,  but  without  the  bile  they  could  not 
live.  Everything  here  below  has  its  danger,  and  yet  every^ 
thing  is  necessary." 

Then  they  spoke  of.  pleasure,  and  the  hermit  proved  that 
it  is  a  gift  of  the  Deity. 

"  For,"  said  he,  **  man  can  give  himself  neither  sensation 
nor  idea,  he  receives  them  all ;  pain  and  pleasure  conie  to 
him  from  without  like  his  very  existence." 

Zadig  marvelled  how  a  man  who  had  acted  so  extrava^ 
gantly  could  argue  so  well.  At  length,  after  a  discourse 
as  profitable  as  it  was  agreeable,  their  host  conducted  the 
two  travellers  back  to  their  apartment,  blessing  heaven  for 
having  sent  him  two  men  so  virtuous  and  so  wise ;  and  he 
offered  them  money  in  a  frank  and  easy  manner  that  could 
give  no  offence.  The  hermit,  however,  refused  it,  and  told 
him  that  he  must  now  take  leave  of  him,  as  he  purposed 
departing  for  Babylon  before  morning.  Their  parting  was 
affectionate,  Zadig  especially  felt  full  of  esteem  and.  love 
for  so  amiable  a  man.  : 
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When  the  hennit  and  he  were  alone  in  their  chamber* 
thej  passed  a  long  time  in  praising  their  host.  The  old 
man  at  daybreak  awoke  his  comrade. 

"We  must  start,"  said  he,  "while  all  the  household  is 
asleep.  I  wish  to  leave  this  man  a  token  of  my  regard 
and  affection." 

Saying  these  words,  he  seized  a  light,  and  set  fire  to  the 
house.  Zadig  uttered  a  cry  of  horror,  and  would  fain  have 
prevented  him  from  committing  so  dreadful  a  deed,  but 
the  hermit  dragged  him  away  by  superior  force,  and  the 
house  was  soon  in  flames.  The  hermit,  who  was  now  at 
a  safe  distance  with  his  companion,  calmly  watched  it 
burning. 

**  Thank  God ! "  said  he ;  "  there  goes  the  house  of  my 
dear  host,  destroyed  from  basement  to  roof!  Happy 
man!" 

At  these  words  Zadig  was  tempted  at  once  to  burst  out 
laughing,  to  overwhelm  the  reverend  father  with  re- 
proaches, to  beat  him,  and  to  fly  from  him ;  but  he  did 
none  of  these  things;  still  overawed  by  the  hermit's 
dominating  influence,  he  followed  him  in  spite  of  himself 
to  their  last  quarters  for  the  night. 

It  was  at  the  house  of  a  charitable  and  virtuous  widow, 
who  had  a  nephew  fourteen  years  of  age,  full  of  engaging 
qualities,  and  her  only  hope.  She  did  the  honours  of  her 
house  as  well  as  she  could,  and  on  the  morrow  she  bade 
her  nephew  conduct  the  travellers  as  far  as  a  bridge  which, 
having  broken  down  a  short  time  before,  was  now  danger- 
ous to  cross.  The  lad  walked  before  them  with  alacrity. 
When  they  were  on  the  bridge,  the  hennit  said  to  the 
youth : 

"  Come,  I  must  prove  my  gratitude  to  your  aunt." 

Then  he  seized  him  by  the  hair,  and  threw  him  into  the 
river.  The  boy  sank,  rose  for  a  moment  above  the  water» 
and  was  then  swallowed  up  by  the  torrent. 
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"  O  monster !  Most  wicked  of  all  mankind !  '*  exdaimed 
Zadig. 

"You  promised  to  be  more  patient,"  said  the  hermit, 
interrupting  him.  "  Enow  that  under  the  ruins  of  that 
house  to  which  ProYidence  set  fire,  the  master  has  found 
an  immense  treasure;  and  that  this  youth,  whose  neck 
ProYidence  has  twisted,^  would  have  mturdered  his  aunt 
within  a  jear,  and  yourself  within  two." 

'*  SaYi^,  who  told  you  so  t "  cried  Zadig ;  "  and  though 
you  may  hare  read  this  eyent  in  your  book  of  destiny,  are 
you  allowed  to  drown  a  child  who  has  done  you  no 
harm?" 

While  the  Babylonian  was  speaking,  he  perceived  that 
the  old  man  had  no  longer  a  beard,  and  that  his  counte- 
nance assumed  the  features  of  youth.  The  habit  of  a  her- 
mit disappeai'ed ;  four  beautiful  wings  covered  a  form* 
majestic  and  glittering  with  light. 

'^O  messenger  from  heaven!  Divine  angel!"  cried 
Zadig,  &lling  on  his  knees ;  "  art  thou  then  descended  from 
the  empyrean  to  teach  a  feeble  mortal  to  submit  to  the 
eternal  decrees  ?  " 

*'  Mankind,"  said  the  angel  Jesrad,  *'  judge  of  everything 
when  knowing  nothing ;  of  all  men  you  were  the  one  who 
most  deserved  fo  be  enlightened." 

Zadig  asked  if  he  might  have  permission  to  speak. 

•*  I  distrust  myself,"  said  he,  "  but  may  I  venture  to  ask 
thee  to  resolve  my  doubt?  Would  i^  not  have  been  better 
to  have  corrected  this  youth,  and  to  have  rendered  him 
virtuous^  than  to  drown  him  ?  " 

■  The  phrase  would  have  been  more  appropriate  if  Voltaire  had 
followed  Parnell's  version  of  this  incident. 

"  Before  the  pilgrims  part,  the  younger  crept 
Near  the  closed  cradle  where  an  infant  slept, 
And  writhed  his  neck,"  etc. 

("The  Hermit,"  11.  150.153.) 


133'  VOLTAIRE'S  TALES/ 

Jesrad  aiiswered:  ''If  he  had  lyeeu.  virtuous,  and,  had 
continued  to  live,  it  would  have  been  his  destiny  to  be 
murdered  himself,  together  with  the  wife  he  was  to  many, 
and  the  son  whom  she  was  to  bear." 

"  What ! "  said  Zadig,  "  is  it  inevitable  then  that  there 
should  be  crimes  and  misfortunes  ?  The  misfortunes  too, 
fall  upon  the  good ! " 

"The  wicked,"  answered  Jesrad,  "are  always  unhappy  ; 
they  serve  to  try  a  small  number  of  righteous  men  scattered 
over  the  earth,  and  there  is  no  evil  from  which  some  good 
does  not  spring." 

"  But,"  said  Zadig,  "  what  if  there  were  only  g6od»  and 
Ho  evil  at  all?" 

"  Then,"  answered  Jesrad,  "  this  earth  would  be  another 
world,  the  chain  of  events  would  be  ordered  by  wisdom  of 
another  kind ;  and  this  order,  which  would  be  perfect,  can 
only  exist  in  the  eternal  abode  of  the  Supreme  Being, 
which  evil  cannot  approach.  He  has  created  millions  of 
worlds,  not  one  of  which  can  resemble  another*  This 
boundless  variety  is  an  attribute  of  His  boundless  power. 
There  are  not  two  leaves  of  a  tree  upon  this  earth,  nor  two 
globes  in  the  infinite  fields  of  heaven,  which  are  alike,  and 
everything  that  you  see  on  this  little  atom  where  you  have 
been  bom  must  fill  its  own  place,  and  exist  in  its  own  fixed 
time,  according  to  the  immutable  decrees  of  Him  who 
embraces  all.  Men  think  that  this  child  who  has  just 
])erished  fell  into  the  water  by  accident,  that  it  was  by 
accident  likewise  that  that  house  was  burned ;  but  there  is 
no  such  thing  as  accident;  all  that  takes,  place  is  either  a 
trial,  or  a  punishment,  or  a  reward,  or  a  providential  dis- 
pensation. Eemember  that  fisherman  who  deemed  himself 
the  most  miserable  of  men.  Ormuzd  sent  you  to  change 
his  destiny.  Feeble  mortal,  cease  to  dispute  against  that 
which  it  is  your  duty  to  adore." 

"  But,"  said  Zad;^^ 
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•As  the  word  was  on  his  lips,  the  angel  wfts  already  wing« 
ing  his  waj  towards  the  tenth  sphere.  Zadig  on  his  knees 
adored  ProTidenee,  and  was  resigned.  The  angel  cried  to 
him  from  on  high : 

"  Take  jour  way  towards  Babylon." 


CHAPTER  XXL 

THE   BIDDLES. 

7ADIG,  in  a  state  of  bewilderment,  and  like  a  man  at 
^^  whose  side  the  lightning  has  fallen,  walked  on  at 
random.  He  entered  Babylon  on  the  day  when  those  who 
had  contended  in  the  list«  were  already  assembled  in  the 
grand  vestibule  of  the  palace  to  solve  the  riddles,  and  to 
answer  the  questions  of  the  grand  magian.  All  the  knights 
were  there,  except  him  of  the  green  armour.  As  soon  as 
Zadig  appeared  in  the  city,  the  people  gathered  round 
him ;  they  could  not  satisfy  their  eyes  with  the  sight  of 
him,  their  mouths  with  blessing  him,  or  their  hearts  with 
wishing  him  to  be  king.  The  Envious  man  saw  him  pass, 
trembled,  and  turned  aside,  while  the  people  escorted  him 
to  the  place  of  assembly.  The  queen,  to  whom  his  arrival 
was  announced,  became  a  prey  to  the  agitation  of  fear  and 
hope;  she  was  devoured  with  uneasiness,  and  could  not 
comprehend  why  Zadig  was  unarmed,  and  how  it  came  to 
pass  that  Itobad  wore  the  white  armour.  A  confused 
murmur  arose  at  the  sight  of  Zadig.  All  were  surprised 
and  delighted  to  see  him  again ;  but  only  the  knights  who 
had  taken  part  in  the  tournament  were  permitted  to  appear 
in  the  assembly. 

"  I  have  fought  like  the  others,"  said  he ;  "  but  another 
here  wears  my  armour,  JEind,  while  I  must  wait  to  have  the 
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honour  of  proving  it,  I  ask  leave  to  present  myself  in  order 
to  explain  the  riddles." 

The  question  was  put  to  the  vote;  his  reputation  for 
integrity  was  still  so  deeply  impressed  on  the  minds  of  all, 
that  there  was  no  hesitation  about  admitting  him. 

The  grand  magian  first  proposed  this  question : 

*'  What,  of  all  things  in  the  world,  is  alike  the  longest 
and  the  shortest,  the  quickest  and  the  slowest,  the  most 
minutely  divided  and  the  most  widely  extended,  the  most 
neglected  and  the  most  regretted,  without  which  nothii3tg 
can  be  done,  which  devours  everything  that  is  little,  and 
confers  life  on  everything  that  is  great  ?  " 

Itobad  was  to  speak  first ;  he  answered  that  such  a  man 
as  he  understood  nothing  about  riddles,  that  it  was  enough 
for  him  to  have  conquered  by  the  might  of  his  arm.  Some 
said  that  the  answer  to  the  riddle  was  fortune ;  according 
to  others  it  was  the  earth,  and  according  to  others  again 
light.    Zadig  said  that  it  was  time : 

**  Nothing  is  longer,"  added  he,  **  since  it  is  the  measure 
of  eternity ;  nothing  is  shorter,  since  it  fails  to  accomplish 
our  projects.  There  is  nothing  slower  to  one  who  waits, 
nothing  quicker  to  one  who  enjoys.  It  extends  to  infinity 
in  greatness,  it  is  infinitely  divisible  in  minuteness.  All 
men  neglect  it,  all  regret  its  loss.  Nothing  is  done  with* 
out  it  It  buries  in  oblivion  all  that  is  unworthy  of  being 
handed  down  to  posterity;  and  it  confers  immortality 
upon  all  things  that  are  great." 

The  assembly  agreed  that  Zadig's  answer  was  the  right 
one. 

The  next  question  was : 

"What  is  it  which  we  receive  without  acknowledge 
ment,  which  we  enjoy  without  knowing  how,  which  we 
bestow  on  others  when  we  know  nothing  about  it^  and 
which  we  lose  without  perceiving  the  loss  ?  " 

Everybody  had  his  own  explanation.  Zadig  alone  guessed 
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that  it  was  life,  and  explained  all  the  other  rkldles  with  the 

^  same  readiness.     Itobad  said  on  each  occasion  that  nothing 

was  easier,  and  that  he  would  have  come  to  the  same  con- 

.  elusion  with  equal  facility,  if  he  had  cared  to  give  himself 

the  trouble.  Questions  were  afterwards  propounded  on 
justice,  the  chief  good,  and  the  art  of  government.    Zadig's 

;  replies  were  pronounced  the  soundest. 

r  "  What  a  pity,"  it  was  said,  "  that  one  whose  judgment 

'f;  is  so  good  should  be  so  bad  a  knight !  '* 

f  "  Illustrious  lords,*'  said  Zadig,  "  I  have  had  the  honour 

of  conquering  in  the  lists.  Tt  is  to  me  that  the  white 
armour  belongs.    The  lord  Itobad  possessed  himself  of  it 

I  while  I  slept ;  he  thought,  apparently,  that  it  would  become 

i  him  better  than  the  green.     I  am  ready  to  prove  upon  his 

r  person  forthwith  before  you  all,  in  this  garb  and  armed 

only  with  my  sword,  against  all  this  fine  white  armotir 
which  he  has  stolen  from  me,  that  it  was  I  who  had  the 
honour  of  vanquishing  brave  Otame." 

Itobad  accepted  the  challenge  with  the  greatest  confi« 
dence.  He  felt  no  doubt  that,  armed  as  he  was  with 
helmet,  breastplate,  and  brassarts,  he  would  soon  see  the 

^  last  of  a  champion  arrayed  in  a  nightcap  and  a  dressing 

gown.  Zadig  drew  his  sword,  and  saluted  the  queen,  who 
gazed  on  him  with  the  deepest  emotion  of  mingled  joy  and 
alarm.  Itobad  unsheathed  his  weapon  without  saluting 
anyone.  He  advanced  upon  Zadig  like  a  man  who  had 
nothing  to  fear,  and  made  ready  to  cleave  his  head  open. 
Zadig  adroitly  parried  the  stroke,  opposing  the  strongest 

^  part  of  his  sword  to  the  weakest  part  of  that  of  his  adver- 

sary, in  such  a  way  that  Itobad's  blade  was  broken.  Then 
Zadig,  seizing  his  enemy  round  the  waist,  hurled  him  to 
the  ground,  and,  holding  the  point  of  his  sword  where  the 
breastplate  ended,  said : 

"  Submit  to  be  disarmed,  or  I  take  your  life." 

Itobad,  who  was  always  surprised  at  any  disgrace  which 
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befell  such  a  man  as  he,  suffered  Zadig  to  do  what  he 
pleased,  who  -pesMesMj  relieved  him  of  his  splendid  helmet, 
his  superb  breastplate,  his  fine  brassarts,  and  his  glittering 
thigh-pieces,  put  them  on  himself  again,  and  ran  in  this 
array  to  throw  himself  at  Astarte's  knees. 

Cador  had  no  difficulty  in  proving  that  the  armour  be- 
longed to  Zadig.  He  was  acknowledged  king  by  unanimous 
consent,  and  most  of  all  by  Astarte,  who  tasted,  after  so 
many  adversities,  the  delight  of  seeing  her  lover  regarded  by 
all  the  world  as  worthy  of  being  her  husband.  Itobad  went 
away  to  hear  himself  called  his  lordship  in  his  own  house. 
Zadig  was  made  king,  and  he  was  happy.  What  the  angel 
Jesrad  had  said  to  him  was  present  to  his  mind,  and  he 
even  remembered  the  grain  of  sand  which  became  a 
diamond.  Th&-Xmeen  and  he  together  adored  FrnvidfiBce. 
Zadig  left  the  beautiful  and  capricious  Missouf  to  range 
the  world  at  will.  He  sent  in  search  of  the  brigand 
Arbogad,  gave  him  an  honourable  post  in  his  army,  and 
promised  to  promote  him  to  the  highest  rank,  if  he  behaved 
himself  like  a  true  warrior,  but  threatened  to  have  him 
hanged,  if  he  followed  the  trade  of  a  robber. 

Setoc  was  summoned  from  the  heart  of  Arabia,,  together 
with  the  fair  Almona,  and  set  at  the  head  of  the  commerce 
of  Babylon.  Cador  was  loved  and  honoured,  receiving  an 
appointment  such  as  his  services  deserved;  he  was  the  king's 
friend,  and  Zadig  was  then  the  only  monarch  upon  earth 
who  had  one.  The  little  mute  was  not  forgotten.  A  fine 
house  was  given  to  the  fisherman,  while  Orcan  was  con- 
demned to  pay  him  a  large  sum,  and  to  give  him  back 
his  wife;  but  the  fisherman,  now  grown  wise,  took  the 
money  only. 

The  fair  Semira  was  inconsolable  for  having  believed 
that  Zadig  would  be  blind  of  an  eye;  and  Azora  never 
ceased  lamenting  that  she  had  wished  to  cut  off  his  nose. 
He  soothed  their  sorrow  with  presents.    The  Envious  man 
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^        died   of  rage  and  shame.     The  empire  enjoyed   peace» 
\         glory,  and  abundance;  that  age  was  the  best  which  the 
earth  had  known,  for  it  was  ruled  by  justice  and  by  loTe. 
^         All  men  blessed  Zadig,  and  Zadig  blessed  hearen. 


[The  manuscript  containing  Zadig's  history  ends  here.    We  kno w 
\  that  he  experienced  many  other  adventures  which  have  heen  faith - 

K         fally  recorded.     Interpreters  of  oriental  tongues  are  requested,  if 
if         they  should  meet  with  any  such  records,  to  make  them  public] 
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NOTICE  BY  THE  AUTHOR. 

In  all  we  undertake  to  mUa  the  way : 
Thai  Uf  aloe  /  our  destined  fate,  it  seems. 
My  brain  at  mom  toith  wisest  projects  teems. 

While  folly  chases  folly  all  the  day, 

T^HIS  Kttle  verse  pretty  aptly  describes  a  large  number 
^  of  those  who  pride  themselves  on  the  possession  of 
reason;  and  it  is  odd  enough  to  see  a  grave  director 
of  souls  ending  his  career  in  the  criminal  dock  beside  a 
fraudulent  bankrupt.^  In  connection  with  this  case,  we 
reprint  the  following  little  tale  here,  though  it  had  its 
origin  elsewheiji^ ;  for  it  is  weU  that  it  should  be  known 
far  and  wide. 

Memnon  one  day  conceived  the  irrational  design  of  being 
perfectly  wise  and  prudent.  There  are  very  few  persons 
who  have  not  at  some  time  or  other  had  foolish  thoughts 
of  this  kind  pass  through  their  heads.  Memnon  said  to 
himself:  "In  order  to  be  very  wise,  and  consequently 
very  happy,  one  has  only  to  be  without  passions;  and 
noUiing  is  easier  than  that,  as  everybody  knows.  In  the 
first  place,  I  will  never  fall  in  love  with  a  woman,  for  I  will 

>  BiUard  and  tiie  Abb^  GrizeL 
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say  to  myself,  whenerer  I  see  a  sample  of  perfect  beauty  : 
'  Those  cheeks  will  one  day  be  wrinkled,  those  fine  eyes  will 
be  rimmed  with  red,  that  swelling  bosom  will  be  flat  and 
flabby,  that  lovely,  head  will  become  bald/  I  have  only  to 
see  her  now  with  the  same  eyes  as  those  with  which  I  shall 
see  her  then,  and  assuredly  my  head  will  not  be  turned  by 
the  si^t  of  hers. 

"  In  the  second  place,  I  will  be  always  sober  and  tem- 
perate; good  cheer,  delicious  wines,  and  the  seductive 
charms  of  social  intercourse  will  tempt  me  in  vain.  I  shall 
have  nothing  to  do  but  to  bring  before  my  mind  the  results 
of  excess  in  a  heavy  head,  a  disordered  stomach,  the  loss  of 
reason,  of  health,  and  of  time ;  and  then  I  shall  eat  only 
for  necessity,  my  health  will  be  always  well  balanced,  my 
thoughts  always  bright  and  clear.  All  this  is  so  easy  that 
there  is  no  merit  in  such  attainments. 

**  In  the  next  place,"  said  Menmon,  ''I  must  give  a  little 
consideration  to  my  prop^y;  my  desires  are  moderate,  my 
wealth  is  well  bestowed  with  the  Beceiver-Gheneral  of  the 
revenues  of  Nineveh,  I  have  enough  to  support  myself  in 
independence,  and  that  is  the  greatest  of  blessings.  I  shall 
never  be  under  the  cruel  necessity  of  cringing  and  flatter- 
ing; I  shall  envy  nobody,  and  nobody  will  envy  me.  All 
that  is  still  very  easy.  I  have  friends,"  continued  he,  "  and 
I  shall  keep  them,  for  they  will  have  nothing  to  quarrel 
about  with  me.  I  will  never  be  out  of  temper  with  them». 
nor  they  with  me ;  that  is  a  matter  that  presents  no 
difficulty." 

Having  thus  laid  down  his  little  scheme  of  wisdom  and 
prudence  in  his  chamber,  Memnon  put  his  head  out  of  the 
window,  and  saw  two  women  walking  up  and  down  under 
some  plane  trees  near  his  house.  One  of  them  was  old,  and 
appeared  to  have  nothing  on  her  mind;  the  other  was 
young  and  pretty,  and  seemed  to  be  lost  in  thought.  She 
sighed,  she  wept,  and  her  sighs  and  tears  only  added  to  her 
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charms.  Oar  sage  was  touohed,  not,  of  course,  by  the  lady's 
beauty  (he  was  quite  confident  of  being  above  such  weak- 
ness as  that),  but  by  the  distress  in  which  he  saw  her.  He 
went  down  and  accosted  the  fair  Ninevite,  wi^  the  inten> 
tion  of  ministering  wise  consolation.  That  charming  young 
person  rekted  to  him,  with  the  most  simple  and  affecting 
air,  all  the  injury  done  her  by  an  uncle,  who  did  not  exist  ; 
she  told  him  by  what  tricks  he  had  deprived  her  of  a  for- 
tune, wMch  she  had  never  possessed,  and  all  that  she  had 
to  fear  from  his  violence. 

"  You  seem  to  me,"  said  she,  ''  a  man  of  such  excellent 
judgment  and  good  sense,  that  if  you  would  only  conde- 
scend to  come  to  my  house  and  inquire  into  my  affairs,  I 
feel  sure  that  you  could  extricate  me  from  the  eruel  em- 
barrassment in  which  I  find  myself." 

Memnon  had  no  hesitation  in  following  her,  in  order  to 
make  a  judicious  examination  of  her  aflairs,  and  to  give  her 
good  advice. 

The  af&ioted  lady  led  him  into  a  sweetly-scented  chamber, 
and  politely  made  him  sit  down  with  her  on  a  large  otto- 
man, where  they  both  remained  awhile,  with  legs  crossed, 
facing  each  other.  When  the  lady  spoke  she  lowered  her 
eyes,  from  which  tears  sometimes  escaped,  and,  when  she 
raised  them,  they  always  met  the  gaze  of  the  sage  Memnon. 
Her  language  was  full  of  a  tenderness  which  grew  more 
tender  each  time  that  they  exchanged  glances.  Memnon 
took  her  affairs  zealously  to  heart,  and  every  moment  felt 
an  increasing  desire  to  oblige  a  maiden  so  modest  and  so 
unfortunate.  By  imperceptible  degrees,  as  their  conversa- 
tion grew  warmer,  they  ceased  to  sit  opposite,  and  their 
legs  were  no  longer  crossed.  Memnon  pressed  her  so 
closely  with  good  advice,  and  bestowed  such  tender  admo- 
nitions, that  neither  of  them  could  any  longer  talk  about 
business,  nor  did  they  well  know  what  they  were  about. ' 

While  they  were  thus  engaged,  the  uncle,  as  might  have 
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been  expected,  arriTed  upon  the  scene.  He  was  armed 
from  liead  to  foot ;  and  the  fint  thing  he  said  was  that 
he  was  going  to  kill,  as  was  onlj  just  and  proper,  both  the 
sage  Memnon  and  his  niece;  the  kst  remark  that  escaped 
him  was  that  he  might  poasiblj  pardon  them  for  a  \&rge 
sum  of  money.  Memnon  was  obliged  to  giye  him  all  that 
he  had  aboat  him.  In  those  times,  f ortnnatelj,  it  was  pos- 
sible to  get  off  as  cheaply  as  that.  America  had  not  yet 
been  discoTcred,  and  distressed  damsels  were  not  nearly  so 
dangerous  as  they  are  nowadays. 

Memnon  returned  home  disconsolate  and  ashamed,  and 
f  otind  a  note  there  inyiting  him  to  dine  with  some  of  his 
most  intimate  friends. 

"  If  I  stay  at  home  alone,"  said  he,  ''I  shall  have  my 
thoughts  taken  up  with  my  unfortunate  adventure;  I 
shall  be  unable  to  eat  anything,  and  shall  certainly  fall 
ill ;  it  will  be  much  better  to  take  a  frugal  meal  with 
my  intimate  friends.  In  the  pleasure  of  their  company  I 
shall  forget  the  piece  of  foUy  that  I  have  committed  ^s 
morning." 

He  goes  to  meet  his  friends,  who  find  him  a  little  out  of 
spirits,  and  persuade  him  to  drink  away  his  melancholy. 
A  little  wine  taken  in  moderation  is  a  medicine  for  mind 
and  body.  So  thinks  the  sage  Memnon,  and  proceeds  to 
get  tipsy.  Play  is  proposed  after  dinner.  A  modest  game 
with  one's  friends  is  a  blameless  pastime.  He  plays,  loses 
aU  that  he  has  in  his  purse,  and  four  times  as  much  on  his 
promise  to  pay.  A  dispute  arises  over  the  game,  and  the 
quarrel  grows  hot;  one  of  his  intimate  friends  throws  a 
dice-box  at  his  head,  and  puts  out  an  eye.  The  sage 
Memnon  is  carried  home  drunk,  without  any  money,  and 
with  one  eye  less  than  when  he  went. 

After  he  had  slept  himself  sober,  and  his  brain  was  grotm 
a  little  clearer,  he  sent  his  servant  for  some  of  the  money 
which  he  had  lodged  with  the  Beceiver-Gkneral  of  the 


MEMNON,  OR  HUMAN   WISDOM.  151 

revenues  c^  Nineveh,  in  order  to  pay  what  he  owed  to  his 
intimate  friends.  He  was  told  that  his  debtor  had  that 
Very  morning  been  declared  a  fraudulent  bankrupt,  an  an- 
nouncement which  had  thrown  a  himdred  families  into  con- 
sternation. Memnon,  in  a  state  bordering  on  distraction, 
went  to  court  with  a  plaster  over  his  eye  and  a  petition  in 
his  hand  to  solicit  justice  of  the  king  against  the  liankrupt. 
In  au  antechamber  he  met  a  number  of  ladies,  all  wearing 
with  appar^it  ease  hoops  twenty-four  feet  in  circumference. 
One  of  these  ladies,  who  knew  him  slightly,  exclaimed  with 
a  sidelong  glance :  "  Oh,  what  a  horror  ! "  Another,  who 
was  on  more  familiar  terms  with  him,  addressed  him 
thus : 

*'  Ghood  evening,  Mr.  Memnon.  It  is  indeed  a  pleasure 
ia  see  you,  Mr.  Memnon.  By  the  way,  Mr.  Memnon,  how 
is  it  you  have  lost  an  eye  ?  "  And  she  passed  on  without 
pausing  for  an  answer.  Memnon  hid  himself  in  a  corner, 
and  awaited  the  moment  when  he  might  cast  himself  at  the 
monarch's  feet.  That  moment  came ;  he  kissed  the  ground 
thrice,  and  presented  his  petition.  His  gracious  Majesty 
receivQjd  him  very  favourably,  and  gave  the  document  to 
one  of  his  satraps  to  report  upon  it.  The  satrap  drew 
Memnon  aside,  and  said: 

"What  a  comical  kind  of  one-eyed  fool  you  are,  to 
address  yourself  to  the  king  ra€her  than  to  me !  And  still 
more  ricUculous  to  dare  to  demand  justice  against  a  respect- 
able bankrupt,  whom  I  honour  with  my  protection,  and  who 
is  the  nephew  of  my  mistress's  waiting  maid.  Let  this 
matter  drop,  my  friend,  if  you  wish  to  keep  the  eye  you 
still  have  left  you." 

Thus  Memnon,  after  having  in  the  morning  renounced 
the  blandishments  of  women,  intemperance  at  table,  gam- 
bling and  quarrelling,  and  more  than  all  else  the  court,  had 
ere  nightfall  been  cajoled  and  robbed  by  a  fair  deceiver, 
had  drunk  to  excess,  played  high,  been  concerned  in  a 
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quarrel,  had  an  eje  put  out,  and  been  to  court,  wliere  he 
had  been  treated  with  contempt  and  derision. 

Petrified  with  astonishment,  and  crashed  with  yeiation; 
N,^  he  turned  his  steps  homeward,  sick  at  heart.    Intending  to 

^  enter  his  house,  he  found  bailiffs  in  possession  removing 

the  furniture  on  behalf  of  his  creditors.  Almost  fainting, 
he  seated  himself  under  a  plane  tree,  and  there  encountered 
the  fair  lady  who  had  yictimised  him  in  the  morning ;  she 
was  walking  with  her  dear  uncle,  and  burst  out  laughing 
when  she  saw  Memnon  with  the  patch  over  his  eye.  Night 
came  on ;  and  he  laid  himself  down  on  some  straw  beside 
the  walls  of  his  house.  There  he  was  seized  with  ague,  and 
in  one  of  the  fits  he  fell  asleep,  when  a  celestial  spirit 
appeared  to  him  in  a  dream. 

He  was  all  glittering  with  light.  He  had  six  beautiful 
wings,  but  no  feet,  nor  head,  nor  tail,  aod  was  like  nothing 
he  had  ever  seen  before. 

"  Who  art  thou  ?  "  said  Memnon. 

"  Thy  good  genius,"  answered  the  other. 

**  Give  me  back  my  eye  then,  my  health,  my  house,  my 
property,  and  my  prudence,"  said  Memnon.  Thereupon  he 
told  him  how  he  had  lost  them  all  in  one  day. 

**  Such  adventures  as  those  never  befall  us  in  the  world 
which  we  inhabit/'  said  the  spirit. 

"  And  what  world  do  you  inhabit  ?  "  asked  the  afflicted 
mortal. 

"  My  home,"  replied  he,  "  is  at  a  distance  of  five  hundred 
millions  of  leagues  from  the  sun,  in  a  little  star  near  Sirius, 
which  thou  seest  from  hence." 

"  Charming  country ! "  exclaimed  Memnon.  **  What ! 
have  you  no  sly  hussies  among  you  who  impose  upon  a  poor 
fellow,  no  intimate  friends  who  win  his  money  and  knock 
out  one  of  his  eyes,  no  bankrupts,  no  satraps  who  mock  you 
while  they  deny  you  justice  ?  " 

"No,"  said  the  inhabitant  of  the  star,  "  nothing  of  the 
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kind  We  are  never  deceived  by  women,  because  we  have 
none ;  we  are  never  guiltj  of  excesses  at  tabk,  since  we 
neither  eat  nor  drink ;  we  have  no  bankrupts,  for  gold  and 
silver  are  unknown  among  us ;  we  cannot  have  our  eyes  put 
out,  because  we  do  not  possess  bodies  such  as  yours ;  and 
satraps  never  treat  us  with  injustice,  since  all  are  equal  in 

[  our  little  star." 

I  Then  said  Memnon :  "  My  lord,  without  the  &ir  sex  and 

without  any  dinner,  how  do  you  manage  to  pass  the  time  ?  " 

"  In  watching  over  the  other  worlds  which  are  entrusted 

to  our  care,"  said  the  genius ;  "  and  I  am  come  now  to 

minister  consolation  to  thee.'* 

I  •*  Alas  ! "  replied  Memnon,  "  why  didst  thou  not  come 

^  last  night  to  prevent  me  committing  such  follies  ?  ** 

I  "  I  was  with  Hassan,  your  elder  brother,"  said  the  ce- 

I  lestial  being.     '*  He  is  more  to  be  pitied  than  thou  art. 

His  gracious  Majesty,  the  King  of  India,  to  whose  court 
he  has  the  honour  to  be  attached,  has  caused  both  his 
eyes  to  be  put  out  for  a  slight  act  of  indiscretion,  and  he 
is  confined  at  the  present  moment  in  a  dungeon,  with 
chains  upon  his  hands  and  feet." 

^^  "  It  is  indeed  well  worth  while  to  have  a  good  genius  in 

a  family ! "  said  Memnon  ;  "  of  two  brothers  one  has  an 
eye  knocked  out,  and  the  other  loses  both ;  one  lies  on 
straw,  the  other  in  prison." 

**  Thy  lot  will  change,"  answered  the  inhabitant  of  the 
star.  "  It  is  true  that  thou  wilt  never  recover  thine  eye, 
but,  for  all  that,  thou  wilt  be  tolerably  happy,  provi^d 

\  that  thou  dost  never  entertain  the  foolish  idea  of  being 

I  perfectly  wise  and  prudent." 

'  "  Is  it  impossible  then  to  attain  such  a  condition  ?  " 

cried  Memnon  with  a  sigh. 

"  As  impossible,"  replied  the  other,  *'  as  to  be  perfectly 
clever,  perfectly  strong,  perfectly  powerful,  or  perfectly 

y        happy.    Even  we  ourselves  are  very  far  from  being  so. 
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There  is  indeed  a  sphere  where  all  that  ia  to  be  found,  but 
in  the  hundred  thousand  millions  of  worlds  which  are 
scattered  through  space  everything  proceeds  by  degrees. 
There  is  less  wisdom  and  enjoyment  in  the  second  than  in 
the  first,  less  in  the  third  than  in  the  second,  and  so  on  to 
the  last,  where  everybody  is  an  absolute  fool." 

"  I  very  much  fear,"  said  Memnon,  "  that  our  little 
terraqueous  globe  is  precisely  that  lunatic  asylum  of  the 
universe  of  which  thou  dost  me  the  honour  to  speak.'* 

<*  Not  quite,"  said  the  spirit ;  "  but  it  is  not  far  off ;  every- 
thing must  occupy  its  own  place." 

"  In  that  case,"  said  Memnon,  "  certain  poets  and  cer- 
tain philosophers  are  much  mistaken  when  they  say  that 
everything  is  for  the  best ;  is  it  not  so  ?  " 

"  They  are  quite  right,"  said  the  philosopher  from  the 
world  above,  "  when  the  arrangement  of  the  whole  uni- 
verse is  taken  into  consideration." 

"Ah!  I  shall  never  believe  that,"  answered  poor  Mem- 
non, "  till  I  see  out  of  two  eyes  again." 
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T 1  7HEN  I  was  in  the  city  of  Benares  on  the  banks  of 
^  ^  the  Gkngea,  the  ancient  home  of  the  Brahmins,  I 
endeavoured  to  gain  some  information.  I  understood 
Hindustani  tolerablj  well;  I  heard  much,  and  noticed 
everything.  I  lodged  with  my  correspondent  Omri,  the 
worthiest  man  I  have  ever  known.  He  was  of  the  religion 
of  the  Brahmins,  and  I  have  the  honour  to  be  a  Mussul- 
man ;  yet  we  have  never  had  high  words  on  the  subject 
of  Mohammed  and  Brahma.  We  made  our  ablutions  each 
on  his  own  side,  we  drank  of  the  same  sherbet,. and  we 
ate  of  the  same  dish  of  rice,  like  a  pair  of  brothers. 

One  day  we  went  together  to  the  pagoda  of  Vishnu.  We 
saw  there  several  groups  of  fakirs,  some  of  whom  were 
Janghis,  that  is  to  say,  fakirs  devoted  to  contemplation, 
while  the  others  were  disciples  of  the  ancienct  gymnoso* 
phists,  who  led  an  active  life.  They  have,  as  everyone 
knows,  a  learned  language,  which  is  that  of  the  most 
ancient  Brahmins,  and,  written  in  this  language,  a  book 
which  is  called  the  Vedas.  It  is  imdoubtedly  the  most 
ancient  book  in  the  whole  of  Asia,  not  excepting  even  the 
Zendavesta. 

I  passed  in  front  t>f  a  fakir  who  was  reading  this  book. 

**  Ah !  wretched  infidel!  "  cried  he,  " you  have  ma^e  me 
lose  the  number  of  vowels  which  I  was  counting ;  and  in 
consequence  of  that  my  soul  will  have  to  pass  into  the 
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body  of  a  hare,  mstead  of  going  into  that  of  a  parrot,  as 
I  had  good  grounds  for.  flattering  myself  would  be  the 


I  gave  him  a  rupee  to  console  him.  A  few  steps  further 
on,  haying  been  so  unfortimate  as  to  sneeze,  the  noise  that 
I  made  roused  a  fakir  who  was  in  a  trance. 

"Where  am  I?  "  said  he ;  "  what  a  horrible  fall  I  have 
had  !  I  can  no  longer  see  the  tip  of  my  nose ;  the  celestial 
light  has  vanished.*'  ^ 

"  If  I  am  the  cause,"  said  I,  "  that  you  see  at  last  be- 
yond the  tip  of  your  nose,  here  is  a  rupee  to  repair  the 
damage  that  I  have  committed ;  so  recover  your  celestial 
light." 

Having  thus  got  myself  discreetly  out  of  the  scrape,  I 
passed  on  to  the  gymnosophists  ;  some  of  them  there  were 
who  brought  me  very  nice  little  nails,  to  thrust  into  my 
arms  and  thighs  in  honour  of  Brahma.  I  bought  their 
nails,  and  tised  them  to  fasten  down  my  carpets.  Others 
were  dancing  on  their  hands;  others  were  tumbling  on 
the  slack  rope ;  others  again  kept  hopping  continually  on 
one  leg.  There  were  some  loaded  with  chains,  some  who 
carried  a  pack-saddle,  and  some  who  had  their  heads  under 
a  bushel ;  yet  they  were  all  eminent  for  their  virtues.  My 
friend  Omri  brought  me  into  the  cell  of  one  of  the  most 
famous  of  these  philosophers,  whose  name  was  Bababec. 
He  was  as  naked  as  an  ape,  and  had  a  big  chain  rotmd  his 
neck,  which  must  have  weighed  more  than  sixty  pounds. 
He  was  seated  on  a  wooden  chair,  neatly  furnished  with 
sharp  little  nails,  which  ran  into  his  posteriors,  and  yet 

^  Voltaire  has  a  note  here:  "  When  the  fakirs  wish  to  behold 
the  celestial  light,  an  aspiration  which  is  very  general  among  them, 
they  turn  their  eyes  towards  the  tip  of  the  nose."  Mr.  Braid 
adopted  a  very  similar  process  for  inducing  hypnotism.  (See  Dr. 
W.  B.  Carpenter's  "Mental  Physiology,*'  §  493,  and  Albert  Moll's 
"Hypnotism,** p.  28.) 
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<^e  would  have  supposed  that  be  was  sitting  on  a  velvet 
cushion.  Many  women  came  to  consult  him  as  an  oracle 
on  family  affairs,  and  it  may  be  truly  said  that  he  enjoyed 
the  very  highest  reputation.  I  heard  the  important  con- 
yersation  that  Omri  had  with  him. 

"Do  you  think,  father,"  said  the  former,  "that  after 
my  soul  has  undergone  the  probation  of  seven  transmigra- 
tions,  I  may  be  able  to  reach  the  abode  of  Brahma  ?  " 

"  That  depends,"  said  the  fakir ;  "  what  is  your  manner 
of  life?" 

"  I  endeavour,"  said  Omriv  "  to  be  a  good  citizen,  a  good 
husband,  a  good  father,  and  a  good  friend ;  I  lend  money 
without  interest  to  the  rich  when  they  have  occasion  for 
it,  I  give  it  away  to  the  poor,  and  I  maintain  peace  amcmg 
my  neighbours." 

"Do  you  ever  drive  nails  into  your  bottom?"  asked 
the  Brahmin. 
"  Never,  reverend  father." 

"  I  am  sorry  for  it,"  replied  the  fakir;  "you  certainly 
will  not  enter  the  nineteenth  heaven ;  and  that  is  a  pity." 

"Very  good,"  said  Omri;  "I  am  quite  contented  with 
my  lot.  What  does  it  matter  to  me  about  the  nineteenth 
or  twentieth  heaven,  provided  I  do  my  duty  during  my 
pilgrimage,  and  am  well  received  at  the  last  stage  ?  Is  it 
not  enough  to  be  an  honest  man  in  this  world,  and  then 
to  be  happy  in  the  land  of  Brahma  ?  Into  which  heaven 
do  you  expect  to  go,  Mr.  Bababec,  with  your  nails  and 
your  chains?" 

"  Into  the  thirty-fifth,"  said  Bababec. 
"  You  are  a  droll  fellow,"  replied  Omri,  "  to  expect  a 
higher  lodging  than  I ;  that  expectation  can  only  proceed 
from  an  inordinate  ambition.  You  condemn  those  who 
seek  for  honours  in  this  life,  why  do  you  aim  at  such  great 
ones  yourself  in  the  next  ?  Besides,  on  what  do  you  found 
your  expectation  of  having  better  treatment  than  I  ?     Let 
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ine  teH  you  fliat  I  gire  awaj  in  alms  moie  in  ten  days 
than  all  the  naOa  which  jou  drive  into  jour  backside  cost 
joa  in  the  eonne  of  ten  jean.  What  does  it  matter  to 
Brahma  that  you  pass  your  days  stark  naked,  with  a 
chain  ronnd  your  neck?  That  is  a  fine  way  of  serring 
your  country!  I  reckon  that  man  is  worth  a  hundred 
times  more  who  sows  pot-herbs,  or  plants  trees,  than  the 
whole  tribe  of  you  and  your  fellows  who  look  at  the  tips  of 
their  noses,  or  carry  a  pack-saddle  to  show  the  extreme 
nobility  of  then:  sotds." 

Haying  spoken  thus,  Omri  soothed,  coaxed,  persuaded, 
and  at  last  induced  Bababec  to  leaye  his  nails  and  his 
dmin  there  and  then,  to  come  with  him  to  his  house,  and 
to  lead  a  respectable  life.  They  scoured  him  well,  they 
rubbed  him  all  over  with  perfumed  essences,  they  clothed 
him  decently,  and  he  lived  for  a  fortnight  in  a  thoroughly 
rational  manner,  confessing  that  he  was  a  hundred  times 
happier  than  before.  But  he  lost  credit  with  the  people, 
and  the  women  came  no  more  to  consult  him;  so  he  left 
Omri  and  betook  himself  once  more  to  his  nails  in  order  to 
recover  his  reputation. 
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MICROMEGAS. 

— '  A  PHILOSOPHICAL  TALE. 
(1752,) 

CHAPTEE  L 

JOUBNEY   OP  AN   INHABITANT   OP  THE   SYSTEM   OP   THE 
STAB  SmilTS   TO   THE   PLANET   SATUBN. 

TN  one  of  those  planets  which  rerolve  round  the  star 
-'■  named  Sirius  there  lived  a  young  man  of  great  intelli- 
gence, whose  acquaintance  I  had  the  honour  of  making  ou 
the  occasion  of  his  last  joumej  to  our  little  ant-hill.  He 
was  called  Micromegas,^  a  name  which  is  exceedingly  ap- 
propriate to  all  great  people.  He  had  a  stature  of  eight 
leagues,  and  by  eight  leagues  I  mean  twenty-four  thou- 
sand g^metrical  paces  of  five  feet  each. 

Here  some  mathematicians,  a  class  of  persons  who  are 
always  useful  to  the  public,  will  immediately  take  up  the 
pen,  and  find  out  by  calculation  that  since  Mr.  Micro- 
megas,  inhabitant  of  the  country  of  Sirius,  is  twenty-four 
thousand  paces  in  height  from  head  to  foot,  which  make 
one  hundred  and  twenty  thousand  statute  feet,  whereas  we 
denizens  of  the  earth  have  an  average  stature  of  hardly 
more  than  five  feet,  and^  since  our  globe  is  nine  thousand 
leagues  in  circumference,  they  will  find,  I  say,  that  the 

^  i.e,,  the  little  great  one. 
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woM  wbieh  produced  lum  nrast  bare  a  eirciiiiifeieiiee  I 

preeiselj  twentj-oae  millicRis  six  hundred  thongand  times 
^^reater  than,  our  little  earth.  Kothing  in  nature  is  simpler, 
more  a  matter  of  Goorse.  The  dominions  of  certain  poten- 
tates in  Ctermaa J  or  Italj,  round  which  joa  can  ivalk  in 
half  an  hour,  as  compared  with  ibe  empire  of  Turkey,  of 
Rosiiay  or  of  China,  can  gire  hot  a  rerj  fsint  idea  <^  the 
prodigions  interral  which  nature  has  set  between  different 
iftien  Oft  being  throughout  the  unirerse. 

His  Excellence's  height  being  what  I  hare  said,  all  our 
neulptors  and  painters  will  readilj  agree  that  his  waist 
maj  be  about  fiftj  thousand  feet  round,  which  would  con- 
stitute a  sjinmetrica]  prox)ortion.  His  nose  being  one  i 
third  of  the  length  of  his  handsome  face,  and  his  hand- 
mme  isuie  being  the  serenth  part  of  the  hei^t  of  his 
handsome  body,  it  will  indisputably  follow  that  the  Sirian's 
nose  is  six  thousand  three  hundred  and  thirty-three  statute 
feet  in  length,  and  a  fraction  more ;  which  was  the  pro- 
position to  be  proTed« 

As  to  his  mind«  it  is  worthy  to  rank  with  the  most 
(mltivated  among  us;  he  knows  many  things,  some  of  i 

which  are  of  his  own  in^oation.    He  had  not  yet  reached  ' 

his  two  hundred  and  fiftieth  year,  and  was  studying,  as 
was  customary  at  his  age,  at  the  most  fiunous  school  in 
the  planet,  when  be  solved,  by  the  strength  of  his  own 
intellect,  more  than  fifty  propositions  of  Euclid,  that  is 
eighteen  more  than  Blaise  Pascal,  who,  after   having,  i 

according  to  his  sister's  account,  solved  thirty-two  for  bis  1 

own  amusement,  afterwards  became  a  pretty  ^ir  geometer,  '■ 

and  a  very  poor  metaphysician.    When  he  was  about  four 
hundred  and  fifty  years  of  age,  and  already  passing  out  of 
childhood,  he  dissected  a  great  many  little  insects  less  than 
a  hundred  feet  in  diameter,  such  as  are  invisible  under  or-         /a 
dinary  microscopes ;  he  composed  a  very  curious  book  about         ^ 
them,  but  one  which  brought  him  into  some  trouble.    The 
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mufti  of  that  country,  much  giveD  to  hair-splitting  and  very 
ignorant,  found  in  his  work  statements  which  he  deemed 
supicious,  offensive,  rash,  heretical  or  sayouring  of  heresy, 
and  he  prosecuted  him  for  it  with  the  bitterest  animosity. 
The  question  in  dispute  was  whether  the  substantial  form 
of  which  the  fleas  of  Sirius  consisted  was  of  the  same 
nature  as  that  of  the  snails.  Micromegas  defended  him- 
self with  spirit,  and  had  all  the  ladies  on  his  side;  the 
trial  lasted  two  hundred  and  twenty  years.  At  last  the 
mufti  had  the  book  condemned  by  judges  who  had  never 
read  it,  and  the  author  was  forbidden  to  appear  at  court 
for  eight  hundred  years. 

He  was  only  moderately  afflicted  at  being  banished  from 
a  court  which  was  full  of  nothing  but  trickery  and  mean- 
ness. He  composed  a  very  funny  song  in  ridicule  of  the 
mufti,  which  in  its  turn  failed  to  give  the  latter  much 
annoyance ;'  and  he  himself  set  forth  on  his  travels  from 
planet  to  planet,  with  a  view  to  improving  his  mind  and 
soul,  as  the  saying  is.  t  Those  who  travel  only  in  post- 
chaises  or  family  coaches,  will  doubtless  be  astonished  at 
the  sort  of  conveyance  adopted  up  there ;  for  we,  on  our 
little  mound  of  mud,  can  imagine  notl^ng  that  sui*passes 
oiir  own  experience.  Our  traveller  had  such  a  marvellous 
acquaintance  with  the  laws  of  gravitation,  and  with  all  the 
forces  of  attraction  and  repulsion,  and  made  such  good  use 
of  his  knowledge,  that,  sometimes  by  means  of  a  sunbeam, 
and  sometimes  by  the  help  of  a  comet,  he  and  his  com- 
panions went  from  one  world  to  another  as  a  bird  hops 
from  bough  to  bough.  He  traversed  the  Milky  Way  in  a 
very  short  time ;  and  I  am  obliged  to  confess  that  he  never 


^  It  bi  thought  that  Voltaire  here  alludes  to  his  quarrel  with 
Boyer,  bishop  of  Mkepoix,  who  had  assailed  him  for  maintaining, 

^  in  his  ''Lettres  Philosophiques,"  that  hrnnaa  beings  resemble 

animals  in  the  gradual  development  of  the  soul  in  correspondence 

^  with  that  of  the  body.    See  note,  p.  02^ 
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saw,  beyond  the  stars  with  wbicli  it  is  thicUj  sown,  that 
beantif  ul  celestial  empyrean  which  the  fllnstrions  paraon, 
Derham,^  boasts  of  haviiig  disooyeied  at  the  end  of  his 
telescope.  Not  that  I  would  for  a  moment  suggest  that 
Mr.  Deiham  mistook  what  he  saw ;  Heayen  forbid !  But 
Micromegas  was  on  the  spot^  he  is  an  accurate  observer^ 
and  I  have  no  wish  to  contradict  anybody.  Micromegas. 
after  plenty  of  turns  and  twists,  arriyed  at  the  planet 
Saturn.  Accustomed  though  he  was  to  the  sight  of  noyel- 
ties,  when  he  saw  the  insignificant  size  of  the  globe  and 
its  inhabitants,  he  could  not  at  first  refrain  from  that 
smile  of  superiority  which  sometimes  escapes  eyen  the 
wisest ;  for  in  truth  Saturn  is  scarcely  nine  htmdred  times 
greater  than  the  earth,  and  the  citizens  of  that  country 
are  mere  dwarfs,  only  a  thousand  fathoms  high,  or  there- 
about. He  laughed  a  little  at  first  at  these  people,  in 
much  the  same  way  as  an  Italian  musician,  when  he  comes 
to  France,  is  wont  to  deride  Lulh's  performances.  .^But, 
as  the  Sirian  was  a  sensible  fellow,  he  was  yeiy  soon  con- 
yinced  that  a  thinking  being  need  not  be  altogether 
ridiculous  because  he  is  no  more  than  six  thousand  feet 
high.  He  was  soon  on  familiar  terms  with  the  Satumians 
after  their  astonishment  had  somewhat  subsided.  He 
formed  an  intimate  friendship  with  the  secretary  of  the 
Academy  of  Saturn,  a  man  of  great  intelligence,  who  had 
not  indeed  inyented  anything  himself,  but  was  a  capital 
hand  at  describing  the  inyentions  of  others,  and  one  who  • 
could  turn  a  little  yerse  neatly  enough  or  perform  an 
elaborate  calculation.  I  will  here  introduce,  for  the  gratifi- 
cation of  my  readers,  a  singular  conyersation  that  Micro- 
megas one  day  held  with  Mr.  Secretary. 

^  Dr.  Derham,  F.R.S.,  Rector  of  Upminster  in  Essex  from  1689 
to  1735,  was  author,  among  other  works,  of  "Astro-Theology,"  to 
which  allusion  is  here  made. 
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CHAPTEE  II. 

^  CONVERSATION    BETWEEN   AN    INHABITANT   OF  8IBITJS   AND 

r  A   NATITE    OF    SATUBN. 

i   **         A  FTEE  His  Excellency  had  laid  himself  down,  and  the 
I  -^^     secretary    had   approached    his    face,    Micromegas 

said: 
1^  "  I  must  needs  confess  that  nature  is  full  of  variety." 

\  **  Yes,"  said  the  Satumian ;  ''  nature  is  like  a  flower-bed, 

the  blossoms  of  which " 

^  "  Oh,"  said  the  other,  "  have  done  with  your  flower-bed ! " 

"  She  is,"  resumed  the  secretary,  "  like  an  assembly  of 

blondes  and  brunettes,  whose  attire " 

"  Pooh  !    What  have  I  to  do  with  your  brunettes  ?  "  said 
the  other. 

i*  She  is  like  a  gallery  of  pictures,  then,  the  outlines  of 

^  which " 

•*  No,  no,"  said  the  traveller ;  "  once  more,  nature  is  like 
'  iiature.    Why  do  you  search  for  comparisons  ?  " 

"  To  please  you,"  answered  the  secretary. 
"  I  do  not  want  to  be  pleased,"  rejoined  the  traveller ; 
"I  want  to  be  instructed  ;  begin  by  telling  me  how  many 
^  senses  the  men  in  your  world  possess  ?  " 

"f  "  We  have  seventy-two,"  said  the  academician ;  •*  and 

I  we  are  always  complaining  that  they  are  so  few.     Our 

imagination  goes  beyond  our  needs ;  we  And  that  with  our 
seventy-two  senses,  our  ring,  and  our  five  moons,  our  range 
is  too  restricted,  and,  in  spite  of  all  our  curiosity  and 
(  the  tolerably  large  number  of  passions  which  spring  out 

f^         of  our  seventy-two  senses,  we  have  plenty  of  time  to  feel 
bored." 
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"  I  can  well  bdieTe  it/'  said  Micromegas ;  "  for  in  our 
globe,  although  we  have  nearly  a  thousand  senses,  there 
lingers  even  in  as  a  certain  Yi^ue  desire,  an  unacconntable 
restlessness,  which  warns  us  unceasingly  that  we  are  of 
little  account  in  the  uniyerse,  and  that  there  are  beings 
much  more  perfect  than  ourselyes.  I  have  trayelled  a 
little;  I  have  seen  mortals  far  below  us,  and  others  as 
greatly  superior ;  but  X  have  seen  none  who  have  not  more 
desires  than  leal  wants,  and  more  wants  than  they  can 
satisfy.  I  shall  some  day,  perhaps,  reach  the  country 
where  there  is  lack  of  nothing,  but  hitherto  no  one  has 
been  able  to  give  me  any  positive  information  about  it." 
The  Satumian  and  the  Sirian  thereupon  exhausted  them- 
selyes  in  conjectures  on  the  subject ;  but  after  a  great  deal 
of  argumentative  discussion,  as  iugenious  as  it  was  futile, 
they  were  obliged  to  return  to  facts. 

"  How  long  do  you  people  live  ?  "  asked  the  Sirian. 

"Ah!  a  very  short  time,"  replied  the  little  man  of 
Saturn. 

**  That  is  just  the  way  with  us,"  said  the  Sirian ;  "  we 
are  always  complaining  of  the  shortness  of  life.  This 
must  be  a  universal  law  of  nature." 

"Alas!"  quoth  the  Satumian,  "none  of  us  live  for 
more  than  five  hundred  annual  revolutions  of  the  sun  ;** — 
that  amounts  to  about  fifteen  thousand  years,  according 
to  our  manner  of  counting — **  you  see  how  it  is  our  fate 
to  die  almost  as  soon  as  we  are  bom;  our  existence 
is  a  point,  our  duration  an  instant,  our  globe  an  atom. 
Scarcely  have  we  begun  to  acquire  a  little  information  when 
death  arrives  before  we  can  put  it  to  use.  For  my  part, 
I  do  not  venture  to  lay  any  schemes ;  I  feel  myself  like 
a  drop  of  water  in  a  boundless  ocean.  I  am  ashamed, 
especially  before  you,  of  the  absurd  figure  I  make  in  this 
imiverse." 

Micromegas  answered:  "  If  you  were  not  a  philosopher. 
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I  should  fear  to  distress  you  by  telling  you  that  our  lives 
are  seyen  hundred  tunes  as  long  as  yours;  but  you  know 
too  well  that  when  the  time  comes  to  give  back  one's 
body  to  the  elements,  and  to  reanimate  nature  under 
another  form,  which  process  is  called  death, — ^when  that 
moment  of  metamorphosis  comes,  it  is  precisely  the  same 
thing  whiether  we  hare  lired  an  eternity  or  only  a  day. 
I  have  been  in  countries  where  life  is  a  thousand  times 
longer  than  with  us,  and  yet  have  heard  murmurs  at  it^ 
brevity  even  there.  But  people  of  good  sense  are  to  be 
found  everywhere,  who  know  how  to  make  the  most  of 
what  they  have,  and  to  thank  the  Author  of  nature.  He 
has  spread  over  this  imiverse  abundant  variety,  together 
with  a  kind  of  admirable  uniformity.  For  example,  all 
thinking  beings  are  different,  yet  they  all  resemble  each 
other  essentially  in  the  common  endowment  of  thought 
and  will.  Matter  is  infinitely  extended,  but  it  has  dif- 
ferent properties  in  different  worlds.  How  many  of  these 
various  properties  do  you  reckon  in  the  matter  with  which 
you  are  acquainted  ?  ** 

"  If  you  speak,"  replied  the  Saturnian,  "  of  those  pro- 
perties without  which  we  believe  that  this  globe  could  not 
subsist  as  it  is,  we  reckon  three  hundred  of  them,  such  as 
extension,  impenetrability,  mobility,  gravitation,  divisi- 
bility, and  so  on." 

"Apparently,**  rejoined  the  traveller,  "this  small  number 
is  sufficient  for  the  purpose  which  the  Creator  had  in  view 
in  constructing  this  little  habitation.  I  admire  His  wisdom 
throughout ;  I  see  differences  everywhere,  but  everywhere 
also  a  due  proportion.  Your  globe  is  small,  you  who  in- 
habit it  are  small  likewise;  you  have  few  senses,  the 
matter  of  which  your  world  consists  has  few  properties ;  all 
this  is  the  work  of  Providence.  Of  what  colour  is  your 
sun  when  carefully  examined  ?  '* 

••White  deeply  tinged  with  yellow/'  said  the  Saturnian; 
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^'  and  when  we  split  up  one  of  its  rays,  we  find  that  it  con- 
sists of  seven  colours." 

"Our  sun  has  a  reddish  light,"  said  the  Sirian,  "and 
we  have  thirtj-nine  primitiye  colours.  There  is  not  a  single 
sun,  among  ail  those  that  I  have  approached,  which  resem- 
bles any  other,  just  as  among  yourselves  there  is  not  a 
single  face  which  is  not  different  from  all  the  rest/' 

After  several  other  questions  of  this  kind,  he  inquired 
how  many  modes  of  existence  essentially  different  were 
enumerated  in  Saturn.  He  was  told  that  not  more  than 
thirty  were  distinguished,  as  God,  space,  matter,  beings 
occupying  space  which  feel  and  think,  thinking  beings 
which  do  not  occupy  space,  those  which  possess  penetra- 
bility, others  which  do  not  do  so,  etc.  The  Sirian,  in  whose 
world  they  count  three  hundred  of  them,  and  who  had  dis- 
covered three  thousand  more  in  the  course  of  his  travels, 
astonished  the  philosopher  of  Saturn  immensely.  At  length, 
after  having  communicated  to  each  other  a  little  of  what 
they  knew,  and  a  great  deal  of  that  about  which  they  knew 
nothing,  and  after  having  exercised  their  reasoning  powers 
during  a  complete  revolution  of  the  sun,  they  resolved  to 
make  a  little  philosophical  tour  together. 


CHAPTEE  IIL 

THli    8ISIAN   AND   THE    SATURNIAN   AS   FELLOW- 
TSAVELLEBS. 

/^UE  two  philosophers  were  ready  to  embark  upon  the 
^^  atmosphere  of  Saturn,  with  a  fine  collection  of  mathe- 
matical instruments,  when  the  Satumian's  mistress,  who 
got  wind  of  what  he  was  going  to  do,  came  in  tears  to  re- 
monstrate with  him.  She  was  a  pretty  little  brunette,  whose 
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stature  did  not  exceed  six  hundred  and  sixty  fathoms,  but 
her  agreeable  manners  amply  atoned  for  that  deficiency. 

*'  Oh,  cruel  one ! "  she  exclaimed, "  after  haying  resisted 
you  for  fifteen  hundred  years,  and  when  I  was  at  last  be- 
ginning to  surrender,  and  have  passed  scarcely  a  hundred 

^  years  in  your  arms,  to  leave  me  thus,  and  start  on  a  long 

journey  with  a  giant  of  another  world !     Oo,  you  have  no 
taste  for  anything  but  novelty,  you  have  never  felt  what  it 
is  to  love ;  if  you  were  a  true  Satumian,  you  would  be  con« 
stant.  Whither  away  so  fast  ?  What  is  it  you  would  have  ?  ' 
Our  five  moons  are  less  fickle  than  you,  our  ring  is  less 

^  changeable.     So  much  for  what  is  past !     I  will  never  love 

anyone  again." 

^  The  philosopher  embraced  her,  and,  in  spite  of  all  his 

philosophy,  joined  his  tears  with  hers.  As  to  the  lady, 
after  having  fainted  away,  she  proceeded  to  console  herself 
with  a  certain  beau  who  lived  in  the  neighbourhood. 

Meanwhile  our  two  inquirers  set  forth  on  their  travels ; 
they  first  of  all  jumped  upon  Saturn's  ring,  which  they  found 

h  pretty  flat,  as  an  illustrious  inhabitant  of  our  little  globe 

has  very  cleverly  conjectured ;  ^  thence  they  easily  made 
their  way  from  moon  to  moon.  A  comet  passed  quite  near 
the  last  one,  so  they  sprang  upon  it,  together  with  their 
servants  and  their  instruments.  When  they  had  gone  about 
a  hundred  and  fifty  millions  of  leagues,  they  came  across 

\  the  satellites  of  Jupiter.     They  landed  on  Jupiter  itself, 

and  remained  there  for  a  year,  during  which  they  learned 

i  some  very  remarkable  secrets  which  would  be  at  the  pre- 

sent moment  in  the  press,  were  it  not  for  the  gentlemen 
who  act  as  censors,  and  who  have  discovered  therein  some 
statements  too  hard  for  them  to  swallow.  But  I  have  read 
the  manuscript  which  contains  them  in  the  library  of  the 


^  Huyghens,  the  discoverer  of  Saturn's  ring,  whose  '^Systema 
Satumium"  was  published  in  1659, 
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illustrious  Archbisbop  of ,  wbo,  witb  a  generosity  and 

kindness  wbicb  cannot  be  sufficiently  commended,  bas  per- 
mitted me  to  peruse  bis  books.  Accordingly  I  promise  to 
giro  bim  a  long  article  in  tbe  next  edition  tbat  sball  be 
brougbt  out  of  Moreri,*  and  I  will  be  specially  careful  not 
to  forget  bis  sons,  wbo  afford  sucb  good  bope  of  tbe  per- 
petuation of  tbeir  illustrious  f atber's  prc^eny. 

But  let  us  return  to  our  travellers.  Quitting  Jupiter, 
tbey  traversed  a  G^ace  of  about  a  bundred  million  leagues, 
and,  coasting  along  tbe  planet  Mars,  wbicb,  as  is  well  known, 
is  five  times  smaller  tban  our  own  little  globe,  tbey  saw 
two  moons,  wbicb  attend  upon  tbat  planet,  and  wbicb  bave 
escaped  tbe  observation  of  our  astronomers.'  I  am  well 
aware  tbat  I^itber  Castel  will  write,  and  pleasantly  enougb 
too,  against  tbe  existence  of  tbese  two  moons,  but  I  refer 
myself  to  tbose  wbo  reason  from  analogy.  Tbose  excellent 
pbilosopbers  know  bow  difficult  it  would  be  for  Mars,  wbicb 
is  sucb  a  long  way  off  from  tbe  sun,  to  get  on  witb  less 
tban  two  moons.  Be  tbat  as  it  may,  our  friends  found  tbe 
planet  so  small,  tbat  tbey  were  afhiid  of  finding  no  room 
tbere  to  put  up  for  tbe  nigbt,  so  tbey  proceeded  on  tbeir 
way,  like  a  pair  of  travellers  wbo  disdain  a  bumble  village 
inn,  and  pusb  on  to  tbe  nearest  town.  But  tbe  Sirian  and 
bis  companion  soon  bad  cause  to  repent  baving  done  so,  for 
tbey  went  on  for  a  long  time  witbout  finding  anytbing  at 

'  The  first  edition  of  Louis  Moreri's  ''  Grand  Dictionnaire  His- 
torique  et  Critique  "  appeared  at  Paris  in  1673,  and  the  la^it  in 
1759. 

*  "They"  (».«.,  the  astronomers  of  Laputa)  "hare  likewise  dis- 
covered two  lesser  stars,  or  satellites,  which  revolve  about  Mars." 
(''Gulliver's  Travels,'*  part  iii.)  Strangely  enough,  this  conjec- 
ture, which,  it  will  be  seen,  Voltaire  borrowed  from  Swift,  has 
been  verified  by  the  progress  of  science,  for  in  1877  Professor 
Asaph  Hall,  of  Washington,  discovered  that  Mars  is  actually 
attended  by  two  moons,  which  have  received  the  appropriate 
names  of  **  Phobos  "  and  "  Deimos  "  ("  Fear  "  and  **  Tenor  ") 
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ail.  At  last  thej  perceived  a  faint  glimmer ;  it  came  from 
our  earth,  and  created  compassion  in  the  minds  of  those 
who  had  so  lately  left  Jupiter.  Howerer,  for  fear  if 
repenting  a  second  time,  thej  decided  to  disembark.  They 
passed  over  the  tail  of  the  comet,  and  meeting  with  an 
aurora  borealis  dose  at  hand,  they  got  inside,  and  alighted 
on  the  earth  by  the  northern  shore  of  the  Baltic  Sea»  July 
the  5th,  1737,  new  style. 


>  CHAPTER  IV. 

\  WHAT  HAPPEKBD  TO  THB  TSAVELLBBS  OK  THE 

I  TBBBESTBIAL  OLOBE. 

A  FTEB  having  rested  for  some  time,  they  consumed 

-^^  for  their  breakfast  a  couple  of  mountains,  which  their 

people  prepared  for  them  as  daintily  as  possible.     Then 

1  wishing  to  inspect  the  country  where  they  were,  they  first 

J         went  from  north  to  south.     Each  of  the  Sirian's  ordinary 

^  steps  was  about  thirty  thousand  statute  feet ;  the  Saturnian 

[  dwarf,  whose  height  was  only  a  thousand  fathoms,  followed 

panting  far  behind,  for  he  luird  to  take  about  a  dozen  steps 

when  the  other  made  a  single  stride.     Picture  to  yourself 

L  (if  I  may  be  allowed  to  make  such  a  comparison)  a  tiny 

I         little  toy  spaniel    pursuing  a  captain  of    the  King  of 

f  Prusaiati  grenadiers. 

^  As  the  strangers  proceeded  pretty  quickly,  they  made 

;  the  circuit  of  the  globe  in  thirty-six  hours;  the   sun, 

[  indeed,    or  rather  the  earth,  makes  the  same  journey 

in  a  day ;   but  it  must  be  borne  in  mind  that  it  is  a 
^,  much  easier  way  of  getting  on,  to  turn  on  one's  axisf 

I  than  to  walk  on  one's  feet.    Behold  our  travellers,  then, 

,,  rettuned  to  the  same  spot  from  which  they  had  started, 
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after  having  set  eyes  upon  that  sea,  to  them  almost  im- 
perceptible, which  is  called  the  Mediterranean,  and  that 
other  little  pond  which,  under  the  name  of  the  great 
Ocean,  surrounds  this  mole-hill.  Therein  the  dwarf  had 
never  sunk  much  above  the  knee,  while  the  other  had 
scarcely  wetted  his  ankle.  They  did  all  they  could,  search- 
ing here  and  there,  both  when  going  and  returning,  to 
ascertain  whether  the  earth  were  inhabited  or  not.  They 
stooped,  they  lay  down,  they  groped  about  in  all  direc- 
tions ;  but  their  eyes  and  their  hands  being  out  of  all  pro- 
portion to  the  tiny  beings  who  crawl  up  and  down  here, 
they  felt  not  the  slightest  sensation  which  could  lead  them 
to  suspect  that  we  and  our  fellow-creatures,  the  other  in- 
habitants of  this  globe,  have  the  honour  to  exist. 

The  dwarf,  who  sometimes  judged  a  little  too  hastily,  at 
once  decided  that  there  was  not  a  single  creature  on  the 
earth.  His  first  reason  was  that  he  had  not  seen  one. 
But  Micromegas  politely  gave  him  to  understand  that  that 
was  not  a  good  argument : 

"  For,"  said  he,  "  you,  with  your  little  eyes,  cannot  see 
certain  stars  of  the  fiftieth  magnitude  which  I  distinctly 
discern;  do  you  conclude  from  that  circumstance  that 
those  stars  have  no  existence  ?  " 

"  But,"  said  the  dwarf,  "  I  have  felt  about  very  care- 
fully." 

'•  But,"  rejoined  the  other,  "  your  powers  of  perception 
may  be  at  fault." 

"  But,"  continued  the  dwarf,  "  this  globe  is  so  ill-con- 
structed,  it  is  so  irr^ular,  and,  as  it  seems  to  me,  of  so 
ridiculous  a  shape !  All  here  appears  to  be  in  a  state  of 
chaos ;  look  at  these  little  brooks,  not  one  of  which  goes 
in  a  straight  line ;  look  at  these  ponds,  which  are  neither 
round  nor  square,  nor  oval,  nor  of  any  regular  form ;  and 
all  these  little  sharp-pointed  grains  with  which  this  globe 
bristles,  and  which  have  rubbed  the  skin  off  my  feet ! " — 
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he  alluded  to  the  mountains — **  Observe  too  the  shapo  of 
the  globe  as  a  whole,  how  it  is  flat  at  the  poles,  how  it 
turns  round  the  sun  in  a  clumsily  slanting  manner,  so  that 
the  polar  climes  are  necessarily  mere  wastes.  In  truth, 
what  chiefly  makes  me  think  that  there  is  nobody  here,  is 
that  I  cannot  suppose  any  people  of  sense  would  wish  to 
occupy  such  a  dwelling." 

"  Well,"  said  Micromegas,  "  perhaps  the  people  who 
inhabit  it  are  not  people  of  sense.  But  in  point  of  fact 
there  are  some  signs  of  its  not  having  been  made  for 
nothing.     Everything  here  seems  to  you  irregular,   you 

»  say ;  that  is  because  everything  is  measured  by  the  Hne  of 

Saturn  and  Jupiter.    Ay,  perhaps  it  is  for  that  very  reason 

>  that  there  is  so  much  apparent  confusion  here.     Have  I 

not  told  you  that  in  the  course  of  my  travels  I  have  always 
remarked  the  presence  of  variety  ? "  The  Satumian  had 
answers  to  meet  all  these  arguments,  and  the  dispute 
might  never  have  ended,  if  Micromegas,  in  the  heat  of 
discussion,  had  not  luckily  broken  the  thread  which  bound 

^  together  his  collar  of  diamonds,  so  that  they  fell  to  the 

ground ;  pretty  little  stones  they  were,  of  rather  unequal 

i  size,  the  largest  of  which  weighed  four  himdred  pounds, 

and  the  smallest  not  more  than  fifty.  The  dwarf,  who 
picked  up  some  of  them,  perceived,  on  bringing  them  near 
his  eyes,  that  these  diamonds,  from  the  fashion  in  which 

V  they  were  cut,  made  capital  microscopes.     He,  accordingly, 

I  took  up  a  little  magnifier  of  one  hundred  and  sixty  feet 

r  in  diameter,  which  he  appUed  to  his  eye ;  and  Mieremegas 

selected  one  of  two  thousand  five  hundred  feet  across. 
They  were  of  high  power,  but  at  first  nothing  was  revealed 

W  by  iheir  help,  so  the  focus  had  to  be  adjusted.  At  last 
the  inhabitant  of  Saturn  saw  something  almost  impercep- 

•'^  tible,  which  moved  half  under  water  in  the  Baltic  sea  ;  it 
was  a  whale.  He  caught  it  very  cleverly  with  his  little 
finger,  and  placing  it  on  his  thumb  nail,  showed  it  to  the 
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Siriaii,  who  bunt  oat  laaghinq^  a  second  tiine  at  the  ex- 
treme minateness  of  the  inhabitants  of  onr  sjstCTO.  The 
Satarnian,  now  oonyinced  that  onr  world  was  inhabited, 
rushed  immediatelj  to  the  conclusion  that  whales  were  the 
onlj  creatures  to  be  found  thero;  and,  as  speculation  was 
his  Strang  pointy  he  pleased  himself  with  conjectuies  as  to 
the  origin  of  so  insignificant  an  atom  and  the  source  of 
its  moTement,  whether  it  had  ideas  and  free  wilL  Micro- 
megas  was  a  good  deal  puzded  about  it ;  he  examined  the 
creature  veij  patiently,  and  the  result  of  his  inyestigation 
was  that  he  had  no  grounds  for  supposing  that  it  had  a 
soul  lodged  in  its  body.  The  two  trayeUers  then  were  in- 
clined to  think,  that  there  was  no  being  possessed  of  in- 
telligence in  this  habitation  of  ours,  whoi  with  the  aid  of 
the  microscope  thej  detected  something  as  b^  as  a  whale, 
floating  on  the  Baltic  sea.  We  know  that  at  that  yerj 
time  a  flock  of  philosphere  were  returning  from  the  polar 
circle,  whither  they  had  gone  to  make  observations  which 
no  one  had  attempted  before.  The  newspapers  say  that 
their  yessel  ran  aground  in  the  gulf  of  Bothnia,  and  that 
they  had  great  difficulty  in  saying  their  Uycs  ;  but  we 
never  know  in  this  world  the  real  truth  about  anything. 
I  am  going  to  relate  honestly  what  took  place,  without 
adding  anything  of  my  own  invention,  a  task  which  de- 
mands no  small  effort  on  the  part  of  an  historian. 
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CHAPTER  V. 

EXPERIENCES  AlfD  CONJECTTJBES  OF  THE  TWO  TBATBLLEBS. 

AyT  ICEOMEGAS  stretched  out  his  hand  very  gently 
^  ^  towards  the  place  where  the  object  appeared ; 
thrusting  forward  two  fingers,  he  quickly  drew  them  back 
lest  his  hopes  should  be  defeated ;  then,  cautiously  open- 
ing and  closing  them,  he  seized  with  great  dexterity  the 
ship  which  carried  those  gentlemen,  and  placed  it  like- 
wise on  his  nail  without  squeezing  it  too  much,  for  fear 
of  crushing  it. 

"  Here  is  an  animal  quite  different  from  the  first,"  said 
the  Satumian  dwarf.  The  Sirian  placed  the  supposed 
animal  in  the  hollow  of  his  hand.  The  passengers  and 
crew,  who  thought  that  they  had  been  whirled  aloft  by 
a  tempest,  and  supposed  that  they  had  struck  upon  some 
kind  of  rock,  began  to  bestir  themselves  ;  the  sailors  seized 
^^asks  of  wine,  threw  them  overboard  on  Micromegas's 
hand,  and  afterwards  jumped  down  themselves,  while  the 
geometers  seized  their  quadrants,  their  sectors,  and  a  pair 
of  Lapland  girls,  and  descended  on  the  Sirian's  fingers. 
They  made  such  a  conmiotion,  that  at  last  he  felt  some- 
thing tickling  him ;  it  was  a  pole  with  an  iron  point  being 
driven  afoot  deep  hito  his  forefinger.  He  judged  from  this 
prick  that  it  had  proceeded  somehow  from  the  Httle  animal 
that  he  was  holding;  but  at  first  he  perceived  nothing 
more.  The  magnifier^  which  scarcely  enabled  them  to 
discern  a  whale  and  a  ship,  had  no  effect  upon  a  being  so 
insignificant  as  man.  I  have  no  wish  to  shock  the  vanity 
of  anyone,  but  here  I  am  obhged  to  beg  those  who  are 
sensitive  about  their  own  importance  to  consider  what  I 
have  to  say  on  this  subject.    Taking  the  average  stature 
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of  mankind  at  five  feet,  we  make  no  greater  figure  on  the 
earth  than  an  insect  not  quite  the  six  hundred  thousandth 
part  of  an  inch  in  height  would  do  upon  a  bowl  ten  feet 
round.  Figure  to  yourselves  a  being  who  could  hold  the 
earth  in  his  hand,  and  who  had  organs  of  sense  propor- 
tionate to  our  own, — ^and  it  may  well  be  conceived  that 
there  are  a  great  number  of  such  beings, — consider  then, 
I  pray  you,  what  they  would  think  of  those  battles  which 
give  the  conqueror  possession  of  some  village,  to  be  lost 
again  soon  afterwards. 

I  have  no  doubt  that  if  some  captain  of  tall  grenadiers 
ever  reads  this  work,  he  will  raise  the  caps  of  his  company 
at  least  a  couple  of  feet ;  but  I  warn  him  that  it  will  be 
all  in  vain,  that  he  and  his  men  will  never  be  anything  but 
the  merest  mites. 

What  marvellous  skill  then  must  our  philosopher  from 
Sirius  have  possessed,  in  order  to  perceive  those  atoms  of 
which  I  have  been  speaking!  When  Leuwenhoek  and 
Hartsoeker  first  saw,  or  thought  they  saw,  the  minute  speck 
out  of  which  we  are  formed,  they  did  not  make  nearly  so 
surprising  a  discovery.^  What  pleasure  then  did  Micro- 
megas  feel  in  watching  the  movements  of  those  little 
machines,  in  examining  all  their  feats,  in  following  all 
their  operations !  How  he  shouted  for  joy,  as  he  placed 
one  of  his  microscopes  in  his  companion's  hand ! 

"  I  see  them,"  they  exclaimed  both  at  once ;  "  do  you 
not  observe  how  they  are  carrying  burdens,  how  they  stoop 
down  and  rise  up  ?  " 

As  they  spoke,  their  hands  trembled  with  delight  at 
beholding  objects  so  unusual,  and  with  fear  lest  they 
might  lose  them.    The  Satumian,  passing  from  the  one 

^  Bufibn  in  his  "  Histoire  Naturelle,"  the  first  three  volumes  of 
which  were  published  at  Paris  in  1749,  had  folly  discussed  these 
observations  of  Leuwenhoek  and  others. 
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extreme  of  scepticism  to  an  equal  degree  of  credulity, 
fancied  that  he  saw  them  engaged  in  the  work  of  pro* 
pagation. 

"  Ah  I "  said  he,  "  I  have  surprised  nature  in  the  very 
act."^ 

But  he  was  deceived  by  appearances,  an  accident  to 
which  we  are  only  too  liable,  whether  we  make  use  of 
microscopes  or  not. 


CHAPTEE  VI. 

WHAT  C6MMI7NICATION  THEY  HBLD  WITH  MEN. 

ly/T  lOBOMEGAS,  a  much  better  observer  than  his  dwarf, 
'*-^-*-  perceived  clearly  that  the  atoms  were  speaking  to 
each  other,  and  he  called  his  companion's  attention  to 
the  circumstance ;  but  he,  ashamed  as  he  was  of  having 
made  a  mistake  on  the  subject  of  generation,  was  indis- 
posed to  believe  that  such  creatures  as  they  could  have 
any  means  of  communicating  ideas.  He  had  the  gift  of 
tongues  as  well  as  the  Sirian  ;  he  did  not  hear  the  atoms 
speak,  so  he  concluded  that  they  did  not  do  so ;  besides, 
how  could  those  imperceptible  beings  have  vocal  organs, 
and  what  could  they  have  to  say?  To  be  able  to  speak, 
one  must  think,  or  at  least  make  some  approach  to 
thought;  but  if  those  creatures  could  think,  then  they 
must  have  something  equivalent  to  a  soul;  now  to 
attribute  the  equivalent  of  a  soul  to  these  little  animals 
appeared  to  him  absurd. 

"  But,*^  said  the  Sirian,  **  you  fancied  just  now  that 
they  were  making  love ;    do  you  imagine  that  they  can 

^  This  expression  was  one  which   Fontenelle  (ob,  1757)  had 
employed  in  relating  certain  physiological  observations  of  his  own. 
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make  love  without  being  able  to  tbink  or  utter  a  word,  or 
eyen  to  make  tbemselyes  understood  ?  Moreover,  do  jou 
suppose  tbat  it  is  more  difficult  to  produce  ai^^uments 
than  offspring?  Both  appear  to  me  equally  mysterious 
operations." 

"  I  no  longer  venture  either  to  believe  or  to  deny,"  said 
the  dwarf ;  "  I  have  no  opinion  any  more  about .  the 
matter.  We  must  try  to  examine  these  insects,  we  will 
form  oTir  conclusions  afterwards." 

"  That  is  very  well  said,"  replied  Micromegas ;  and  he 
straightway  drew  forth  a  pair  of  scissors  with  which  he 
cut  his  nails,  and  immediately  made  out  of  a  paring  from 
his  thumb-nail  a  sort  of  monster  speaking-trumpet,  like  a 
huge  funnel,  the  narrow  end  of  which  he  put  into  his  ear. 
As  the  wide  part  of  the  funnel  included  the  ship  and  all 
her  crew,  the  faintest  voice  was  conveyed  along  the  circular 
fibres  of  the  nail  in  such  a  manner,  that,  thanks  to  his  per- 
severance, the  philosopher  high  above  them  clearly  heard 
the  buzzing  of  our  insects  down  below.  In  a  few  hours- 
he  succeeded  in  distinguishing  the  words,  and  at  last  in 
understandiug  the  French  language.  The  dwarf  heard 
the  same,  but  with  more  difficulty.  The  astonishment  of 
the  travellers  increased  every  instant.  They  heard  mere 
mites  speaking  tolerably  good  sense ;  such  a  freak  of 
nature  seemed  to  them  inexplicable.  You  may  imagine 
how  impatiently  the  Sirian  and  his  dwarf  longed  to  hold 
conversation  with  the  atoms ;  but  the  dwarf  was  afraid 
that  his  voice  of  thunder,  and  still  more  that  of  Micro- 
megas, might  deafen  the  mites  without  conveying  any 
meaning.  It  became  necessary  to  diminish  its  strength ; 
they,  accordingly,  placed  in  their  mouths  instruments  like 
little  tooth-picks,  the  tapering  end  of  which  was  brought 
near  the  ship.  Then  the  Sirian,  holding  the  dwarf  on  his 
knees,  and  the  vessel  with  her  crew  upon  his  nail,  bent  his 
head  down  and  spoke  in  a  low  voice,  thus  at  laat,  with  the 
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help  <^  all  these  precautioSis  and  many  others  besides, 
beginning  to  address  them : 

'*  Invisible  insects,  whom  the  hand  of  the  Creator  has 
been  pleased  to  produce  in  the  abyss  of  the  infinitely  little, 
I  thank  Him  for  having  deigned  to  reveal  to  me  secrets 
"  which  seemed  inscrutable.  It  may  be  the  courtiers  of  my 
country  would  not  condescend  to  look  upon  you,  but  I 
despise  no  one,  and  I  offer  you  my  protection." 

If  ever  anyone  was  astonished,  it  was  the  people  who 

heard  these  words,  nor  could  they  guess   whence   they 

came.    The  ship's  chaplain  repeated  the  prayers  used  in 

.        exorcism,  the  sailors  swore,  and  the   philosophers  con- 

f         structed  theories ;  but  whatever  theories  they  constructed, 

i        they  could  not  divine  who  was  speaking  to  them.    The 

dwarf  of  Saturn,  who  had  a  softer  voice  than  Micromegas, 

then  told  them  in  a  few  words  with  what  kind  of  beings 

they  had  to  do.    He  gave  them  an  account  of  the  journey 

from  Saturn,  and  made  them  acquainted  with  the  parts 

and  powers  of  Mr.  Micromegas ;  and,  after  having  com- 

^        miserated  them  for  being  so  small,  he  asked  them  if  they 

I         had  always  been  in  that  pitiful  condition  little  better  than 

;        annihilation,  what  they  found  to  do  on  a  globe  that 

appeared  to  belong  to  whales,  if  they  were  happy,  if  they 

increased  and  multiplied,  whether  they  had  souls,  and  a 

hundred  other  questions  of  that  nature. 

,  A  philosopher  of  the  party,  bolder  than  the  rest  of  them, 

'^       acd  shocked  that  the  existence  of  his  soul  should  be  called 

in  question,  took  observations   of  the  speaker  with  a 

quadrant  from  two  different  stations,  and,  at  the  third, 

spoke  as  follows : 

"  Do  you  then  suppose,  sir,  because  a  thousand  fathoms 
extend   between  your    head   and    your   feet,   that   you 


S       are 


f  "A    thousand    fathoms!"    cried   the    dwarf;    "good 

heavens!    How    is   it    that  he  knows  my  height?    A 
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thousand  fivthoms !  He  is  not  an  incli  out  in  his  reckon- 
ing. What!  Has  that  atom  actoallj  measoied  me? 
He  is  a  geometer,  he  knows  mj  size;  while  I,  who  cannot 
see  him  except  through  a  microscope,  am  still  ignorant 
ofhis!'* 

"Yes,  I  have  taken  jonr  measore/'  said  the  man  of 
science ;  "  and  I  will  now  proceed,  if  you  please,  to  measure         | 
jonr  big  companion."  j 

The  proposal  was  accepted ;  His  Excellency  laj  down  at  | 
full  length,  for,  if  he  had  kept  himself  upright,  his  head 
would  have  reached  too  far  aboTO  the  clouds.  Our  philo- 
sophers then  planted  a  taQ  tree  in  a  place  which  Dr.  Swift^ 
would  have  named  without  hesitation,  but  which  I  abstain 
from  mentioning  out  of  my  great  respect  for  the  ladies. 
Then  by  means  of  a  series  of  triangles  j  oined  together,  they 
came  to  the  conclusion  that  the  object  before  them  was  in 
reality  a  young  man  whose  length  was  one  hundred  and 
twenty  thousand  statute  feet. 

Thereupon  Micromegas  uttered  these  words : 

"  I  see  more  clearly  than  ever  that  we  should  judge  of         J 
nothing  by  its  apparent  importance.     O  Ood,  Who  hast  ! 

bestowed  intelligence  upon  things  which  seemed  so  des- 
picable, the  infinitely  little  is  as  much  Thy  concern  as  the 
infinitely  great ;  and,  if  it  is  possible  that  there  should  be 
Hying  things  smaller  than  these,  they  may  be  endowed  with 
minds  superior  eyen  to  those  of  the  magnificent  creatures 
whom  I  haye  seen  in  the  sky,  who  with  one  foot  could  ^ 
coyer  this  globe  upon  which  I  haye  alighted." 

One  of  the  philosophers  replied  that  he  might  with 
perfect  confidence  beHeye  that  there  actually  were  intelli- 
gent beings  much  smaller  than  man.  He  related,  not 
indeed  all  the  fables  that  Virgil  has  told  on  the  subject  of 

^  The  first  part  of  "  Otdliver's  Travels,"  contaimng  the  Voyage  \ 

to  Lillipnt,  was  published  in  1726.  At  Voltaire's  suggestion  the 
Abb6  Deal ontaines  translated  the  whole  work  into  French. 


MICROMEGAS.  188 

bees,  but  the  restdts  of  Swammerdam's  discoyeries,  and 
Beatunur's  dissections.  Finally,  be  informed  bim  tbat 
there  are  animals  which  bear  the  same  proportion  to  bees 
that  bees  bear  to  men,  or  that  the  Sirian  himself  bore  to 
those  huge  creatures  of  whidi  he  spoke,  or  that  those  great 
creatures  themselves  bore  to  others  before  whom  thej 
seemed  mere  atoms.  The  conversation  grew  more  and 
more  interesting,  and  Micromegas  spoke  as  follows. 


CHAPTER  Vn. 

THE   CONVEBSATION   CONTINITED. 

"r\  INTELLIGENT  atoms,  m  whom  the  eternal  Being 
^^  has  been  pleased  to  make  manifest  His  skill  and 
power,  you  must  doubtless  taste  joys  of  perfect  purity  on 
this  your  globe;  for,  being  encumbered  with  so  little 
matter,  and  seeming  to  be  all  spirit,  you  must  pass  your 
lives  in  love  and  meditation,  which  is  the  true  life  of 
spiritual  beings.  I  have  nowhere  beheld  genuine  happi- 
ness, but  here  it  is  to  be  found  without  a  doubt." 

On  hearing  these  words,  all  the  philosophers  shook  their 
heads,  and  one  of  them,  more  frank  than  the  others,  can- 
didly confessed  that,  with  the  exception  of  a  small  number 
held  in  mean  estimation  among  them,  all  the  rest  of  man- 
kind were  a  multitude  of  fools,  knaves,  and  miserable 
wretches. 

"  We  have  more  matter  than  we  need,"  said  he,  "  the 
cause  of  much  evil,  if  evil  proceeds  from  matter ;  and  we 
have  too  much  mind,  if  evil  proceeds  from  the  mind.  Are 
you  aware,  for  instance,  that  at  this  very  moment  while  I 
am  speaking  to  you,  there  are  a  hundred  thousand  fools  of 
our  species  who  wear  hats,  slaying  a  hundred  thousand 
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fellow-creatures  who  wear  turbans,  or  being  massacred  bj 
them,  and  that  over  almost  all  the  earth  such  practices 
have  been  going  on  from  time  immemorial  ?  " 

The  Sirian  shuddered,  and  asked  what  could  be  the 
cause  of  such  horrible  quajrels  between  those  miserable 
little  creatures. 

"  The  dispute  is  aU  about  a  lump  of  clay,"  said  the  philo- 
sopher, "  no  bigger  than  jour  heel.*  Not  that  a  single  one 
of  those  millions  of  men  who  get  their  throats  cut  has  the 
slightest  interest  in  this  dod  of  earth.  The  only  point  in 
question  is  whether  it  shall  belong  to  a  certain  man  who 
is  called  Sultan,  or  to  another  who,  I  know  not  why,  is 
called  Caesar.^  Neither  the  one  nor  the  other  has  ever 
seen,  or  is  ever  likely  to  see,  the  little  comer  of  ground 
which  is  the  bone  of  contention ;  and  hardly  one  of  those 
animals,  who  are  cutting  each  other^s  throats,  has  ever 
seen  the  animal  for  whom  they  fight  so  desperately." 

**  Ah  !  wretched  creatures ! "  exclaimed  the  Sirian  with 
indignation;  "can  anyone  imagine  such  frantic  ferocity! 
I  should  like  to  take  two  or  three  steps,  and  stamp  upon 
the  whole  swarm  of  these  ridiculous  assassins." 

"  Do  not  give  yourself  the  trouble,"  answered  the  philo- 
sopher ;  "  they  are  working  hard  enough  to  destroy  them- 
selves. I  assure  you  that  at  the  end'  of  ten  years,  not  a 
hundredth  part  of  those  wretches  will  be  left ;  even  if  they 
had  never  drawn  the  sword,  famine,  fatigue,  or  intempe- 
rance will  sweep  them  almost  all  away.  Besides,  it  is  not 
they  who  deserve  punishment,  but  rather  those  arm-chair 
barbarians,  who  from  the  privacy  of  their  cabinets,  and 
during  the  process  of  digestion,  command  the  massacre  of 

'  The  Crimea,  which  was  annexed  to  Russia  in  1783,  after  two 
wars  with  Turkey,  to  the  earlier  one  of  which  (1736-1739)  reference 
is  here  made. 

*  The  derivation  of  Czar  (or  Tzar)  from  Caesar  is  admitted  by 
Skeat. 


MICROMEGAS.  185 

a  million  men,  and  afterwards  ordain  a  solemn  thanks- 
giving to  Q-od." 

The  traveller,  moved  with  compassion  for  the  tiny  human 
race,  among  whom  he  found  such  astonishing  contrasts, 
said  to  the  gentleigen  who  were  present : 

"Since  jou  belong  to  the  small  number  of  wise  men,  and 
apparently  do  not  kill  anyone  for  money,  tell  me,  pray,  how 
you  occupy  yourselves." 

"We  dissect  flies,"  said  the  same  philosopher,  "we 
measure  distances,  we  calculate  numbers,  we  are  agreed 
upon  two  or  three  points  which  we  understand,  and  we 
dispute  about  two  or  three  thousand  as  to  which  we  know 
nothing."  ^" 

The  visitors  from  Sirius  and  Saturn  were  immediately 
seized  with  a  desire  to  question  these  intelligent  atoms  on 
the  subjects  whereon  their  opinions  coincided. 

"  How  far  do  you  reckon  it,"  said  the  latter,  "  from  tte 
Dog-star  to  the  great  star  in  Q^mini  ?  " 

They  all  answered  together :  "  Thirty-two  degrees  and  a 
half." 

"  How  far  do  you  make  it  from  here  to  the  moon  ?  " 

"Sixty  half-diameters  of  the  earth,  in  round  num- 
bers." 

"  What  is  the  weight  of  your  air  ?  " 

He  thought  to  lay  a  trap  for  them,  but  they  all  told  him 
that  the  air  weighs  about  nine  hundred  times  less  than  an 
equal  volume  of  distilled  water,  and  nineteen  thousand 
times  less  than  pure  gold. 

The  little  dwarf  from  Satuiin,  astonished  at  their  replies, 
was  now  inclined  to  take  for  sorcerers  the  same  people  to 
whom  he  had  refused,  a  quarter  of  an  hour  ago,  to  allow 
the  possession  of  a  soul 

Then  Micromegas  said : 

"  Since  you  know  so  well  what  is  outside  of  yourselves, 
doubtless  you  know  still  better  what  is  within  you.     Tell 
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me  what  is  tlie  nature  of  your  soul,  and  how  jou  form 
ideas." 

The  philosophers  spoke  all  at  onoe  as  before,  but  this 
time  thej  were  all  of  different  opinions.  The  oldest  of 
them  quoted  Aristotle,  another  pronounced  the  name  of 
I>0scarteSy  this  spoke  of  Malebranche,  that  of  Leibnitz,  and 
another  again  of  Locke.  The  old  Peripatetic  said  in  a  loud 
and  confident  tone  of  voice : 

"  The  soul  is  an  actuality  and  a  rationality,  in  virtue  of 
which  it  has  the  power  to  be  what  it  is;  as  Aristotle 
expressly  declares  on  page  633  of  the  Louvre  edition  of  hid 
works ; "  and  he  quoted  the  passage. 

"  I  don't  understand  Greek  very  well,"  said  the  giant. 

'*  No  more  do  I,"  said  the  mite  of  a  philosopher. 

"  Why,  then,"  inquired  the  Sirian,  "  do  you  quote  the 
man  you  call  Aristotle  in  that  language  ?  " 

•*  Because,"  replied  the  sage,  "  it  is  right  and  proper  to 
quote  what  we  do  not  comprehend  at  all  in  a  language  we 
least  understand." 

The  Cartesian  then  interposed  and  said : 

"The  soul  is  pure  spirit,  which  has  received  in  its 
mother's  womb  all  metaphysical  ideas,  and  which,  on 
issuing  thence,  is  obliged  to  go  to  school,  as  it  were,  and 
learn  afresh  all  that  it  knew  so  well,  and  which  it  will 
never  know  any  more." 

"  It  was  hardly  worth  while,  then,"  answered  the  e^ht- 
leagued  giant,  "  for  your  soul  to  have  been  so  learned  in 
your  mother's  womb,  if  you  were  to  become  so  ignorant  by 
the  time  you  have  a  beard  on  your  chin. — But  what  do 
you  understand  by  spirit  ?  " 

"Why  do  you  ask  me  that  question?  "  said  the  philo>- 
sopher ;  "  I  have  no*  idea  of  its  meaning,  except  that  it  is 
said  to  be  independent  of  matter." 

"  You  know,  at  least,  what  matter  is,  I  presume  ?  " 

"  Perfectly  well,"  replied  the  man.    "  For  instance,  this 
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stone  is  grey,  is  of  such  and  such  a  form,  has  three  dimen- 
sions, has  weight  and  diyisibilitj." 

"Very  well,"  said  the  Sirian.  "Now  tell  me,  please, 
what  tlds  thing  actually  is  which  appears  to  you  to  be  divi- 
sible,  heavy,  and  of  a  grey  colour.  You  observe  certain 
qualities ;  but  are  you  acquainted  with  the  intrinsic  nature 
of  the  thing  itself?"" 

"No,"  said  the  other. 

"  Then  you  do  not  know  what  matter  is." 

Thereupon  Mr.  Micromegas,  addressing  his  question  to 
another  sage,  whom  he  held  on  his  thumb,  asked  him  what 
the  soul  was,  and  what  it  did. 

• "  Nothing  at  all,"  said  the  disciple  of  Halebranche ;  "it 
is  God  who  does  everything  for  me ;  I  see  and  do  every- 
thing through  Him ;  He  it  is  who  does  all  without  my  in- 
terference." 

"You  might  just  as  well,  then,  have  no  existence," 
replied  the  sage  of  Sirius. 

"  And  you,  my  friend,"  he  said  to  a  follower  of  Leibnitz, 
who  was  there,  "  what  is  your  soul  ?  " 

"  It  is,"  answered  he,  "  a  hand  which  points  to  the  hour 
while  my  body  chimes,  or,  if  you  like,  it  is  the  soul  which 
chimes,  while  my  body  points  to  the  hour ;  or,  to  put  it  in 
another  way,  my  soul  is  the  mirror  of  the  universe,  and  my 
body  is  its  frame :  that  is  all  clear  enough." 

A  little  student  of  Locke  was  standing  near ;  and  when 
his  opinion  at  last  was  asked : 

"  I  know  nothing,"  said  he,  "  of  j^ow  I  think,  but  I  know 
that  I  have  never  thought  except  on  the  suggestion  of  my 
senses.  That  there  are  immaterial  and  intelligent  substances 
is  not  what  I  doubt ;  but  that  it  is  impossible  for  God  to 
communicate  the  faculty  of  thought  to  matter  is  what  I 
doubt  very  strongly.  I  adore  the  eternal  Power,  nor  is  it  my 
part  to  limit  its  exercise ;  I  assert  nothing,  I  content  my- 
self with  believing  that  more  is  possible  than  people  think." 
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The  creature  of  Sirius  smiled ;  lie  did  not  deem  the  last 
speaker  the  least  sagacious  of  the  company ;  and  the  dwarf 
of  Saturn  would  have  clasped  Locke's  disciple  in  his  arms 
if  their  extreme  disproportion  had  not  made  that  impos- 
sible. But  unluckily  a  little  animalcule  was  there  in  a 
square  cap»^  who  silenced  all  the  other  philosophical  mites, 
saying  that  he  knew  the  whole  secret,  that  it  was  all  to  be 
found  in  the  "Summa"  of  St.  Thomas  Aquinas;  he 
scanned  the  pair  of  celestial  visitors  from  top  to  toe,  and 
maintained  that  they  and  all  their  kind,  their  suns  and 
stars,  were  made  solely  for  man's  benefit.  At  this  speech 
our  two  travellers  tumbled  over  each  other,  choking 
with  that  inextinguishable  laughter  which,  according  to 
Homer,  is  the  special  privilege  of  the  gods  ;  their  shoul- 
ders shook,  and  their  bodies  heaved  up  and  down,  till,  in 
those  merry  convulsions,  the  ship  which  the  Sirian  held  on 
his  nail  fell  into  the  Satumiajx's  breeches  pocket.  These 
two  good  people,  after  a  long  search,  recovered  it  at  last, 
and  duly  set  to  rights  all  that  had  been  displaced.  The 
Sirian  once  more  took  up  the  little  mites,  and  addressed 
them  again  with  great  kindness,  though  he  was  a  little 
disgusted  in  the  bottom  of  his  heart  at  seeing  such  infi- 
nitely insignificant  atoms  puffed  up  with  a  pride  of  almodt 
infinite  importance.  He  promised  to  supply  them  with  a 
rare  book  of  philosophy,  written  in  very  minute  characters 
for  their  special  use,  telling  them  that  in  that  book  they 
would  find  all  that  can  be  known  of  the  ultimate  essence 
of  things,  and  he  actually  gave  them  the  volume  ere  his 
departure.  It  was  carried  to  Paris  and  -laid  before  the 
Ao^emy  of  Sciences ;  but  when  the  old  secretary  came  to 
open  it,  he  saw  nothing  but  blank  leaves. 

"  Ah ! "  said  he,  "  this  is  just  what  I  expected." 
^  Such  as  was  worn  by  a  Doctor  of  the  Sorbonne. 
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/^NE  daj  the  great  philosopher  Citophilos  thus  ad- 
^-^  dressed  a  woman  who  was  in  great  distress,  and  had 
good  reason  for  being  so : 

**  Madam,  the  queen  of  England,  daughter  of  our  great 
Henry  IV.,  was  as  imhappj  as  you ;  she  was  driven  out  of 
her  realms,  she  nearly  perished  from  storms  at  sea;  she 
saw  her  royal  consort  die  upon  the  scaffold." 

"  I  am  sorry  for  her,"  said  the  lady ;  and  she  began  to 
weep  again  for  her  own  misfortunes. 

**  Nay,"  said  Citophilus,  "  remember  Mary  Stuart ;  she 
loved  in  all  honesty  a  handsome  musician,  who  had  a  very 
fine  bass  voice.  Her  husband  slew  her  minstrel  before  her 
eyes;  and  in  the  end  her  good  friend  and  kinswoman. 
Queen  Elizabeth,  who  called  herself  a  vii^in,  had  her  head 
cut  off  on  a  scaffold  himg  with  black,  after  having  kept  her 
in  prison  for  eighteen  years." 

''That  was  very  cruel,"  said  the  lady;  and  she  gave 
herself  up  again  to  her  own  misery. 

"  Perhaps,"  said  the  would-be  consoler,  "  you  may  have 
heard  how  the  fair  Joan  of  Naples  was  taken  prisoner  and 
strangled?" 

**  I  have  a  confused  remembrance  of  it,"  said  the  afficted 
lady. 
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"  I  must  relate  to  jou,"  continued  the  other,  "  the  &te  of 
a  queen  who  was  dethroned  within  mj  own  recollection, 
one  evening  after  supper,  and  who  died  on  a  desert  island" 

'*  I  know  all  that  story,"  answered  the  lady. 

'*  Ah !  well  then,  I  will  tell  you  what  happened  to  another 
great  princess,  whom  I  had  the  honour'  of  instructing  in 
philosophy.  She  had  a  lover,  as  all  great  and  beautiful 
princesses  are  wont  to  have.  Her  father  entered  her 
chamber  and  surprised  the  gallant,  whose  &ce  was  as  red 
as  fire,  and  his  eyes  sparkling  like  carbuncles ;  the  lady, 
too,  had  her  colour  a  good  deal  heightened.  The  young 
man's  face  displeased  the  father  so  much,  that  he  dealt 
him  the  most  tremendous  box  on  the  ear  that  had  ever 
been  given  in  his  dominions.  The  lover  took  up  a  pair  of 
tongs,  and  broke  his  father-in-law's  head,  which  was  healed 
with  difficulty,  and  he  still  bears  marks  of  the  wound. 
The  amorous  damsel,  in  her  distraction,  jumped  out  of  the 
window,  and  dislocated  her  ankle  so  badly,  that  she  has  a 
decided  limp  to  the  present  day,  though  otherwise  she  has 
an  admirable  figure.  The  gallant  was  condemned  to  death 
for  having  broken  the  head  of  so  sublime  a  prince.  You 
may  imagine  the  state  of  despair  to  which  the  princess  was 
reduced,  when  her  lover  was  led  away  to  be  hanged.  I 
saw  her  for  a  long  time,  while  she  was  in  prison ;  she  never 
spoke  to  me  of  anything  but  her  misfortunes." 

"  Why,  then,  will  you  not  let  me  think  of  mine  ?  "  said 
the  lady. 

**  Because,"  said  the  philosopher,  **  you  must  not  think 
of  them,  and,  since  so  many  grand  ladies  have  been  so  un- 
fortunate, it  ill  becomes  you  to  give  way  to  despair.  Think 
of  Hecuba,  think  of  Niobe." 

•*  Ah ! "  said  the  lady,  "  if  I  had  lived  in  their  days,  or 
in  those  of  so  many  fair  princesses,  and  if  you  had  tried  to 
console  them  by  relating  my  woes,  do  you  think  that  they 
would  have  listened  to  you  ?  " 


THE  TWO  RECIPIENTS  OF  CONSOLATION.  193 

Next  day,  the  philosoplier  lost  his  only  son,  and  was  on 
the  point  of  dying  of  grief.  The  lady  caused  a  list  to  be 
drawn  up  of  all  the  kings  who  had  lost  their  children,  and 
took  it  to  the  philosopher ;  he  read  it,  found  it  quite  cor- 
rect, and  wept  no  less  bitterly  than  before. 

Three  months  afterwards  they  saw  each  other  again,  and 
each  was  surprised  to  find  the  cheerf  i^ness  of  the  other 
completely  restored.  So  they  joined  together  in  setting 
up  a  beautiful  statue  to  Time,  with  this  inscription  : 

**T0   THE   GITEB  OF   CONSOLATION.*' 


S 
k 


HISTORY  OF   THE   TRAVELS   OF 
SCARMENTADO. 

WRITTEN  BY  HIMSELF. 
(1756.) 


1 


1 


^ 
1 


r 


--  HISTORY  ©F   THE  TRAVELS  OF 
SCARMENTADO. 

WRITTEN  BY  HIMSELF. 
(1756,) 

T  WAS  bom  in  the  town  of  Candia,  in  the  year  1600. 
My  father  was  governor  of  the  place,  and  I  remember 
that  a  poet  of  moderate  ability,  but  more  than  moderately 
sarcastic,  named  Iro,*  made  some  bad  verses  by  way  of 
compliment  to  me,  in  which  I  was  represented  as  a  lineal 
descendant  of  Minos ;  but,  after  my  father  had  fallen  into 
disgrace,  he  composed  some  other  verses  wherein  no  better 
origin  was  assigned  to  me  than  from  Pasiphae  and  her 
lover.  He  was  a  very  mischievous  fellow,  that  Iro,  and 
the  most  troublesome  rogue  in  the  island. 

My  father  sent  me,  when  I  was  fifteen  years  of  age,  to 
study  at  Rome,  where  I  duly  arrived,  hoping  there  to  learn 
the  truth  on  all  subjects  ;  for,  up  to  that  time,  I  had  been 
taught  the  very  contrary,  according  to  the  practice  of  this 
inferior  world,  from  China  to  the  Alps.  Monsignor  Pro- 
fondo,  to  whose  notice  I  was  recommended,  had  his  pe- 
culiarities, and  was  one  of  the  most  terribly  learned  men 
that  the  world  contained.  He  wished  to  teach  me  the 
categories  of  Aristotle,  and  was  on  the  point  of  including 

^  An  anagram  of  Roi,  the  name  of  a  satirical  poetaster  of  the 
day. 
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me  in  the  category  of  his  minions,  from  whose  clutches  I 
had  a  narrow  escape ! 

I  witnessed  processions,  exorcisms,  rapine,  and  robbery. 
It  was  said,  but  the  story  was  utterly  false,  that  the 
Signora  01ympia,^a  lady  of  great  discretion,  used  to  sell 
many  things  that  ought  not  to  be  sold.  I  was  of  an  age 
when  all  that  sort  of  thing  seemed  ver^  amusing.  A  young 
lady  of  very  agreeable  manners,  whose  name  was  Signora 
Fatelo,  took  it  into  her  head  to  fall  in  love  with  me.  She 
was  courted  by  the  reverend  father  Poignardini  and  by  the 
reverend  father  Aconiti,  young  professed  monks  of  an 
order  that  no  longer  exists  ;  in  bestowing  on  me  her  good 
graces,  she  made  them  forget  their  rivalry,  but,  at  the 
same  time,  I  ran  some  risk  of  being  excommunicated  and 
poisoned.  I  accordingly  left  Bome,  having  looked  quite 
long  enough  at  the  architecture  of  St.  Peter's. 

I  continued  my  travels  into  France,  where  Louis  the 
Just*  was  reigning  at  the  time.  The  first  question  I  was 
asked  was,  if  I  wished  a  little  morsel  of  General  d'Ancre  for 
breakfast,  whose  flesh  the  people  had  roateted,  and  distri- 
buted very  freely  among  all  who  wished  to  have  some.  • 

This  State  was  a  continual  prey  to  civil  wars,  entered 
on  at  one  time  for  a  place  at  the  council-board,  and  at 
another  in  support  of  two  or  three  pages  of  controversy. 
For  more  than  sixty  years  this  fire,  sometimes  smouldering, 
and  somelames  fanned  into  fierceness,  had  been  devastating 
those  fair  regions.  It  was  thus  that  the  Galilean  Church 
maintained. liberty ! 

"Alas!"  said  I,  **and  yet  these  people  are  naturally 
mild  and  gentle  I  What  can  have  warped  them  from  their 

^  Sister-in-law  of  Pope  Innocent  X.  (1644-1635). 

^  i.e.,  Louis  XIII.,  who  reigned  from  1610  till  1643. 

^  The  Italian  adventurer  Concini,  created  Marquis  d'Ancre  by 
the  young  king's  mother,  Mary  de  Medici,  after  having  made 
himself  obnoxious  to  all  classes,  was  assassinated  in  1617. 
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true  character  ?  They  make  merry  one  day.  and  commit 
a  St.  Bartholomew  massacre  the  next.  Happy  the  time 
when  they  shall  only  make  merry ! " 

I  crossed  over  to  England ;  the  same  disputes  were  there 
exciting  the  same  fury.  Some  pious  catholics  had  re- 
solved, for  the  good  of  the  Church,  to  blow  up  with  gun- 
powder the  king,  the  royal  family,  and  both  houses  of 
Parliament,  and  so  deliver  England  from  those  heretics. 
I  was  shown  the  place  where  Queen  Mary  of  happy  memory, 
daughter  of  Henry  VI 11.,  had  burned  more  thaii  five 
hundred  of  her  subjects.  An  Irish  priest  assured  me  that 
it  was  a  most  glorious  course  of  action ;  first  because  those 
who  had  been  put  to  death  were  English,  and  in  the 
second  place  because  they  never  used  holy  water,  and  did 
not  believe  in  St.  Patrick's  hole/  He  was  very  much 
surprised  that  Queen  Mary  had  not  yet  been  canonised ; 
but  he  expected  it  to  be  done  soon,  whenever  the  cardinal, 
the  Pope's  nephew,  should  have  a  little  leisure. 

I  next  went  to  Holland,  where  I  hoped  to  find  more 
peace  and  tranquillity  among  a  people  of  more  phlegmatic 
temperament.  They  were  engaged  in  cutting  off  the  head 
of  a  venerable  old  man  when  I  arrived  at  the  Hague.  It 
was  the  bald  head  of  their  prime  minister  Barneveldt,  the 
man  to  whom  the  Butch  republic  owed  more  than  to 
anyone  else.  Touched  with  pity,  I  asked  what  was  his 
crime,  and  if  he  had  betrayed  the  State.' 

"  He  has  done  far  worse,"  answered  a  preacher  clad  in  a 
black  cloak ;  "  he  is  a  man  who  believes  that  one  may  be 
saved  by  good  works  as  well  as  by  faith.     You  must  see 

'  St.  Patrick's  Purgatory,  on  a  small  island  in  Lough  Derg, 
Donegal,  was  long  a  celebrated  place  of  pilgrimage,  and  has  not 
even  yet  altogether  lost  credit  in  Ireland. 

^  The  Dutch  patriot  Barneveldt  was  beheaded  in  1619,  at  the 
age  of  seventy-two,  ostensibly  on  a  charge  of  treason,  but  really 
for  his  liberal  religious  principles. 
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that,  if  such  opinions  were  to  become  established,  a  re- 
public could  not  exist,  and  that  severe  laws  are  necessary 
to  repress  such  horrible  scandals." 

A  profound  politician  of  that  country  said  to  me  with  a 
sigh: 

"  Alas !  sir,  this  good  time  will  not  last  for  ever ;  it  is 
only  by  accident  that  the  people  are  just  now  so  zealous ; 
their  disposition  at  bottom  is  prone  to  the  abominable 
doctrine  of  toleration ;  some  day  it  will  come  to  that,  and 
1  shudder  to  think  of  it." 

As  for  me,  until  that  doleful  day  of  moderation  and 
indulgence  should  have  arrived,  I  quitted  with  all  haste  a 
country  where  severity  was  not  softened  by  any  grace,  and 
embarked  for  Spain. 

The  court  was  at  Seville,  the  galleons  had  arrived, 
everything  breathed  joy  and  abundance,  and  it  was  the 
most  delightful  season  of  the  year.  At  the  end  of  a  long 
avenue  of  orange  and  lemon  trees,  I  saw  a  kind  of  arena 
of  enormous  size,  surrounded  by  seats  rising  in  tiers,  and 
covered  with  precious  stuffs.  The  king,  the  queen,  and 
their  children  sat  under  a  superb  canopy.  Opposite  to  the 
royal  family  was  another  throne,  but  higher.  I  said  to  one 
of  my  travelling  companions : 

"Unless  this  throne  is  reserved  for  the  Almighty,  I 
cannot  imagine  for  whom  it  is  intended." 

This  indiscreet  remark  of  mine  was  overheard  by  a  grave 
Spaniard,  and  cost  me  dear.  Still  I  fancied  that  we  were 
going  to  see  some  sort  of  tournament  or  a  buU-fight,  when 
the  Grand  Inquisitor  appeared  upon  the  throne,  from 
which  he  gave  his  blessing  to  the  king  and  people. 

Following  him  came  a  host'  of  monks,  niarching  in 
double  file,  white',  black,  grey,  some  with  sandals,  and 
others  barefooted,  some  with  beards,  and  others  close 
shaven,  some  wearing  a  peaked  cowl,  and  others  without 
any ;  then  advanced  the  executioner :   and  at  last  were 
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seen,  surrounded  by  alguazils  ^  and  grandees,  about  forty 
persons  clothed  in  sacks  on  which  were  painted  devils  and 

*^  flames.  They  were  either  Jews  who  had  refused  to  re- 
nounce utterly  the  law  of  Moses,  or  else  they  were 
Christians  who  had  married  fellow- godparents,  or  had  not 

^  worshipped  Our  Lady  of  Atocha,  or  had  shown  an  indis- 

position to  part  with  their  ready  money  in  favour  of  the 

"  friars  of  St.  Jerome.     Some  very  beautiful  prayers  were 

X  devoutly  chanted,  and  afterwards  all  the  culprits  were 
burned  at  a  slow  fire ;  which  E^>ectacle  appeared  to  edify 
all  the  royal  family  extremely. 

That  same  evening,  as  I  was  preparing  to  go  to  bed,  two 
familiars  of  the  Inquisition,  with  the  Santa  Hermandad/^ 

^  came  to  visit  me.     Having  embraced  me  tenderly,  they 

conducted  me,  without  saying  a  single  word,  into  a  very 

J^'*^  cold  cell,  furnished  with  a. bed  of  straw  matting  and  a 

handsome  crucifix.     I  remained  there  six  weeks,  at  the 

I  end  of  which  the  reverend  father  Inquisitor  sent  for  me  tp 

come  and  speak  to  him.     He  pressed  me  for  some  time 

^  between  his  arms  with  an  affection  quite  paternal ;  he  told 

^  me  that  he  was  sincerely  grieved  to  learn  that  I  had  been 

^  so  badly  lodged,  but  that  all  the  apartments  in  the  house 

were  full,  and  that  another  time  he  hoped  that  I  should 

'^         enjoy  more  comfortable  accommodation.     Then  he  asked 

me  in  a  cordial  manner  if  I  knew  why  I  was  there.     I  told 

the  reverend  father  that  it  was  apparently  for  my  sins. 

^  "  Well,  my  dear  child,  but  for  what  special  sin  ? — speak 

to  me  with  confidence.*' 

I  racked  my  brains  in  vain ;  I  could  not  guess.     He 
N.         kindly  put  me  on  the  right  track ;  and  at  last  I  remem- 

^  Officers  entrusted  with  the  task  of  carrying  out  the  sentences 

of  the  Inquisition  and  other  tribunals. 
%  *«.«.,  "The  Sacred  Brotherhood"  :  originally  a  confederacy  of 

cities  for  the  maintenance  of  public  security,  reduced  in  lat^r  times 
i^  to  an  ordinary  police. 
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bered  my  ill-considered  words.  I  was  let  off  with  the 
discipline  I  had  undergone  and  a  fine  of  thirty  thousand 
reals.  ^  I  was  taken  to  pay  my  respects  to  the  Q-rand 
Inquisitor ;  he  was  very  polite,  and  asked  me  how  I 
had  relished  his  little  entertainment.  I  said  that  I  had 
found  it  most  enjoyable,  and  hurried  away  to  urge  my 
travelling  companions  to  quit  the  country,  beautiful  as  it 
was.  They  had  had  plenty  of  time  to  inform  themselves 
of  all  the  grand  things  that  the  Spaniards  had  done  for 
the  sake  of  religion.  They  had  read  the  memoirs  of  the 
famous  bishop  of  Ohiapa,^  by  which  it  appeared  that  they 
had  burned,  or  drowned,  or  cut  the  throats  of  ten  millions 
of  unbelievers  in  America,  in  order  to  convert  them.  I 
thought  that  this  bishop  must  have  exaggerated  the  total, 
but  though  it  might  be  necessary  to  reduce  these  sacrifices 
to  five  millions  of  victims,  that  would  still  be  an  admirable 
performance. 

The  traveller's  appetite  continued  to  urge  me  on.  I  had 
reckoned  upon  finishing  my  tour  in  Europe  with  a  visit  to 
Turkey;  so  we  now  directed  our  course  thither.  I  made  a 
firm  resolution  never  again  to  express  an  opinion  upon  any 
of  the  public  entertainments  I  might  happen  to  witness. 

*'  These  Turks,"  said  I  to  my  companions,  ''are  miscreants 
who  have  never  been  baptized,  and  who  must  consequently 
be  far  more  cruel  than  the  reverend  fathers  of  the  Inquisi- 
tion. Let  us  keep  silence  as  long  as  we  shall  be  among 
the  Mohammedans." 

When  I  reached  Turkey,  I  was  astonished  to  find  more 
Christian  churches  than  there  were  in  Candia.  I  saw, 
besides,  numerous  troops  of  monks,  who  were  allowed  to 
pray  to  the  Virgin  Mary  as  much  as  they  pleased,  and  to 

'  A  real  is  a  Spanish  coin  worth  about  threepence. 

^  Las  Casas,  called  the  Apostle  of  the  Indians,  who  exposed 
their  abominable  treatment  by  his  own  countrymen  in  the  West 
Indies,  etc. 


TRAVELS  OF  SCARMENTADO.  203 

ctirse  Mohammed,  some  in  Greek,  some  in  Latin,  and 
others  again  in  Armenian. 

"  What  good  people  these  Turks  are !  "  I  exclaimed. 

The  Greek  and  Latin  Christians  at  Constantinople  were 
mortal  enemies ;  these  slaves  persecuted  each  other,  like 
dogs  which  bark  and  bite  in  the  streets,  and  which  their 
masters  have  to  beat  in  order  to  part  them.  The  Greeks 
were  at  that  time  protected  by  the  Grand  Vizier.  The 
Greek  patriarch  accused  me  of  having  supped  with  the 
Latin  patriarch,  and  I  was  condemned  in  full  divan  to  a 
hundred  stripes  on  the  soles  of  the  feet,  or  a  fine  of  five 
hundred  sequins.^  On  the  morrow  the.  Grand  Vizier  was 
strangled ;  next  day  his  successor,  who  was  in  favour  of 
the  latins,  and  who  was  not  strangled  till  a  month  after- 
wards, condemned  me  to  the  same  punishment  for  having 
supped  with  the  Greek  patriarch.  I  was  now  under  the 
sad  necessity  of  no  longer  frequenting  either  the  Greek  or 
Latin  churches.  To  console  myself,  I  engaged  the  affec- 
tions of  a  very  beautiful  Circassian  damsel,  who  was  as 
tender  at  a  private  interview  as  she  was  devout  at  the 
services  of  the  mosque.  One  night,  in  the  sweet  transports 
of  her  love,  she  cried,  as  she  clasped  me  in  her  arms : 
''AUahl  Illah!  Allah  T'  These  are  the  words  in  which 
Turks  solemnly  profess  their  faith ;  but  I  imagined  them 
to  be  expressions  of  love,  and  responded  in  the  tenderest 
accents:  '*AUah!  lOah !  Allah!" 

"Ah!"  said  she,  "God  the  All-merciful  be  praised! 
Surely  you  are  a  Turk  ?  " 

I  told  her*  that  I  blessed  Him  for  having  given  me  the 
strength  of  one,  and  I  deemed  myself  only  too  happy. 
But  in  the  morning  the  Imam^  came  to  circumcise  me, 
and,  as  I  made  some  difficulty,  the  Cadi  ^  of  the  district,  a 

*  A  gold  coin,  worth  nearly  half  a  sovereign. 

*  The  officer  of  the  mosque  who  reads  public  prayers,  etc 
'  The  chief  judge  who  passes  sentence. 
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straightforward  man,  proposed  to  have  me  impaled.  I 
only  saved  myself^  at  the  cost' of  a  thousand  sequins,  and 
quickly  took  flight  to  Persia,  resolved  no  more  to  hear 
mas8»  either  Greek  or  Latin,  in  Turkey,  and  never  again 
to  exclaim  **AUah!  Blah !  Allah  !**  at  an  assignation. 

On  arriving  at  Ispahan,  1  was  asked  whether  I  was  for 
the  black  or  the  white  sheep.  I  replied  that  I  was  quite 
indifferent,  provided  that  the  mutton  was  tender, — ^you 
must  know  that  the  rival  factions  called  by  those  names 
still  divided  the  Persians.  The  people  thoughlfthat  I  was 
turning  both  parties  into  ridicule,  and  I  accordingly  found 
myself,  at  the  very  entrance  of  the  city,  with  an  afEair  on 
my  hands  that  threatened  to  be  serious  ;  and  it  cost  me  a 
good  many  more  sequins  to  rid  myself  of  the  sheep. 

I  pushed  on  as  far  as  China,  with  an  interpreter  who 
assured  me  that  that  was  the  country  where  life  was  free  and 
gay.  The  Tartars  had  made  themselves  its  masters,  after 
having  committed  universal  havoc  with  fire  and  sword,  and 
the  reverend  Jesuit  fathers  on  one  side,  like  the  reverend 
Dominican  fathers  on  the  other,  declared,  though  no  one 
else  knew  anything  about  it,  that  they  were  winning  souls 
to  God.  Never  were  seen  such  zealous  missionaries,  for 
they  were  persecutors  and  persecuted  by  turns ;  they  wrote 
to  Bome  volumes  of  calumnies,  and  they  treated  each  other 
as  infidels  for  the  sake  of  a  soul.  Above  all  there  was  a 
dreadful  quarrel  between  them  about  the  right  way  of 
paying  yespect :  the  Jesuits  would  have  had  the  Chinese 
salute  their  fathers  and  mothers  after  the  custom  of  China, 
while  the  Dominicans  held  that  the  Eoman  fashion  should 
be  adopted.  It  was  my  luck  to  be  taken  by  the  Jesuits 
for  a  Dominican,  and  they  represented  me  to  His  Tartar 
Majesty  as  a  papal  spy.  The  Supreme  Council  charged  a 
mandarin  of  the  highest  class,  and  he  ordered  a  sergeant 

^  **  Je  sauvai  mon  prepuce  et  mon  derri^re." 
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who  instructed  four  police  officers  to  arrest  and  bind  me 
with  all  due  ceremony.  I  was  conducted,  after  a  hundred 
and  forty  genuflexions,  before  His  Majesty.  He  ordered 
me  to  be  asked  if  I  were  the  Pope's  spy,  and  if  it  were  true 
that  that  prince  was  to  c(fme  in  person  to  dethrone  him. 
I  answered  that  the  Pope  was  a  priest,  seventy  years  of 
age,  that  he  lived  at  a  distance  of  four  thousand  leagues 
from  His  Sacred  Tartaro-Chinese  Majesty,  that  he  had 
about  two  thousand  soldiers  who  mounted  guard  armed 
with  a  parasol,. that  he  never  dethroned  anybody,  and  that 
His  Majesty  might  sleep  in  peace  and  safety.  This 
adventure  turned  out,  after  all,  the  least  disastrous  one  of 
my  life.  I  was  sent  to  Macao,  whence  I  embarked  for 
Europe. 

The  vessel  in  which  I  sailed  had  need  of  some  repairs 
when  we  reached  the  coast  of  Qolconda.  I  took  this 
opportunity  of  going  to  see  the  Court  of  Aurungzebe,  of 
which  wonderful  things  were  told  everywhere ;  he  was  at 
that  time  at  Delhi.  I  had  the  satisfaction  of  looking  him 
in  the  face  on  the  day  when,  with  pomp  and  ceremony,  he 
received  the  celestial  present  which  the  Sherif  ^  of  Mecca 
had  sent  him :  it  was  the  broom  with  which  the  Sacred 
House,  the  Kaaba,'  the  Beit  Allah*  had  been  swept.  This 
broom  is  the  symbol  of  the  divine  besom  which  sweeps 
away  all  defilement  from  the  soul.  Aurungzebe  seemed 
to  me  to  have  no  need  of  it,  for  he  was  the  most  devout 
man  in  all  Hindostan.  It  is  true  that  he  had  cut  the 
throat  of  one  of  his  brothers,  and  poisoned  his  fother; 
twenty  rajahs  and  as  many  omrahs  had  been  put  to  death 

^  Sherif,  meaning  "  noble  "  in  Arabic,  is  the  designation  of  all 
Mohanuned's  descendantcu 

'  A  Rtone  building,  within  the  great  moeque  of  Mecca,  in  the 
wall  of  which  is  set  the  famous  black  stone  which  is  said  to  have 
been  given  to  Ishmael  by  the  angel  Gabriel. 

•  '*  House  of  God  "  in  Arabic, 
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with  torttire ;  but  that  was  of  no  consequence,  and  the 
people  spoke  of  nothing  but  his  piety.  They  found  no  one 
worthy  to  be  compared  with  him  except  His  Sacred  Majesty 
the  Most  Serene  Emperor  of  Morocco,  Muley  Ismael,  who 
used  to  chop  off  heads  every  Ffiday  after  prayers. 

I  said  not  a  word ;  my  travels  had  taught  me  wisdom, 
and  I  felt  that  it  was  not  my  part  to  decide  between  those 
two  august  monarchs.  A  young  Frenchman,  however, 
with  whom  I  was  lodging,  was,  it  must  be  confessed, 
wanting  in  respect  towards  the  Great  Mogul  and  the 
Emperor  of  Morocco :  he  thought  proper  to  say,  very  indis- 
creetly, that  there  were  in  Europe  very  pious  sovereigns 
who  governed  their  States  well,  and  who  even  attended 
church  diligently,  without  having  found  it  necessary  to 
kill  their  fathers  and  brothers,  or  to  cut  off  the  heads  of 
their  subjects.  Our  interpreter  rendered  into  Hindustani, 
and  transmitted  to  high  quarters  this  impious  remark  of 
the  young  man.  Taught  by  past  experience,  I  lost  no 
time  in  getting  our  camels  saddled,  and  away  we  went, 
the  Frenchman  and  I.  I  afterwards  learned  that  the  very 
same  night  the  officers  of  the  great  Aurungzebe,  coming 
to  apprehend  us,  found  nobody  but  the  interpreter;  he 
was  executed  in  the  public  market-place,  and  all  the 
courtiers  declared,  without  any  flattery,  that  his  sentence 
was  perfectly  just. 

It  remained  for  me  only  to  see  Africa,  in  order  to  enjoy 
all  the  pleasures  that  the  Old  World  could  offer ;  and  I 
saw  it  without  intending  to  do  so.  Our  vessel  was 
captured  by  negro  corsairs.  Our  skipper  was  loud  in  his 
remonstrances,  asking  them  why  they  thus  violated  the 
law  of  nations.    The  negro  captain  answered : 

**  You  have  long  noses,  and  we  have  flat  ones ;  your  hair 
is  always  straight,  while  our  wool  is  frizzly ;  you  have  a 
skin  of  the  colour  of  ashes,  but  ours  is  as  black  as  ebony  : 
consequently  we  are  bound,  by  the  sacred  laws  of  nature, 
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always  to  be  enemies.  Yon  buy  ns  at  the  markets  on  the 
coast  of  Gninea,  as  if  we  were  beasts  of  bniden,  in  order 
to  set  us  to  work  at  a  qneer  sort  of  employment,  as 
toilsome  as  it  is  ridicnlons.  Yon  make  us  dig  in  the 
mountains,  under  the  lash,  in  order  to  extract  thence  a 
kind  of  yellow  earth,  which  in  itself  is  good  for  nothing, 
and  worth  not  nearly  so  much  as  a  good  Egyptian  onion ; 
so,  whenever  we  meet  you,  if  we  are  the  stronger  party, 
we  make  you  labour  in  our  fields,  or  else  we  cut  off  your 
ears  and  noses." 

There  was  nothing  to  be  said  in  answer  to  a  speech  so 
wise.  I  went  to  till  the  land  of  an  old  negress,  in  order 
to  preserve  my  nose  and  ears.  I  was  ransomed  at  the  end 
of  a  year ;  and  having  seen  all  that  was  to  be  seen  of  the 
beautiful,  the  wonderful,  and  the  excellent  upon  earth,  I 
resolved  to  see  henceforth  nothing  beyond  my  own  fire- 
side. I  married  among  my  own  people,  was  made  a  fool 
of  ^  by  my  wife,  and  found  that  that  was  the  most  pleasing 
situation  in  which  a  man  can  live. 

^  "Jefuscocu. 


.,\ 
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—PLATO'S   DREAM. 

(1756.) 

OliATO  was  a  great  dreamer,  and  the  world  has  not 
^  been  less  given  to  that  habit  since  his  day.  He 
dreamt  that  human  beings  were  originally  double,  and 
that  by  way  of  punishment  for  their  faults  they  were  split 
into  males  and  females. 

He  proved  that  there  can  be  only  five  perfect  worlds, 
because  there  are  no  more  than  five  regular  figures  ixt 
mathematics.  His  ''Republic"  was  one  of  his  grandest 
dreams.  He  dreamt,  too,  that  sleep  is  bom  of  the  waking 
state,  and  this  again  of  sleep;  and  that  one  infallibly 
loses  one's  sight  by  looking  at  an  eclipse  otherwise  than 
as  reflected  in  a  basin  of  water.  Many  a  great  reputation 
was  at  that  time  founded  upon  dreams.  Among  those 
with  which  Plato  was  favoured,  the  following  will  not,  I 
think,  be  found  the  least  interesting. 

It  seemed  to  him  that  the  great  Demiurge,  the  eternal 
Geometer,  having  peopled,infimte  space  with  innumerable 
globes,  was  minded  to  test  the  knowledge  of  the  genii  who 
had  been  witnesses  of  his  works.  He  gave  to  each  one 
amongst  them  a  little  morsel  of  matter  to  arrange,  in  much 
the  same  way  as  Phidias  or  Zeuxis  mi^t  have  given  their 
pupils  statues  or  pictures  to  make,  if  it  be  allowable  to 
compare  great  things  with  small. 

Demogorgon  had  for  his  share  the  morsel  of  mud  which 
we  call  the  Earth ;  and,  having  arranged  it  in  the  manner 
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in  which  we  see  it  to-daj,  he  claimed  to  have  executed  a 
masterpiece.  He  thought  that  he  had  disarmed  envy,  and 
expected  praises  even  from  his  brother  genii;  he  was 
therefore  much  surprised  at  finding  himself  greeted  by 
them  with  hoots. 

One  of  them,  who  was  very  sarcastic,  addressed  him 
thus : 

"Truly  you  have  accomplished  a  very  fine  piece  of 
work ;  you  have  divided  your  world  into  two  hemispheres, 
and  you  have  placed  a  great  expanse  of  water  between 
them,  so  that  there  may  be  no  communication  from  the 
one  to  the  other.  The  inhabitants  will  peiirii  with  cold 
and  frost  at  both  ypur  poles,  and  be  baked  to  death  under 
your  equinoctial  line.  In  your  forethought  you  have 
formed  great  deserts  of  sand,  in  order  that  those  who 
traverse  them  may  die  there  of  hunger  and  thirst.  I  am 
well  enough  satisfied  with  your  sheep,  your  cows,  and  your 
poultry ;  but  frankly  I  do  not  think  much  of  your  snakes 
and  spiders.  Tour  onions  and  artichokes  are  very  good 
things,  but  I  cannot  conceive  what  your  idea  could  have 
been  in  covering  the  earth  with  so  many  deadly  plants, 
unless  you  intended  to  poison  its  inhabitants.  Moreover, 
it  appears  that  you  have  made  some  thirty  different  kinds 
of  monkeys,  a  much  greater  number  of  dogs,  and  only  four 
or  five  varieties  of  the  human  race ;  it  is  true  that  you 
have  given  to  this  last  animal  what  you  are  pleased  to  call 
recuan,  but,  in  all  conscienoe,  this  reason  of  yours  is  too 
ridiculous,  and  is  not  far  removed  from  madness.  Besides, 
it  seems  to  me  that  you  do  not  set  much  store  by  this 
animal,  seeing  you  have  given  it  so  many  enemies  and 
such  scanty  means  of  defence,  so  many  diseases  and  so 
few  rem^ies,  so  many  passions  and  so  little  wisdom.  You 
have  no  wish,  apparently,  that  many  of  those  creatures 
should  remain  alive;  for,  without  counting  the  other 
dangers  to  which  you  expose  them,  you  have  contrived 
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matters  so  well,  that  some  day  the  small  pox  will  carry  off 
regularly  every  year  the  tenth  part  of  mankind,  and  its 
twin  sister  will  taint  the  springs  of  life  m  the  nine  parts 
left;  and,  as  if  that  wbb  still  not  eAoiig)>,  you  have  so 
disposed  the  course  of  events,  that  one  half  of  the  sur- 
vivors will  be  occujned  in  law-suits,  and  the  other  half  in 
mutual  slaughter.  They  will  doubtless  be  mueh  oUiged 
to  you,  and  you  have  assuredly  achieved  a  splendid 
masterpiece.*' 

Demogorgon  blushed;  he  was  well  aware  that  there 
was  both  moral  and  physical  evil  in  his  worlnnanship ; 
but  he  maintained  that  there  was  more  good  than  evil 
there. 

**  It  is  easy  to  criticise,"  said  he ;  "  but  do  you  fancy  it 
so  simple  a  task  to  make  an  animal  which  shall  be  always 
reasonable,  one  which  shall  be  free,  yet  never  abuse  its 
liberty  ?  Do  you  think  that  when  nine  or  ten  thousand 
different  sorte  of  plante  have  to  be  set  growing,  it  is  so 
easy  to  prevent  all  those  plante  from  having  noxious 
properties  ?  Do  you  imagine  that  with  a  fixed  quantity 
of  water,  of  sand,  of  mire,  and  of  fire,  it  is  possible  to 
avoid  having  either  seas  or  deserts  ?  You,  Mr.  Sneerwell, 
have  just  set  in  order  the  planet  Mars ;  let  us  see  how  you 
have  acquitted  yourself  with  your  two  great  belts,  and 
what  a  fine  effect  is  produced  by  your  nights  without  a 
moon ;  we  will  see  if  there  is  neither  folly  nor  disease 
among  your  people." 

Thereupon  the  genii  set  themselves  to  examine  Mars, 
and  the  scoffer  soon  found  himself  unsparingly  assailed. 
The  grave  genius  who  had  fashioned  Saturn  did  not  escape 
censure ;  and  his  brother  genii,  the  artificers  of  Jupiter,  of 
Mercury,  and  of  Venus,  had  each  reproaches  to  endure. 

Huge  volumes  and  interminable  pamphlete  were  written ; 
witty  remarks  were  passed,  songs  were  made,  each  poured 
ridicule  on  someone  else,  and  party  spirit  grew  inflamed. 
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At  last  the  eternal  Demiurge,  imposing  silence  upon  them 
all,  addressed  them  as  follows : 

"  What  you  have  done  is  partly  good  and  partly  bad, 
because,  though  you  have  much  intelligence,  your  faculties 
are  yet  imperfect ;  your  works  will  only  last  a  few  hundred 
millions  of  years ;  after  which,  having  become  wiser,  you 
will  do  better.  It  belongs  to  me  alone  to  make  what  is 
perfect  and  immortaL" 

That  is  what  Plato  taught  his  disciples.  When  he  had 
ceased  speaking,  one  of  them  said  to  him : 

**And  then,  I  suppose,  you  awoJeeJ* 


CANDID,  OR  OPTIMISM. 

Translated  from  the  German  of  Dr.  Ralph,  with  the  additional 
matter  found  in  the  doctor's  pocket,  after  his  death  at  Minden, 
in  the  year  of  grace  1759. 

(175?.) 


.—  CANDID,  OR  OPTIMISM. 
(1759.) 

CHAPTEE  I. 

HOW   CANDID   WAS    BROUGHT    UP   IN  A    FINE    CASTLE,   AND 
HOW   HE  WAS  DBIYEN   OUT  OF  THE   SAME. 

/^NCE  upon  a  time  tbere  lived  in  tke  castle  of  the 
^-^  noble  Baron  of  Thtindertentrunk,  in  Westphalia,  a 
young  lad  to  whom  nature  had  given  the  most  pleasing 
manners.  ELis  countenance  expressed  his  soul.  He  had  a 
pretty  correct  judgment,  togeth^  with  the  utmost  simplicity 
of  mind ;  and  it  was  for  that  reason,  I  suppose,  that  he  bore 
the  name  of  Oandid.  The  old  servants  of  the  house  sus- 
pected that  he  was  the  son  of  the  noble  Baron's  sister  and 
of  a  worthy  gentleman  in  the  neighbourhood,  whom  the 
young  lady  would  never  marry,  because  he  could  show  no 
more  than  three  score  and  eleven  quarterings,  the  rest  of 
his  family  tree  having  perished  through  the  ravages  of  time. 

The  Baron  was  one  of  the  most  powerful  nobles  of  West- 
phalia, for  his  castle  had  a  gate  as  well  as  windows,  and 
his  great  hall  was  even  adorned  with  tapestry.  All  the 
dogs  in  his  stable-yard  formed  at  need  a  pack  of  hounds, 
and  his  grooms  acted  as  whippers  in;  the  vicar  of  the 
village  was  his. grand  almoner.  Everybody  called  him 
**  my  lord,'*  and  laughed  at  all  his  good  stories. 

My  lady  the  Baroness,  who  weighed  about  three  hundred 
and  fifty  pounds  and  thereby  commanded  the  greatest  con- 
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sideration,  did  the  honours  of  the  house  with  a  dignity 
which  raised  its  reputation  still  higher.  Her  daughter 
Gunegund,  aged  seventeen  years,  was  of  a  fresh  and  ruddy 
complexion,  plump,  ^d  appetising.  The  Baron's  son 
appeared  in  all  respects  worthy  of  his  sire.  The  tutor 
Pangloss  ^  was  the  oracle  of  the  house,  and  little  Candid 
listened  to  his  lessons  with  all  the  ready  faith  natural  to 
his  age  and  disposition. 

Pangloss  used  to  teach  the  science  of  metaphysico-theo- 
logo-cosmologo-noodleology.  He  demonstrated  to  admira- 
tion that  there  is  no  effect  without  a  cause,  and  that,  in 
this  best  of  all  possible  worlds,  the  castle  of  my  lord  Barou 
was  the  most  magnificent  of  castles,  and  my  lady  the  best 
of  all  possible  baronesses. 

''  It  has  been  proved,"  said  he,  "  that  things  cannot  be 
otherwise  than  they  are ;  for,  everything  being  made  for  a 
certain  end,  the  end  for  which  everything  is  made  is  neces- 
sarily the  best  end.  Observe  how  noses  were  made  to  carry 
spectacles,  and  spectacles  we  have  accordingly.  Our  legs 
are  clearly  intended  for  shoes  and  stockings,  so  we  have 
them.  Stone  has  been  formed  to  be  hewn  and  dressed  for 
building  castles,  so  my  lord  has  a  very  fine  one,  for  it  is 
meet  that  the  greatest  baron  in  the  province  should  have 
the  best  accommodation.  Pigs  were  made  to  be  eaten,  and 
we  eat  pork  all  the  year  round.  Consequently  those  who 
have  asserted  that  all  is  well  have  said  what  is  silly ;  they 
should  have  said  of  everything  that  is,,  that  it  is  the  best 
that  could  possibly  be."  * 

Candid  listened  attentively,  and  innocently  believed  all 
that  he  heard ;  for  he  thought  Miss  Cunegund  extremely 

^  This  name,  wliich  means  an  adept  in  **  ail  languages,"  has 
been  made  familiar  on  the  English  stage  by  Colman  the  younger, 
in  his  "  Heu-  at  Law  "  (1797). 

'  In  the  ••  Theodiccea"  of  Leibnitz,  upon  which  work  Voltaire's 
**  Candide "  is  an  ironical  satire,  the  optimistic  position  is  stated 
and  defended  in  its  most  imcompromising  form. 
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beautiful,  though  he  never  had  the  boldness  to  teU  her  so. 
He  felt  convinoed  that,  next  to  the  happiness  of  being  bom 
Baron  of  Thundertentrunk,  the  second  degree  of  happiness 
was  to  be  Miss  Cunegund,  the  third  to  see  her  every  day, 
and  the  fourth  to  hear  Professor  Pangloss,  the  greatest 
philosopher  in  the  province,  and  therefore  in  all  the  world. 

One  day  Miss  Cunegund,  whilst  taking  a  walk  near  the 
castle,  in  the  little  wood  which  was  called  the  park,  saw 
through  the  bushes  Dr.  Fiangloss  giving  a  lesson  in  experi- 
mental physics  to  her  mother's  chambermaid,  a  httle 
brunette,  very  pretty  and  very  willing  to  learn.  As  Miss 
Oun^und  had  a  great  taste  for  science,  she  watched  with 
breathless  interest  the  repeated  experiments  that  were 
carried  on  under  her  eyes ;  she  clearly  perceived  that  the 
doctor  had  sufficient  reason  for  all  he  did ;  ^  she  saw  the 
connection  between  causes  and  effects,  and  returned  home 
much  agitated,  though  very  thoughtful,  and  filled  with  a 
yearning  after  scientific  pxirsuits,  for  sharing  in  which  she 
wished  that  young  Candid  might  find  sufficient  reason  in 
her,  and  that  she  might  find  the  same  in  him. 

She  met  Candid  as  she  was  on  her  way  back  to  the  castle, 
and  blushed ;  the  youth  blushed  likewise.  She  bade  him 
good  morning,  in  a  voice  that  struggled  for  utterance ;  and 
Candid  answered  her  without  weU  knowing  what  he  was 
saying.  Next  day,  as  the  company  were  leaving  the  table 
after  dinner,  Cunegund  and  Candid  found  themselves 
behind  a  screen.  Cunegund  let  fall  her  handkerchief; 
Candid  picked  it  up ;  she  innocently  took  hold  of  his  hand, 
and  the  yoting  man,  as  innocently,  kissed  hers  with  an 
ardour,  a  tenderness,  and  a  grace  quite  peculiar ;  their  lips 
came  ia  contact,  their  eyes  sparkled,  their  knees  trembled, 
and  their  hands  began  to  wander.  His  lordship  the  Baron 
of  Thundertentrunk  happened  to  pass  by  the  screen,  and, 
seeing  that  particular  instance  of  cause  and  effect,  drove 
>  '*  Elle  vit  dairement  la  raison  suffisante  da  docteur." 
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Candid  out  of  the  castle  with  vigorous  kicks  on  his  rear. 
Cunegund  swooned  awaj,  but,  as  soon  as  she  recovered,  my 
ladj  the  Baroness  boxed  her  ears,  and  all  was  confusion 
and  consternation  in  that  most  magnificent  and  most  charm* 
ing  of  all  possible  castles. 


CHAPTEE  II. 

WHAT  BBFBLL  CANDID  AMONG  THE  BULGARIANS. 

/^ANDID,  driven  out  of  his  terrestrial  paradise,  walked 
^^-^  on  for  a  long  time  without  knowing  whither,  weeping, 
lifting  up  his  eyes  to  heaven,  and  often  turning  them 
towards  that  most  magnificent  of  castles,  which  contained 
the  most  beautiful  of  bXL  barons'  daughters.  He  laid  him- 
self down  supperless  in  the  midst  of  the  fields,  between  two 
ridges,  and  the  snow  began  to  &I1  upon  him  in  thick  flakes. 
Next  morning.  Candid,  benumbed  with  cold,  dragged  him- 
self to  the  nearest  town,  which  bore  the  name  of  Wald- 
berghofdikdorf ,  without  a  coin  in  his  pocket,  and  dying  of 
hunger  and  fatigue.  He  stopped  in  melancholy  mood  at 
a  tavern  door.    Two  men  dressed  in  blue  noticed  him. 

"  Comrade,"  said  one  of  them, ''  there  is  a  fine  young 
fellow,  and  just  of  the  right  size." 

They  stepped  forward,  and  very  politely  invited  Candid 
to  dine  with  them. 

"Gentlemen,"  says  he  with  engaging  modesty,  '*you 
do  me  much  honour,  but  I  have  no  money  to  pay  my 
reckoning." 

"Oh!  sir,"  says  one  of  the  men  in  blue,  "persons  of 
your  figure  and  merit  never  pay  anything;  are  you  not 
five  feet  five  inches  tall  ?  " 

"  Tes,  gentlemen,  that  is  my  height,"  says  he  with  his 
best  bow. 
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**  Come,  sir,  praj  take  a  seat ;  we  will  not  onlj  pay  your 
score,  btit  we  will  ne^er  allow  such  a  man  as  you  to  want 
money.   What  are  men  made  for  but  to  help  one  another  ?  '* 

**  You  are  right,'*  says  Candid ;  "  that  is  what  Dr.  Fangloss 
always  told  me,  and  I  see  clearly  that  all  is  lor  the  best.'* 

They  b^  bim  to  accept  a  few  crowns ;  he  takes  them, 
and  is  about  to  tender  his  note  of  hand  for  the  amount, 
but  they  will  not  hear  of  it ;  and  so  they  sit  down  to  table. 

"  Are  you  not  warmly  attached " 

"  Ob,  yes,"  exclaims  Candid,  ^'  I  am  warmly  attached  to 
Miss  Cunegund." 

"  Excuse  me,"  says  one  of  the  gentlemen,  ''but  what  we 
want  to  know  is  whether  you  are  not  warmly  attached  to 
the  king  of  the  Bulgarians  ?  " 

"  Not  in  the  least,"  says  he,  '*  for  I  have  never  seen  him," 

"Tou  don't  say  so!  He  is  the  most  charming  of 
monarchs,  and  we  must  drink  his  health." 

''With  the  greatest  pleasure,  gentl^nen."  And  he 
drinks  accordingly. 

"Enough,"  say  they;  "lo,  now  you  are  the  prop,  the 
pillar,  the  defender,  and  the  hero  of  the  Bulgarians  ;  your 
fortune  is  made,  and  your  glory  assured." 

Hiey  forthwith  dap  fetters  on  his  feet,  and  conduct 
him  to  the  headquarters  of  their  r^ment.  There  he  is 
made  to  wheel  to  the  right,  and  wheel  to  the  left,  to  draw 
his  ramrod,  and  to  return  it,  to  present,  to  fire,  and  to* 
march  at  the  double ;  and  he  gets  thirty  strokes  of  a  stick 
for  his  pains^  On  the  following  day  he  goes  through  his 
exercises  not  quite  so  badly,  and  receives  only  twenty 
strokes ;  while  on  the  next  after  that  he  escapes  with  ten, 
and  is  regarded  as  a  prodigy  by  his  comrades. 

Candid,  astonished  to  find  himself  a  hero,  could  not  very 
well  make  out  how  it  came  to  pass.  One  fine  spring  day 
he  took  it  into  his  head  to  go  out  for  a  walk,  and  followed 
his  nose  straight  on,  supposing  that  it  was  the  privilege  of 
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the  human  species  as  well  as  af  the  brute  creation  to  make 
use  of  their  legs  at  their  own  will  and  pleasure.  He  had 
not  proceeded  two  leagues,  when,  lo  and  behold,  four  other 
heroes,  each  of  them  six  feet  high,  caught  him  up,  bound 
him,  and  led  him  off  to  prison.  He  was  brought  before  a 
court-martial,  and  asked  whether  he  would  prefer  to  be 
flogged  thirtj-six  times  bj  the  whole  regiment,  or  to 
receive  at  once  a  dozen  balls  in  his  brain.  It  was  of  no 
use  for  him  to  protest  that  the  will  is  free,  and  that  he 
wished  neither  the  one  nor  the  other ;  he  found  himself 
obliged  to  make  a  choice,  and  he  determined,  in  virtue  of 
the  divine  gift  called  freedom,  to  run  the  gauntlet  thirty- 
six  times.  He  tried  it  twice,  and,  the  regiment  consisting 
of  two  thousand  men,  this  meant  for  him  four  thousand 
blows,  which  pretty  well  laid  bare  his  muscles  and  nerves 
from  the  nape  of  the  neck  to  the  end  of  the  spine.  As 
they  were  going  to  give  him  a  third  course,  Candid,  unable 
to  bear  any  more,  entreated  them  to  have  the  kindness  to 
knock  him  on  the  head  and  finish  him.  This  favour  was 
granted,  his  eyes  were  bandaged,  and  he  tiras  made  to  kneel 
down.  The  king  of  the  Bulgarians,  happening  to  pass  by 
that  moment,  made  inquiry  into  the  culprit's  offence ;  and, 
as  he  was  a  man  of  discernment,  and  gathered,  from  all 
that  Candid  told  him,  that  he  was  a  young  metaphysician 
and  quite  ignorant  of  the  ways  of  the  world,  the  king 
.graciously  vouchsafed  him  his  pardon  with  a  clemency  that 
will  be  praised  by  all  the  papers  and  appreciated  by  pos- 
terity. A  clever  surgeon  cured  Candid's  back  in  three 
weeks  with  the  ointments  prescribed  by  Dioscorides ;  and 
he  had  already  a  little  fresh  skin  and  was  fit  to  march, 
when  the  king  of  the  Bulgarians  gave  battle  to  the  king  of 
the  Avarians.^ 

^  The  "  Abares  "  or  "  Arares  "  were  a  Tartar  tribe  who  settled 
on  the  hanks  of  the  Danube,  and  later  in  Circassia 
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CHAPTER  m. 

HOW   CANDID  HADE   HIS   ESCAPE   FROM  THE   MIDST  OF  THE 
BTTLOARIANS,  AND  WHAT   BECAME   OF   HIM. 

'M'EVEE  was  seen  a  spectacle  so  fine,  so  smarv^so 
^  ^  splendid,  so  weU  arrayed  as  the  two  armies.  Trum- 
pets, fifes,  hautboys,  drums,  and  cannon  made  such  har- 
mony as  never  had  its  match  in  hell  itself.  Cannon  balls 
swept  oft  in  the  first  instance  nearly  six  thousand  men  on 
each  side ;  then  musket  bullets  removed  from  this  best  of 
all  possible  worlds  about  nine  or  ten  thousand  worthless 
fellows  that  tainted  its  surface.  The  bayonet  was  also  the 
sufficent  reason  for  the  death  of  some  liiousands  of  men. 
The  total  may  have  amounted  to  thirty  thousand  souls. 
Candid,  who  trembled  as  any  other  philosopher  would  have 
done,  hid  himself  as  well  as  he  could  during  this  heroic 
butchery.  At  last,  while  both  kings  we;Be  causing  a  Te 
Devm  to  be  sung,  each  in  his  own  camp,  he  made  up  his 
mind  to  go  and  reason  upon  causes  and  effects  somewhere 
else.  He  passed  over  heaps  of  the  dead  and  dying,  and 
reached  first  of  all  a  neighbouring  village ;  he  found  it  laid 
in  ashes.  It  was  an  Abarian  village,  which  the  Bulgarians 
had  burned  in  accordance  with  the  laws  of  nations.  Here 
old  men,  covered  with  wounds,  looked  helplessly  on,  while 
their  wives  were  dying  with  their  throats  cut,  and  still 
holding  their  infants  to  their  blood-stained  breasts ;  there 
young  girls,  ripped  open  after  having  satisfied  the  natural 
wants  of  several  heroes,  were  breathing  forth  their  last 
sighs ;  while  others  again,  half  roasted,  cried  out  for  some 
one  to  put  them  out  of  their  agony.  Brains  were  scattered 
over  the  ground,  and  legs  and  arms  cut  off  lay  beside 
them. 
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Candid  fled  as  quickly  as  he  could  into  another  village ; 
it  belonged  to  the  Bulgarians,  and  the  Abarian  heroes  had 
treated  it  after  the  same  fashion.  Candid,  making  his  way 
continually  over  quivering  limbs  or  smoking  ruins,  found 
himself  at  last  beyond  the  theatre  of  war,  with  some  scanty 
provisions  in  his  haversack,  and  never  for  a  moment  for- 
getful of  Miss  Cunegund.  His  provisions  failed  him  by 
the  time  he  arrived  in  Holland ;  but  having  heard  it  said 
that  everybody  was  rich  in  that  countiy,  and  that  the 
people  were  good  Christians,  he  felt  no  doubt  that  he  would 
meet  with  as  generous  treatment  as  he  had  experienced  in 
the  castle  of  my  lord  Baron,  before  he  was  kicked  out  of  it 
on  account  of  Miss  Cunegund's  bright  eyes. 

He  asked  alms  of  several  grave-looking  personals,  all  of  ^ 
whom  answered  his  appeal  with  threats  that  if  he  continued 
to  follow  that  trade,  they  would  have  him  shut  up  in  a 
house  of  correction  and  taught  how  to  make  an  honest 
livelihood. 

He  next  accosted  a  man  who  had  just  been  speaking  for 
a  whole  hour  together  on  the  subject  of  charity  before  a 
large  audience.  The  orator  looked  at  him  through  the 
comer  of  his  eye,  and  asked : 

"  What  brings  you  here  ?  Are  you  for  the  good  cause?  " 

"There  is  no  effect  without  a  cause,"  was  Candidas 
modest  reply ;  "  all  things  are  linked  together  by  a  neces- 
sary chain  of  events,  and  arranged  for  the  best.  It  could 
not  but  be  that  I  should  be  banished  from  Miss  Cunegund's 
presence,  that  I  should  have  to  run  the  gauntlet  as  I  have 
done,  that  I  should  be  forced  to  beg  my  bread  until  such 
time  as  I  can  earn  it;  all  this  could  not  have  been  otherwise." 

"  My  friend,"  said  the  orator,  **  do  you  believe  that  the 
Pope  is  Antichrist  r* " 

"  I  never  yet  heard  him  called  so,"  answered  Candid ; 
"but  whether  he  be  Antichrist  or  not,  I  am  in  want  of 
bread." 
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"  You  do  not  deserve  to  eat  any,"  said  the  other ;  "  go, 
rascal,  go,  wretch,  and  never  in  all  jour  life,  coiae  near  me 
again." 

The  orator^s  wife,  putting  her  head  out  of  a  window  and 
perceiving  a  man  who  doubted  whether  the  Pope  was 

Antichrist,  emptied  a  chamber-pot    over   his  head 

Heavens!  To  what  excesses  will  not  a  zeal  for  religion 
carry  the  ladies ! 

A  man  who  had  never  been  christened,  a  kind-hearted 
Anabaptist,  whose  name  was  James,  witnessed  this  cruel 
and  ignominious  treatment  of  one  of  his  brethren,  a 
featherless  biped,^  who  had  a  soul;  he  took  him  home 
with  him,  he  wiped  him  down,  gave  him  some  bread  and 
^beer,  made  him  a  present  of  two  florins,  and  even  proposed 
to  teach  him  the  art  of  weaving  those  fabrics  of  Persia 
which  are  manufactured  in  Holland.  Candid  almost  threw 
himself  on  his  knees  before  him,  and  exclaimed : 

"  Dr.  Pangloss  was  right  when  he  told  me  that  everj* 
thing  is  for  the  best  in  this  world,  for  I  am  infinitely  more 
afEected  by  your  extreme  generosity  than  by  the  heartless- 
ness  of  the  gentleman  in  the  black  cloak,  and  of  the  lady 
his  wife." 

On  the  morrow,  as  he  was  out  walking,  he  met  a  b^^r 
all  covered  with  sores,  with  lack-lustre  eyes,  the  tip  of  his 
nose  eaten  away,  his  mouth  twisted  to  one  side,  and  teeth 
as  black  as  charcoal.  His  voice  was  hoarse,  he  was  tor- 
mented with  a  violent  cough,  and  at  each  effort  he  made  to 
spit  a  tooth  dropped  out. 

^  Plato's  somewhat  inadequate  definition  of  man,  according  to 
Diogenes  Laertins  (lib.  vi  c.  iL). 
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CHAPTEE  IV. 

HOW  CANDID  MET  HIS   OLD   MA8TBB  IN   PHILOSOPHY, 
DS.   PANGLOSS,   AND  WHAT   CAMS   OF   IT. 

/^^ANDID,  more  moved  with  compassion  even  than  with 
^^  disgust,  bestowed  upon  this  frightful  beggar  the  two 
florins  which  he  had  reoeiyed  from  his  honest  friend  James 
the  Anabaptist.  The  spectre  stared  fixedly  at  him,  then 
shed  tears,  and  finally  leaped  upon  his  neck.  Candid  drew 
back  in  alarm. 

"  Alas ! "  said  the  one  wretch  to  the  other,  *•  do  you  no 
longer  recognize  your  dear  Pangloss  ?  " 

"  What  do  I  hear  ?  Is  it  you,  my  dear  master  ? — ^you  in 
this  horrible  state!  What  misfortune  then  has  befallen 
you  ?  How  is  it  that  you  are  no  longer  in  the  finest  of  all 
castles  ?  What  is  become  of  Miss  Cunegund,  the  pearl 
of  young  maidens,  the  very  masterpiece  of  nature  ?  " 

*'  I  cannot  utter  a  word  more,"  said  Pangloss. 

'  Candid  immediately  led  him  into  the  Anabaptist's  stable, 
where  he  made  him  eat  a  morsel  of  bread ;  and  when  Pan- 
gloss was  somewhat  restored,  he  asked : 

"Well !  what  have  you  to  tell  me  of  Cunegund  ?  " 

"  She  is  dead,"  answered  the  other. 

Candid  fainted  away  on  hearing  these  tidings;  his 
friend  recalled  hini  to  his  senses  with  a  little  stale  vinegar 
which  he  happened  to  find  in  the  stable.  Candid  once 
^ore  opened  his  eyes. 

"Cunegund  is  dead!  Alas,  thou  best  of  all  possible 
worlds !  Where  art  thou  now  ? — But  of  what  illness  did 
she  die?  Was  it  from  grief  at  having  seen  me  kicked 
with  such  violence  out  of  her  other's  magnificent  castle?" 

"  No,"  said  Pangloss;  "  she  was  ripped  up  by  Bulgarian 
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soldiers,  after  having  been  outraged  to  the  last  possible 
degree ;  thej  broke  mj  lord  Baron's  skull  for  trying  to 
defend  her ;  m j  lady  the  Baroness  was  cut  to  pieces ;  my 
poor  young  pupil  was  treated  as  barbarously  as  his  sister ; 
and  as  for  the  castle,  not  one  stone  remains  upon  another, 
not  a  shed  is  left,  not  a  sheep,  not  a  duck,  not  a  single 
tree.  But  we  have  been  well  avenged,  for  the  Abanans 
have  done  as  much  on  a  neighbouring  estate  that  belonged 
to  a  Bulgarian  nobleman." 

On  hearing  this  narratiye  Candid  fainted  again;  but 
when  he  came  to  himself  and  had  said  all  that  it  was 
proper  to  say,  he  inquired  into  the  cause  and  effect,  and 
the  sufficient  reason  which  had  brought  poor  Pangloss  to 
such  a  deplorable  plight. 

"  Alas !"  said  the  other,  "  it  was  love;  love,  the  consoler 
of  the  human  race,  the  preserver  of  the  universe,  the  soul 
of  all  sentient  beings, — the  tender  passion  of  love ! " 

«  Ah  me ! "  said  Candid,  "  I  too  have  known  what  love 
is,  that  sovereign  of  the  heart,  that  soul  of  our  soul ;  I  have 
derived  no  advantage  from  it  but  one  sweet  kiss,  and 
twenty  kicks  on  the  rump.  But  how  has  a  cause  so  pleasing 
been  able  to  produce  in  you  effect  so  hideous  ? '' 

Pangloss  replied  in  these  terms : 

"  O  my  dear  Candid !  you  knew  Paquette,  the  pretty 
girl  who  waited  on  our  august  Baroness ;  I  tasted  in  her 
arms  the  pleasures  of  paradise,  and  they  have  produced 
these  torments  of  hell  with  which  you  see  me  consumed :  she 
was  infected  with  this  malady  herself,  and  perhaps  she  has 
died  of  it.  She  caught  it  from  a  very  learned  friar  who 
had  traced  it  to  its  source,  for  he  had  received  it  from  an 
old  countess,  on  whom  it  had  been  bestowed  by  a  cavalry 
officer,  who  himself  owed  it  to  a  marchioness,  who  had  it 
from  a  page,  to  whom  it  had  been  imparted  by  a  Jesuit, 
who,  when  a  novice,  had  received  it  in  a  direct  line  from 
one  of  the  companions  of  Christopher  Columbus.    As  for 
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me,  I  shall  gire  it  to  nobody,  for  I  am  at  the  point  of 
death." 

''O  Pangloss!"  exclaimed  Candid,  "what  a  singular 
genealogy !    Was  it  not  the  devil  who  originated  it  ?  " 

"  By  no  means,"  answered  the  great  man ;  **  it  was  a 
thing  that  could  not  be  dispensed  with,  a  necessary  in- 
gredient in  this  best  of  all  possible  worlds ;  for  if  Colum- 
bus had  not,  in  an  island  oft  the  coast  of  America,  caught 
this  disease,  which  poisons  the  springs  of  generation,  often 
prevents  it  altogether,  and  is  clearly  repugnant  to  the 
great  object  of  nature,  we  should  have  had  neither  choco- 
late nor  cochineal.  Furthermore,  it  must  be  noted  that  up 
to  the  present  day,  in  our  hemisphere,  this  malady,  like 
our  controversies,  is  strictly  confined  to  ourselves.  The 
Turks,  Indians,  Persians,  Chinese,  Siamese,  and  Japanese 
are  not  yet  acquainted  with  it;  but  there  is  sufficient 
reason  why  they  should  become  mcquainted  with  it  in  their 
turn  before  many  centuries  are  over.  Meanwhile  it  has 
made  marvellous  progress  among  us,  especiaUv  in  those 
huge  armies  composed  of  gallant  andwell-trained  hirelings, 
which  decide  the  destinies  of  kingdoms ;  for  it  is  pretty 
certain  that  whenever  thirty  thousand  men  stand  up  in 
battle  array  against  an  army  of  equal  numbers,  some 
twenty  thousand  are  more  or  less  infected  on  either  side." 

"  Wonderful  indeed !  "  said  Candid ;  **  but  you  must  be 
cured." 

"And  how  can  that  be  done?"  said  Pangloss;  "I  am 
penniless,  my  friend ;  and  in  all  this  wide  world  one  cannot 
get  oneseK  bled,  nor  have  an  injection  administered,  with- 
out paying  a  fee  or  getting  someone  else  to  pay  for  us." 

This  last  observation  decided  Candid;  he  went  and 
threw  himself  at  the  feet  of  his  charitable  Anabaptist 
James,  and  drew  such  an  affecting  picture  of  the  state  to 
which  his  friend  was  reduced,  that  the  good  man  did  not 
hesitate  to  receive  Dr.  Pangloss  into  his  house,  and  he 


CANDID,  OR  OPTIMISM.  229 

liad  him  cured  at  his  owfi  expense;  in  which  process 
Pangloss  lost  only  one  eje  and  an  ear.  As  he  wrote  a 
clear  hand,  and  knew  arithmetic  perfectly,  James  the 
Anabaptist  made  him  his  accountant.  At  tilie  end  of  two 
months,  being  obliged  to  go  to  Lisbon  on  matters  of  busi- 
ness, he  took  his  two  philosophers  on  board  with  him,  and 
on  the  voyage  Pangloss  explained  to  him  how  eyerything 
was  so  ordered  that  it  could  not  be  better.  But  James  was 
not  of  this  opinion. 

**  Men,"  said  he,  *'  must  have  corrupted  their  nature  a 
little,  for  they  were  not  bom  wolves,  yet  wolves  they  have 
become.  Ood  never  gave  them  cannons,  and  twenty-four 
pound  shot,  and  bayonets;  but  they  have  made  these 
things  for  their  mutual  destruction.  I  might  adduce  the 
misery  caused  by  bankruptcies,  and  the  justice  of  th^  law 
which  takes  possession  of  the  bankrupt's  property  so  as  to 
deprive  the  creditors  of  it." 

''AU  that  was  indispensable,"  answered  the  one-eyed 
philosopher;  "private  misfortunes  promote  the  public 
good,  so  that  the  more  private  misfortunes  there  are,  the 
better  it  is  for  the  world." 

While  he  was  arguing  in  this  manner,  the  sky  gre^ 
dark,  the  wind  blew  from  all  points  of  the  compass,  and 
the  ship  was  attacked  by  a  most  frightful  storm,  within 
sight  of  the  harbour  of  Lisbon. 


CHAPTER  V. 

A.  STOBM,  ▲  SHIPWRECK,  AN  EABTH<)UAKE,  AND  ALL  THAT 
HAPPENED  TO  DB.  PANGLOSS,  CANDID,  AND  JAMES  THE 
ANABAPTIST. 

TTALi'  of  the  passengers,  exhausted  almost  to  death  by 
^  ^    those  inconceivable  tortures  which  the  rolling  of  a 
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yessel  communicates  to  the  nerves  and  all  the  humonrs  of 
the  body  tossed  about  in  opposite  directions,  had  not  even 
the  enei^  to  feel  alarmed  at  the  danger  to  which  thej 
were  exposed ;  whilst  the  other  half  gave  vent  to  piteous 
cries  and  prayers.  The  sails  were  torn  to  rags,  the  masts 
were  shattered,  the  ship  was  leaking.  AU  who  were  able 
were  hard  at  work,  but  no  one  heard  what  another  said, 
and  no  orders  were  given.  The  Anabaptist  was  on  deck, 
lending  a  little  help  at  the  ropes,  when  a  savage  sailor 
dealt  him  a  rude  bulEet  which  stretched  him  on  the 
planks  ;  but,  with  the  force  of  the  blow  that  he  gave  him, 
the  sailor  was  thrown  forward  so  yiolently  that  he  fell 
overboard  head  foremost.  He  remained  suspended  in  mid- 
air, caught  by  a  piece  of  a  broken  mast.  The  kind-hearted 
James  ran  to  his  rescue,  and  assisted  him  to  climb  back, 
but,  overbalancing  himself  in  the  effort,  he  was  himself 
precipitated  into  the  sea  before  the  sailor^s  eyes,  who 
allowed  him  to  perish  without  deigning  so  much  as  to  look 
at  him.  Candid  hastened  to  the  spot,  and  saw  his  bene- 
&ctor  rise  to  the  surface  for  a  moment,  and  then  disappear 
for  ever.  He  was  inclined  to  cast  himself  into  the  sea 
after  him,  but  the  philosopher  Pangloss  prevented  his 
doing  so,  proving  to  him  that  the  roadstead  of  Lisbon  had 
been  made  expressly  that  the  Anabaptbt  might  be  drowned 
there.  While  he  was  enga^^  in  demonstrating  this  pro- 
position on  a  priori  grounds,  the  vessel  was  broken  up, 
and  all  on  board  perished  with  the  exception  of  Pangloss, 
Candid,  and  the  brutal  mariner  who  had  caused  the  excel- 
lent Anabaptist  to  be  drowned ;  the  rascal  swam  safely  to 
shore,  whitibier  Pangloss  and  Candid  were  carried  on  a 
plank. 

When  they  had  recovered  a  little  strength,  they  walked 
towards  Lisbon ;  they  had  still  some  money,  with  which 
they  hoped  to  save  themselves  from  starvation,  after 
having  escaped  the  fury  of  the  tempest. 
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Hardly  had  thej  entered  the  city,  bewailing  the  death  of 
their  benefactor,  when  thej  felt  die  earth  tremble  under 
their  feet,'  the  sea  rose  in  the  harbour  as  if  it  were  boiling, 
and  dashed  to  pieoes  the  ships  that  were  at  anchor.  Clouds 
of  fiery  ashes  filled  the  streets  and  public  places,  the  houses 
tottered  and  fell,  overturned  from  roof  to  basement,  the 
Very  foundations  being  broken  up ;  thirty  thousand  inhab- 
itants of  all  a^s  and  of  both  sexes  were  crushed  beneath 
the  ruins.    The  sailor  whistled,  and  said  with  an  oath : 

''  There  will  be  something  to  be  picked  up  here." 

''  What  can  be  the  sufficient  reason  of  this  phenome- 
non ?  "  said  Pangloss. 

**  This  is  surely  the  last  day !  '*  exclaimed  Candid. 

The  sailor  immediately  rushed  among  the  ruins,  facing 
death  itself  in  the  search  for  money,  found  some,  took 
possession  of  it,  got  drunk  on  it,  and,  haying  slept  himself 
sober,  purchased  the  i^yours  of  the  first  willing  wench  he 
met  amidst  the  wreck  of  fallen  houses,  surrounded  by  the 
dying  and  the  dead.  Pangloss,  however,  pulled  him  by 
the  sleeve,  saying : 

**  My  friend,  this  is  not  right,  you  are  wanting  in  respect 
to  the  universal  reason,  and  choose  your  time  badly." 

''  Blood  and  thunder ! "  returned  the  other,  ''  I  am  a 
sailor,  and  was  bom  at  Batavia ;  I  have  trampled  four 
times  on  the  crucifix  in  as  many  voyages  to  Japan ;  you 
have  found  a  fine  subject  for  your  universal  reason !  '* 

Some  fragments  of  falling  masonry  had  wounded  Can- 
did, and  he  was  lying  prostrate  in  the  street,  covered  with 
a  heap  of  rubbish.    He  said  to  Pangloss : 

"  Oh !  get  me  a  little  vrine  and  oil ;  I  am  dying." 

^  The  great  earthquake  of  Lisbon. (November  Ist,  1755)  moved 
Voltaire  profonndly,  and  prompted  liim  to  write  a  poem  on  the 
subject,  in  which  the  optimistic  philosophy  of  Leibnitz,  Shaftes- 
bury, and  Pope  is  seriously  attacked,  as  well  as  this  novel  of 
**  Candide,"  in  which  it  is  made  ridiculous. 


232  VOLTAIRE'S  TALES. 

''  This  earthquake  is  no  new  thing,"  answered  Pan  gloss; 
**  the  city  of  Lima  in  America  experienced  similar  shocks 
last  year;  the  same  causes,  the  same  effects;  there  is 
doubtless  a  vein  of  sulphur  underground  all  the  way  from 
Lima  to  Lisbon." 

"  Nothing  is  more  probable,"  returned  Candid ;  '*  but, 
for  God's  sake,  a  little  oil  and  wine ! " 

"  Probable,  say  you !"  replied  the  philosopher;  "  I  main- 
tain that  there  is  positive  proof  of  it." 

Hereupon  Candid  lost  consciousness,  and  Pangloss 
brought  him  a  little  water  from  a  fountain  that  was 
near. 

On  the  morrow,  in  crawling  over  the  ruins,  they  dis- 
covered some  provisions,  and  therewith  recruited  their 
strength  a  litUe,  and  then,  like  others,  began  to  busy 
themselves  in  relieving  the  injured  inhalntants  who  had 
escaped  death.  Some  citizens,  to  whom  they  had  brought 
succour,  gave  them' as  good  a  dinner  as  they  could  supply 
under  such  disastrous  circumstances ;  it  is  true  that  the  meal 
was  a  sad  one,  and  that  the  company  watered  their  bread 
with  their  tears,  but  Pangloss  did  his  best  to  console  them 
by  the  assurance  that  things  could  not  have  happened 
otherwise : 

**  For,"  said  he,  '*  nothing  could  have  been  better,  for  if 
there  is  a  volcano  under  Lisbon,  it  could  not  be  elsewhere, 
for  it  is  impossible  that  things  should  not  be  where  they 
are,  for  all  is  well." 

A  little  fellow  dressed  in  black,  a  familiar  of  the  In- 
quisition, who  was  seated  at  his  side,  politely  took  up  the 
conversation,  and  said : 

"  It  would  seem  that  the  gentleman  does  not  believe  in 
original  sin,  for,  if  all  is  as  good  as  can  be,  there  can  have 
been  neither  a  fall  of  man  nor  divine  punishment." 

"  I  most  humbly  beg  your  Excellency's  pardon,"  answered 
Pangloss  still  more  politely,  "  for  the  fall  of  man  and  the 
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consequent  curse  necessarily  entered  into  the  scheme  of  the 
best  of  all  possible  worlds." 

"  Then,  sir,  you  do  not  believe  in  free  will  ?  "  asked  the 
familiar. 

"Excuse me,  your  Excellency,"  said  Pangloss;  "freewill 
is  compatible  with  absolute  necessity,  for  it  was  necessary 
that  we  should  be  free ;  for,  in  fact,  the  will  being  deter- 
uiined " 

Pangloss  was  in  the  middle  of  his  sentence,  when  the 
familiar  gav^  a  significant  nod  to  his  stout  serving-man, 
who  was  helping  him  to  a  cup  of  the  wine  of  Oporto,  com- 
monly called  port. 


CHAPTEE  VI. 

HOW  ▲  FINB  ▲ITTO-DA-F^  WAS  HELD  TO  PBETEKT  EABTH> 
<)UAKB8,  AND  HOW  CAITDID  WAS  VLOOOED  ON  THE 
BBEECH. 

A  PTEE  the  earthquake,  which  had  destroyed  three- 
'^^  quarters  of  Lisbon,  the  wise  men  of  the  country  had 
found  no  means  more  effectual  for  obviating  total  ruin  than 
t£at  of  giving  the  people  a  fine  auto^da-fe ;  it  was  decided 
by  the  university  of  Coimbra  that  the  spectacle  of  a  few 
people  roasted  at  a  slow  fire,  with  grand  ceremonies,  is  an 
infallible  specific  for  preventing  earthquakes.  They  had 
therefore  seized  a  native  of  Biscay,  who  had  been  convicted 
of  marrying  a  fellow  god-parent,  and  two  Portuguese,  who 
in  eating  a  fowl  had  rejected  the  bacon. 

After  dinner  was  over,  messengers  arrived  to  bind  Dr» 
Pangloss  and  his  pupil  Candid,  the  one  for  having  spoken 
as  he  had  done,  and  the  other  for  having  heard  him  with 
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an  air  of  approbation ;  they  were  led  away  separately  to 
apartments  which  were  exceedingly  cool  and  airy,  where 
they  were  never  incommoded  with  the  sun.  A  week  or  so 
afterwards  each  of  them  was  dressed  in  a  mnbenito,^  and 
their  heads  were  adorned  with  paper  mitres  ;  on  Candid's 
mitre  and  sanbenUo  were  painted  flames  directed  down- 
wards, and  devils  which  had  neither  tails  nor  claws ;  but 
the  devils  that  Pangloss  displayed  had  both,  and  the 
flames  were  upright. 

Thus  arrayed  t^hey  marched  in  procession  and  heard  a 
very  touching  sermon,  followed  by  a  fine  anthem  delivered 
in  a  solemn  drone.  While  the  singing  went  on,  Candid 
was  flagellated  in  time  to  the  music,  the  Biscayan  and  the 
two  men  who  would  not  eat  bacon  were  burned,  and 
Pangloss  was  hanged,  though  that  was  unusual.  The 
same  day  there  was  a  fresh  earthquake,  accompanied  by  a 
frightful  noise. 

Candid  horrified,  perplexed,  and  confounded,  trembling 
all  over,  and  covered  with  blood,  said  to  himself : 

*'  If  this  is  the  best  of  all  possible  worlds,  I  wonder  what 
the  others  are  like  !  It  would  not  much  matter  if  I  had 
only  been  flogged,  I  met  with  the  same  treatment  among 
the  Bulgarians,  but,  O  my  dear  Pangloss,  greatest  of  phi- 
losophers, why  was  I  obliged  to  see  you  hanged,  without 
knowing  the  reason  P  O  my  dear  Anabaptist,  noblest  of 
men,  where  was  the  necessity  of  your  being  drowned 
within  sight  of  land  ?  O  Miss  Cunegund,  pearl  of  young 
maidens,  was  it  necessary  that  you  should  have  been  ripped 
open?" 

He  was  returning,  hardly  able  to  support  himself,  after 

'  Spanish,  mmibenUo  (blessed  coat).  It  was  »•  loose,  garment 
withoat  sleeves,  origmally  worn  only  by  penitents  reconciled  to  the 
Church.  As  used  at  an  avio-da-fi  (act  of  faith),  a  sanhenito  on 
which  were  painted  flames  directed  downwards  implied  the  repen- 
tance of  the  wearer. 
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having  been  preached  at,  and  scourged,  and  absolved,  and 
blessed,  when  an  old  woman  apprcMeu^hed  him,  and  said : 
*'  Take  courage,  my  son,  and  follow  me.*' 


CHAPTER  VII. 

HOW  AN  OLD  WOMAN  TOOK  CABS  OF  CANDID,  AND  HOW 
HE  BECOYEBED  THE  OBJECT  OF  HIS  AFFECTIONS. 

/^^ANDID  did  not  by  any  means  take  courage,  but  he 
^-^  followed  the  old  woman  into  a  half -demolished  house; 
she  gave  him  a  pot  of  ointment  to  apply  to  his  sores,  and 
after  showing  him  a  dean  Uttle  bed,  near  which  was  a 
complete  suit  of  clothes,  she  left  him  some  food  and  drink. 

''  Eat,  drink,  and  sleep,"  said  she, ''  and  may  our  Lady 
of  Atocha,  Saint  Anthony  of  Padua,  and  Saint  James  of 
Compostella  watch  over  you !  I  will  come  back  to- 
morrow." 

Candid,  astonished  as  he  was  at  all  that  he  had  seen,  at 
all  that  he  had  suffered,  and  most  of  all  at  the  charity  of 
this  old  dame,  attempted  to  kiss  her  hand. 

**  The  hand  you  should  kiss  is  not  mine,**  said  she ;  "  I 
will  come  back  to-morrow.  Rub  yourself  with  the  oint- 
ment, eat,  and  go  to  sleep.'* 

In  spite  of  so  many  misfortunes.  Candid  ate  and  fell 
asleep.  Next  morning  the  old  woman  brought  him  some 
breakfast,  examined  his  back,  and  rubbed  it  hersft^  with 
another  kind  of  ointment;  afterwards  she  b^ri^gBb  him 
dinner,  and  returned  in  the  evening  with  hiS^  supper.  On 
the  following  day  she  repeated  the  same  ceremonies. 

"  Who  are  you  ?  *'  Candid  kept  saying  to  her ;  "  and 
who  has  inspired  you  with  so  much  kindness  ?  How  can  I 
show  my  gratitude  ?  '* 


236  VOLTAIRE'S  TALES. 

The  good  woman  never  gave  any  reply.  When  she  came 
back  that  evening,  she  brought  him  no  supper,  but  told 
him  to  come  with  her  and  not  say  a  word.  She  held  him 
by  the  arm,  and  walked  with  him  about  a  quarter  of  a 
mile  into  the  country,  till  they  arrived  at  a  lonely  house 
surrounded  by  gardens  and  canals.  The  old  woman  tapped 
at  a  little  door,  and,  when  it  was  opened,  conducted  Candid 
by  a  private  staircase  into  a  gilded  chamber ;  then  leaving 
him  on  a  richly  brocaded  sofa,  she  shut  the  door,  and 
departed.  Candid  thought  he  must  be  in  a  trance,  and 
began  to  look  upon  all  his  past  life  as  a  dismal  nightmare, 
and  upon  the  present  moment  as  a  dream  of  a  more  agree- 
able character. 

The  old  dame  soon  reappeared,  supporting  with  difficulty 
another  woman's  trembling  form.  The  latter  was  tall 
and  stately,  glittering  with  jewels,  and  with  a  veil  over  her 
face. 

'*  Take  off  that  veil,"  said  the  old  woman  to  Candid. 

The  young  man  draws  near ;  with  timid  hand  he  lifts 
the  veil.  What  a  moment  of  surprise !  He  fancies  that 
he  sees  Miss  Cunegund ;  he  saw  her  in  reality,  for  it  was 
she  herself.  Strength  fails  him,  he  cannot  utter  a  word, 
he  falls  at  her  feet,  and  Cunegund  falls  on  the  sofa.  The 
^d  crone  doses  them  with  cordials,  they  recover  their 
senses,  they  converse  together;  their  words  are  at  first 
broken  and  incoherent,  cross  questions  and  crooked 
answers,  mingled  with  sighs,  tears,  and  exclamations.  The 
old  woman  advises  them  to  make  less  noise,  and  leaves 
them  to  themselves. 

"  Ah !  Is  it  indeed  yourself  ?  "  said  Candid ;  "  you  are 
still  alive !  I  find  you  once  more,  here  in  Portugal !  Then 
you  were  never  ravished  after  all  ?  You  were  not  ripped 
open,  then,  as  the  philosopher  Pangloss  assured  me  ?  " 

"Yes,  I  was,"  said  the  lovely  Cunegund ;  "but  death 
does  not  always  result  from  either  of  those  accidents."      ^ 
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"  But  your  father  and  mother — ^were  they  killed  ?  '* 

"  It  is  but  too  true,"  said  Cuneg^nd,  weeping. 

"  And  your  brother  ?  " 

"  My  brother  was  HUed  as  well" 

"And  why  are  you  in  Portugal?  And  how  did  you 
know  that  I  was  here  ?  And  by  what  strange  chance  have 
you  succeeded  in  bringing  me  into  this  house  ?  " 

"  I  will  tell  you  everything,"  replied  the  lady ;  "  but  you 
must  first  inform  me  of  all  that  has  happened  to  yourself 
since  you  gave  me  that  innocent  loss,  for  which  you  were 
kicked  out  of  doors." 

Candid  very  respectfully  obeyed  her,  and,  though  he 
was  bewildered,  though  his  voice  was  weak  and  stammer- 
ing, and  his  hinder  parts  were  still  a  little  sore,  he  related 
in  the  most  artless  manner  all  that  he  had  gone  through 
since  the  momenx  of  their  parting.  Cunegund  raised  her 
eyes  to  heaven;  she  shed  tears  when  she  heard  of  the 
death  of  the  kind  Anabaptist  and  of  Pangloss;  after 
which  she  spoke  as  follows  to  Candid,  who  was  careful  not 
to  lose  a  single  word,  and  seemed  as  if  he  would  fain  devour 
her  with  his  eyes. 


CHAPTEE  Vin. 

CUNBGirND's   8T0BT. 

•  T  WAS  in  my  bed  and  fast  asleep,  when  it  pleased 
^  heaven  to  send  the  Bulgarians  into  our  magnificent 
castle  of  Thundertentrunk ;  they  murdered  my  father  and 
my  brother,  and  hacked  my  mother  to  pieces.  A  big 
BuUcarian,  six  feet  high,  seeing  that  I  had  lost  conscious- 
aess  at  this  dreadful  spectacle,  began  to  ravish  me.  That 
brought  me  round;  I  recovered  my  senses,  I  screamed,  I 
'.truggled,  I  bit,  I  scratched,  and  tried  to  tear  the  big 
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Bulgarian's  eyes  out,  not  knowing  that  all  that  was  hap- 
pening in  mj  father's  castle  was  the  usual  thing  under  the 
circumstances.  The  brutal  fellow  stabbed  me  with  a  knife 
in  my  left  sidct  a«nd  I  still  bear  the  mark  of  the  wound." 

"  Alas !    How  I  long  to  see  it ! "  said  Candid  simply. 

"You  shall  do  so,'*  said  Gunegund;  "but  let  me  pro- 
ceed." 

"  Pray  proceed,"  said  Candid. 

So  she  took  up  the  thread  of  her  stoiy. 

"A  Bulgarian  captain  now  came  in,  and  saw  me  all 
covered  with  blood,  while  the  soldier  never  troubled  him- 
self to  stir.  The  captain,  enra^d  at  this  want  of  respect 
shown  towards  himself,  killed  the  brute  as  he  lay  upon 
me.  Then  he  had  my  wound  dressed,  and  took  me  as  a 
prisoner  of  war  to  his  own  quarters.  There  I  washed  the 
few  shirts  that  he  possessed,  and  cooked  his  meals  for  him; 
he  thought  me  exceedingly  pretty, — excuse  my  saying  so, — 
nor  can  I  deny  that  he  was  a  very  well-made  man,  and  that 
his  skin  was  smooth  and  white ;  but  he  had  little  wit  or 
philosophy, — it  was  easy  to  see  that  he  had  not  been  edu- 
cated by  Dr.  Pangloss.  At  the  end  of  three  months, 
having  lost  all  his  money  and  grown  tired  of  me,  he  sold 
me  to  a  Jew  named  Don  Issachar,  who  traded  in  Holland 
and  Portugal,  and  was  passionately  fond  of  the  fair  sex. 
This  Jew  was  greatly  taken  vdth  my  charms,  but  he  could 
not  conquer  my  modesty ;  I  repulsed  his  overtures  better 
than  those  of  tibie  Bulgarian  soldier.  An  honourable  lady 
may  be  violated  once  in  a  way,  but  her  virtue  is  thereby 
strengthened.  The  Jew,  in  order  to  tame  me  to  submis- 
sion, carried  me  off  to  this  country  house  in  which  you 
now  find  me.  Till  then  I  had  supposed  that  there  was 
nothing  on  earth  so  magnificent  as  the  castle  of  Thunder- 
tentrunk,  but  I  have  been  undeceived. 

"The  Grand  Inquisitor  noticed  me  one  day  at  mass ;  he 
ogled  me  a  good  deal,  and  sent  me  a  messa^  that  he  had 
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something  of  a  private  nature  to  communicate  to  me.  I 
was  conducted  to  his  palace,  and  I  told  him  of  mj  home 
and  parentage ;  he  represented  to  me  how  fAT  beneath  my 
rank  it  was  to  belong  to  an  Israelite.  A  proposal  was 
made  on  his  behalf  to  Don  tssaehar  that  he  should  give 
me  up  to  His  Beverence.  Don  Issachar,  who  is  the  court 
banker,  and  a  man  of  credit,  would  do  nothing  of  the  sort. 
The  Inquisitor  threatened  him  with  an  avto^da-fe.  At 
last  mj  Jew,  under  intimidation,  concluded  a  bargain  by 
which  the  house  and  I  should  be  shared  by  both  in  com- 
mon ;  that  the  Jew  should  haye  Monday,  Wednesday,  and 
the  Sabbath  to  himself,  and  that  the  Inquisitor  should 
have  the  other  days  of  the  week.  This  arrangement  has 
lasted  six  months ;  but  not  without  quarrels,  for  a  dispute 
has  ofter  arisen  as  to  whether  the  night  between  Saturday 
and  Sunday  belonged  to  the  old  or  the  new  law.  For  my 
part,  I  have  hitherto  successfully  resisted  both  of  them  ; 
and  I  believe  that  it  is  for  that  reason  each  of  them  loves 
me  still. 

''  At  length,  to  avert  the  scourge  of  earthquakes,  and  to 
frighten  Don  Issachar,  it  pleased  His  Reverence  the  In- 
quisitor to  celebrate  an  atUo-da-fe,  to  which  he  did  me  the 
honour  to  invite  me.  I  had  a  capital  seat,  and  the  ladies 
were  served  with  refreshments  between  the  mass  and  the 
executions.  I  was,  indeed*  seized  with  horror  when  I  saw 
those  two  Jews  burned,  and  that  poor  simple  Biscayan 
who  had  married  his  fellow  god-parent ;  but  what  was  my 
astonishment,  my  terror,  and  my  distress,  when  I  beheld 
in  a  mnbenUo,  with  a  mit^e  on  his  head,  a  form  which 
resembled  that  of  Pangloss !  I  rubbed  my  eyes,  I  gazed 
attentit^ly,  I  saw  him  hanged,  and  I  fainted  at  the  sight. 
Scarcely  had  I  recovered  my  senses,  when  I  saw  you 
stripped  naked;  that  put  the  crowning  touch  to  my 
horror,  consternation,  grief,  and  despair.  Let  me  tell  you 
that  your  skin  is  even  more  perfectly  white  and  rosy  than 
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that  of  my  Bulgarian  captain.  That  spectacle  sharpened 
the  anguish  that  pierced  mjr  soul  and  utterly  consumed 
me.  I  screamed  aloud,  and  would  fain  have  said :  '  Stop, 
sava^s!'  but  my  voice  &iled  me,  nor  would  my  cries 
have  been  of  any  use.  After  you  had  been  soundly 
whipped,  I  said  to  myself : 

"  'How  can  it  have  happened  that  the  amiable  Candid 
and  the  wise  Pangloss  should  turn  up  here  in  Lisbon,  one 
to  receive  a  hundred  lashes,  and  the  other  to  be  hanged  by 
order  of  His  Eeverence  the  Inquisitor,  whose  sweetheart 
I  am  P  How  cruelly  did  Pangloss  deceive  me  when  he  said 
that  everything  goes  on  in  the  best  possible  way ! ' 

"  Agitated  and  distracted,  at  one  moment  beside  myself 
with  indignation,  and  at  the  next  feeling  too  weak  to  live, 
I  had  my  head  full  of  all  I  had  seen  and  suffered, — the 
massacre  of  my  father,  mother,  and  brother,  the  insults 
to  which  that  vile  Bulgarian  soldier  had  subjected  me,  the 
wound  that  he  had  given  me  with  his^  knife,  my  captivity, 
my  apprenticeship  in  cookery,  my  Bulgarian  captain,  my 
ugly  Don  Issachar,  my  abominable  Inquisitor,  the  hanging 
of  Dr.  Pangloss,  the  grand  miserere  droned  out  while  you 
were  being  whipped,  and,  above  all,  the  kiss  I  had  given 
you  behind  a  screen  the  day  I  saw  you,  as  I  thought,  for 
the  last  time.  I  praised  Gtod  for  having  brought  you 
back  to  me  after  so  many  trials.  I  recommended  you  to 
the  care  of  this  old  servant,  and  told  her  to  bring  you 
hither  as  soon  as  she  could.  She  has  faithfully  executed 
her  commission,  and  I  have  tasted  the  inexpressible 
pleasure  of  seeing  you  again,  of  hearing  you,  and  speaking 
to  you.  But  you  must  be  famishing,  and  I  am  pretty 
hungry  myself ;  let  us  begin  supper." 

So  down  they  sat  together  at  table ;  and  after  supper, 
they  placed  themselves  once  more  on  that  splendid  sofa 
which  I  have  already  mentioned,  and  there  they  were  when 
one  of  the  masters  of  the  house  in  the  person  of  Don 
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Issacliar,  arriTed.    It  was  the  Sabbath  day,  and  he  caone 
to  enjoy  his  rights,  and  to  declare  his  tender  attachment. 


CHAPTEB  IX. 

WHAT   BEFELL   CUNEOUKD,    CANDID,    THE     GBAKD 
INQUISITOB,  AND  THE   JEW. 

'T^niS  Issachar  was  the  most  irascible  Hebrew  that  had 
-■"    ever  been  seen  since  the  Babylonian  captivity. 

"What  is  this?"  said  he ;  "  bitch  of  a  Galilean,  was  not 
my  lord  Inquisitor  enough,  but  this  rascal  must  also  have 
his  share  of  what  belongs  to  me  F  " 

So  saying,  he  drew  a  long  dagger,  with  which  he  was 
always  provided,  and,  not  imagining  that  his  adversary  was 
armed,  he  threw  himself  upon  Candid.  But  our  worthy 
Westphalian  had  received  a  fine  sword  from  the  old  woman 
along  with  the  suit  of  clothes;  he  drew  this  weapon, 
though  his  manners  were  as  a  rule  extremely  gentle,  and 
^tretched  the  Israelite  stark  dead  upon  the  floor  at  the  feet 
of  the  fair  Cunegund. 

"  Holy  Virgin ! "  she  exclaimed.  "  What  will  become  of 
us  ?  A  man  slain  in  my  house !  If  the  officers  of  justice 
come,  we  are  lost." 

"  If  Pangloss  had  not  been  hanged,"  said  Candid,  '^he 
would  have  given  us  some  good  advice  in  this  extremity, 
for  he  was  a  great  philosopher.  Failing  him,  let  lis  consult 
the  old  woman." 

She  had  a  large  stock  of  prudence,  and  was  beginning 
to  give  her  advice,  when  another  little  door  was  opened. 
It  was  an  hour  after  midnight,  so  Sunday  had  begun,  a 
day  that  belonged  to  Hip  Reverence  the  Inquisitor.  He 
ent«red^and  saw  the  lately  castigated  Candid,  sword  iu 
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hand,  a  dead  bodj  stretched  upon  the  ground,  Cunog'ind 
scared  out  of  her  senses,  and  the  old  woman  calmly  giving 
her  advice. 

This  is  what  passed  that  moment  through  Candidas 
mind,  and  thus  it  was  he  reasoned  with  himself : 

"  If  this  holy  man  calls  for  help,  he  will  undoubtedly 
have  me  burned,  and  he  may  possibly  do  as  much  for 
Cunegund ;  he  has  already  had  me  whipped  unmercifully ; 
he  is  my  rival ;  I  have  just  fleshed  my  sword ;  there  is  no 
time  to  hesitate." 

This  train  of  thought  was  rapid  and  concise,  and,  with- 
out giving  the  Inquisitor  time  to  recover  from  his  surprise, 
Candid  ran  his  sword  right  through  the  other's  body,  and 
hurled  him  beside  the  Jew. 

**  What !  another  of  them  !  "  exclaimed  Cunegund ; 
"there  is  no  longer  any  possibility  of  pardon;  we  are 
excommunicated;  our  last  hour  is  come!  Whatever  can 
have  possessed  you,  who  are  of  so  mild  a  disposition,  to 
kill  within  a  couple  of  minutes  a  Jew  and  a  dignitary  of 
the  Church?" 

"  My  beautiful  young  lady,"  answered  Candid,  "  when 
a  man  is  under  the  influence  of  love  and  jealousy,  and 
has  been  whipped  by  the  Inquisition,  he  is  no  longer  like 
himself." 

The  old  woman  then  put  in  her  word,  and  said : 

"  There  are  three  Andalusian  steeds  in  the  stable,  with 
saddles  and  bridles ;  let  the  brave  Candid  get  them  ready; 
you,  my  lady,  have  moidores  and  diamonds  ;  let  us  mount 
without  delay, — though  I  have  only  one  side  to  sit  on, — and 
go  to  Cadiz.  It  is  the  finest  weather  in  the  world,  and 
travelling  is  very  enjoyable  during  the  coolness  of  the 
night." 

Candid  immediately  saddled  the  three  horses,  and  Cune- 
gund, the  old  woman,  aaid  he,  rode  thirty  miles  without 
drawing  rein.   When  they  were  already  far  away,  the  holy 
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Bermandad^  arrived  upon  the  scene;  they  buried  His 
Eeverence  in  a  magnificent  church,  and  cast  Issachar's 
corpse  into  the  common  sewer. 

Candid,  Cunegund,  and  their  old  attendant  had  now 
reached  the  little  town  of  Aracena,  amidst  the  Sierra 
Morena  mountains,  and  this  was  the  conversation  that 
they  held  together  at  an  inn  there. 


CHAPTEE  X. 

TELLS  IN  WHAT  A  STATE  OP   DISTRESS  CANDID,  CUNEGUND, 

>  AND  THE  OLD  WOMAN  ABBIYED  AT  CADIZ,  AND  OF  THEIB 
SUBSEQUENT   EMBABKATION. 

"  '\  1  rHO  can  have  robbed  me  of  my  pistoles  and  my 
^  ^  *     jewels  ?  "  said  Cunegund  weeping.     "  How  shall 

we  live  ?  What  are  we  to  do  ?  Where  can  I  find  Inquisi- 
tors and  Jews  to  give  me  any  more  ?  " 
'  **  Alas ! "  said  the  old  woman,  **  I  strongly  suspect  a 
reverend  Franciscan  friar,  who  lodged  last  night  at  the 
same  inn  with  us  at  Badajoz — ^Heaven  preserve  me  from 
forming  a  rash  judgment ! — but  he  came  into  our  chamber 
twice,  and  left  the  place  long  before  we  did." 

"  Ah !  "  sighed  Candid ;  "  the  excellent  Pangloss  used 
often  to  assure  me  that  the  good  things  of  this  world  are 
the  common  property  of  all  men,  and  that  each  of  us  has 
an  equal  right  to  them.  According  to  those  principles, 
'  this  friar  ought  certainly  to  have  left  us  wherewithal  to 
finish  our  journey.  Have  you  then  nothing  at  all  re- 
maining, my  fair  Cunegund  ?  ** 

''Not  a  maravedi,"  said  she, 

"  What  course  must  we  adopt  ?  "  said  Candid. 

>  .  ^  See  note  on  p.  201. 
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"  Let  us  sell  one  of  the  horses,"  suggested  the  old 
woman ;  "  I  will  ride  on  a  pillion  behind  the  young  lady, — 
though  I  can  only  sit  upon  one  side, — and  so  we  shall  get 
to  Cadiz  after  all." 

There  happened  to  be  in  the  same  hostelry  a  prior  of  the 
Benedictine  order,  who  purchased  the  horse  very  cheaply. 
Candid,  Cunegund,  and  the  old  woman  passed,  through 
Lucena,  Chillas,  and  Lebrija,  and  arrived  at  last  at  Cadiz. 
There  they  found  a  fleet  being  fitted  out,  and  troops 
•mustered,  in  order  to  bring  to  their  senses  the  reverend 
Jesuit  fathers  of  Paraguay,  who  were  accused  of  stirring 
up  a  revolt  amp^ng  the  natives  against  the  kings  of  Spain 
and  Portugal,  near  the  city  of  San  Sacramento.  Candid, 
having  seen  some  service  with  the  Bulgarians,  went 
through  his  exercises  before  the  general  of  the  little 
expedition  with  so  much  grace,  quiclmess,  skill,  spirit,  and 
agihty,  that  he  gave  him  the  command  of  a  company  of 
infantry.  So  now,  being  made  a  captain,  he  embarks  with 
Miss  Cunegund,  the  old  woman,  two  men  servants,  and  the 
two  Andalusian  horses  which  had  belonged  to  the  Grand 
Inquisitor  of  Portugal. 

During  the  passage  they  had  many  discussions  upon  the 
philosophy  of  poor  Pangloss. 

"  We  are  going  into  another  world,"  said  Candid ;  "  it  is 
there  no  doubt  that  everything  is  right;  for  it  must  be 
confessed  that  we  have  had  cause  to  complain  a  little  of 
what  happens  in  our  own,  whether  with  respect  to  physical 
or  moral  evils." 

"  I  love  you  with  all  my  heart,"  said  Cunegund ;  "  but  I 
am  still  shocked  and  terrified  at  what  I  have  seen  and 
undergone." 

"  All  will  now  go  well,"  replied  Candid ;  "  the  sea  of  this 
new  world  is  already  better  than  those  of  Europe ;  it  is 
calmer,  and  the  winds  are  more  regular.  A«suredly  it  is 
the  new  one  which  is  the  best  of  all  possible  worlds." 
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the  left ;  a  Moorish  soldier  took  her  by  one  leg,  while  one 
of  our  pirates  was  holding  her  by  the  other.  There  was 
hardly  one  of  our  maids  but  found  herself  in  a  moment 
drawn  in  opposite  directions  by  four  soldiers.  My  captain 
kept  me  hidden  behind  him ;  scimitar  in  hand,  he  killed 
all  who  ventured  to  oppose  his  rage.  At  last  I  saw  all 
our  Italian  women  and  my  mother  torn,  hacked,  and  mas- 
sacred by  the  monsters  who  disputed  for  their  possession. 
My  captive  companions,  those  who  had  taken  us  prisoners, 
soldiers,  sailors,  blacks,  tawnies,  whites,  mulattoes,  and 
last  of  all  my  captain,  all  were  slain,  and  I  alone  was 
left  dying  on  a  heap  of  dead.  Scenes  like  this  take  place, 
we  know,  over  a  space  of  more  than  three  hundred  leagues, 
without  causing  anyone  to  neglect  the  five  prayers  a  day 
which  Mohammed  has  enjoined. 

••  I  freed  myself  with  great  difficulty  from  the  heap  of 
bleeding  carcasses,  and  dragged  myself  under  a  large 
orange-tree  on  the  bank  of  a  stream  hard  by,  where  I  sank 
down  overcome  with  fright,  fatigue,  horror,  despair,  and 
hunger.  Soon  afterwards  my  overstrained  senses  gave  way 
to  unconsciousness,  which  had  more  of  the  nature  of  a 
swoon  than  of  peaceful  repose.  I  was  still  in  that  state  of 
weakness  and  insensibility,  hovering  between  life  and 
death,  when  I  felt  myself  pressed  down  by  something  that 
moved  above  me;  I  opened  my  e^es,  and  saw  a  white 
man  of  prepossessing  appearance,  who  was  sighing  and 
muttering  between  his  teeth : 

***  0  ehe  8ciagura  cTessere  aenssa  cogUorUr 
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CHAPTER  XII. 

THE    STOBY   OP   THE   OLD   WOMAN'S    MISFORTUNES 
CONTINUED. 

«'  A  STONISIJED  aaid  delighted  at  hearing  the  language 
'^^'  of  my  native  land,  and  no  less  surprised  at  the 
words  which  the  man  uttered,  I  told  him  that  there  were 
greater  misfortunes  than  that  of  which  he  complained.  I 
gave  him  a  brief  account  of  the  horrors  I  had  undergone, 
and  I  then  fell  back  again  in  a  swoon.  He  carried  me  into  a 
neighbouring  house,  had  me  put  to  bed,  caused  some  food  to 
be  given  me,  waited  on  me,  soothed  me  with  words  of  con- 
solation and  compliment,  telling  me  that  he  had  never  seen 
anything  so  beautiful  as  myself,  and  that  he  had  never 
felt  so  much  regret  as  then  for  what  no  one  could  ever 
restore  to  him. 

"  *  I  was  born  at  Naples,'  said  he,  *  where  two  or  three 
thousand  children  are  treated  like  capons  every  year ;  some 
of  them  die  in  consequence,  others  acquire  a  voice  finer 
than  a  woman's,  and  others  again  come  to  be  rulers  of 
States.^  The  operation  in  my  case  was  very  successful, 
and  I  have  been  leader  of  the  choir  in  the  chapel  of  Her 
Highness  the  Princess  of  Palestrina.' 

**  *  My  mother !'  I  exclaimed. 

**  *  Your  mother  ?'  cried  he,  bursting  into  tears.  *  Why, 
you  must  be  that  young  princess  whom  I  instructed  till 
she  was  six  years  of  age,  and  who  even  then  gave  promise 
of  being  as  lovely  as  you  now  are.' 

"  *  The  very  same ;  my  mother  is  lying  four  or  five  hun- 

*  Like  Carlo  Broschi,  commonly  called  Farinelli,  born  at  Naples 
in  1705,  who  rose  to  great  influence  at  the  Court  of  Ferdinand  VI. 
of  Spain. 
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dred  steps  from  where  we  are,  cut  into  quarters,  and 
covered  by  a  Heap  of  dead  bodies.' 

''  I  tben  related  to  him  all  that  had  happened  to  me, 
and  he,  in  his  turn,  gave  me  an  account  of  his  adventures, 
and  informed  me  that  he  had  been  sent  to  the  King  of 
Morocco  by  a  Christian  power  in  order  to  conclude  a  treaty 
with  that  monarch,  engaging  to  furnish  him  with  gun- 
powder, cannon,  and  ships  to  help  him  in  exterminating 
the  commerce  of  other  Chistians. 

"  *  My  mission  is  fulfilled,'  said  this  obliging  eunuch ;  *  I 
am  about  to  embark  at  Ceuta,  and  will  take  you  back  with 
me  to  Italy.    Ma  che  sdagura  cTeseere  senza  coglioni  ? ' 

"  I  thanked  him  with  tears  of  grateful  emotion ;  but, 
instead  of  taking  me  to  Italy,  he  brought  me  to  Algiers, 
and  sold  me  to  the  Dey  of  that  province.  Hardly  had  the 
sale  been  effected,  when  the  plague  which  has  made  the 
round  of  Africa,  Asia,  and  Europe,  broke  out  with  fury  at 
Algiers.  You  have  witnessed  earthquakes,  my  young  lady, 
but  have  you  ever  had  the  plague  ?  " 

"  Never,"  replied  the  Baroness. 

"  If  you  had  had  it,"  continued  the  old  woman,  "  you 
would  acknowledge  that  an  earthquake  is  nothing  to  it. 
It  is  exceedingly  common  in  Africa,  and  it  attacked  me. 
Picture  to  yourself  the  situation  of  the  daughter  of  a  Pope, 
only  fifteen  years  of  age,  who  in  the  space  of  three  months 
had  been  subjected  to  poverty  and  slavery,  had  been 
violated  nearly  every  day,  had  seen  her  mother  cut  into 
quarters,  had  experienced  all  the  horrors  of  war  and 
famine,  and  was  now  dying  of  the  plague  at  Algiers !  I 
did  not  die  of  it,  however ;  but  my  eunuch  and  the  Dey, 
and  almost  the  whole  seraglio  of  Algiers,  perished. 

"  When  the  first  ravages  of  that  frightful  pestilence  were 
over,  the  Dey's  slaves  were  put  up  for  sale.  A  merchant 
bought  me,  and  took  me  to  Tunis ;  there  I  was  sold  to 
another  merchant,  who  sold  me  again  at  Tripoli;  from 
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Tripoli  I  was  passed  on  to  Alexandria,  from  Alexandria  to 
Smyrna,  and  from  Smyrna  to  Constantinople.  At  last  1 
became  the  property  of  an  Aga  of  the  janissaries,  who  was 
ere  long  commanded  to  go  and  defend  the  town  of  Azov 
against  the  Eussians  who  were  besieging  it. 

"  The  Aga,  who  was  a  man  greatly  devoted  to  our  sex, 
took  all  his  harem  with  him,  and  lodged  us  in  a  little  fort 
►  on  the  Sea  of  Azov,  with  two  black  eunuchs  and  twenty 
soldiers  to  guard  us.  A  prodigious  number  of  Eussians 
were  slain,  but  they  soon  made  us  an  adequate  return; 
Azov  was  given  up  to  fire  and  sword,  and  neither  sex  nor 
a^e  was  spared.  Our  little  fort  alone  held  out,  and  the 
enemy  determined  to  starve  us  into  submission.  The 
twenty  janissaries  had  sworn  that  they  would  never  sur- 
render ;  the  extremities  of  hunger  to  which  they  were  now 
reduced  constrained  them,  for  fear  of  breaking  their  oath, 
to  eat  our  two  eunuchs.  At  the  end  of  a  few  days  more 
they  resolved  to  devour  the  women. 

"  We  had  with  us  a  very  pious  and  compassionate  Imam^ 
who  delivered  a  very  fine  discourse,  in  which  he  urged  them 
not  to  kill  us  outright.^ 

"  *  Only  cut  off/  said  he,  *  a  rump  steak  from  each  of  these 
ladies,  you  will  find  it  excellent  fare ;  if,  in  the  course  of  a 
few  days,  it  should  be  necessary  to  return,  you  will  then  be 
able  to  get  a  second  supply ;  heaven  will  be  pleased  with 
you  for  acting  so  charitably,  and  send  you  succour.' 

"  He  had  a  great  deal  of  eloquence,  and  persuaded  them 
to  follow  his  advice.  We  were  subjected  to  that  horrible 
operation,  and  the  Imam  applied  to  our  wounds  the  same 
healing  balm  which  is  used  in  the  case  of  boys  who  have 
been  circumcised ;  but  we  nearly  lost  our  lives. 

"  The  janissaries  had  no  sooner  finished  the  meal  with 
which  we  had  furnished  them,  than  the  Eussians  arrived 

^  See  page  203,  note  2. 
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in  flat-bottomed  boats,  and  not  a  janissary  escaped.  The 
Russians  paid  no  attention  to  the  state  in  which  we  were, 
but,  French  surgeons  being  found  everywhere,  a  very  clever 
one  took  us  in  hand  and  cured  us ;  and  I  shall  remember 
all  my  life  what  proposals  he  made  me  after  my  wounds 
were  well  closed.  Moreover  he  told  us  all  to  cheer  up, 
and  assured  us  that  such  things  had  happened  at  a  good 
many  sieges,  and  that  it  was  quite  in  accordance  with  the 
laws  of  war. 

"  As  soon  as  my  companions  were  able  to  walk  they 
were  sent  to  Moscow ;  while  I  fell  into  the  possession  of  a 
boyard,^  who  made  me  work  in  his  garden,  and  used  to  give 
me  twenty  lashes  a  day.  But  at  the  end  of  two  years,  my 
master  having  been  broken  on  the  wheel  with  thirty  other 
hoyards  for  some  plot  against  the  court,  I  took  advantage 
of  the  event,  and  made  my  escape.  I  traversed  the  whole 
of  Eussia ;  I  was  for  a  long  time  a  servant  at  a  tavern  at 
Eiga,  afterwards  at  Eostock,  Wismar,  Leipsic,  Cassel, 
Utrecht,  Leyden,  the  Hague,  and  Eotterdam;  I  have 
grown  old  in  the  midst  of  misery  and  contempt,  having 
only  half  of  what  I  once  had  behind,  and  never  being  able 
to  forget  that  my  father  was  a  pope.  A  hundred  times 
have  I  determined  to  kill  myself,  but  I  always  foimd  I  was 
still  too  fond  of  life.  That  ridiculous  weakness  may  be 
considered  one  of  our  most  unfortunate  propensities,  for 
can  there  be  anything  more  absurd  than  to  wish  to  carry 
for  ever  a  burden  which  we  are  always  desiring  to  throw 
upon  the  groimd ;  to  have  a  horror  of  existence,  and  yet  to 
cling  to  it ;  in  other  words,  to  cherish  the  serpent  which 
devours  us,  until  it  has  eaten  our  very  heart  ? 

"  I  have  seen  in  the  various  countries  through  which  it 
has  been  my  fortune  to  travel,  as  well  as  at  the  taverns 
where  I  have  been  a  servant,  a  prodigious  number  of  per- 

^  A  RusBian  nobleman. 
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sons, who  abhorred  their  existence,  but  I  have  not  known 
more  than  twelve  who  of  their  own  accord  put  an  end  to 
their  misery, — three  negroes,  four  Englishmen,  four  from 
Geneva,  and  one  German  professor  named  Robeck.^  At 
last  I  came  to  be  a  servant  in  the  house  of  the  Jew,  Don 
Issachar,  who  placed  me  about  your  person,  my  sweet 
young  lady,  and  I  have  become  attached  to  your  fortunes, 
and  been  more  interested  in  your  adventures  than  in  my 
own.  •  I  should  never  even  have  spoken  to  you  of  my  mis- 
fortunes, if  you  had  not  given  me  a  little  provocation,  and 
if  it  were  not  the  custom  on  board  a  ship  to  tell  stories  to 
relieve  the  tediousness  of  the  voyage.  So  you  see.  Miss,  I 
have  had  experience  and  know  the  world ;  amuse  yourself 
now  by  getting  every  passenger  to  tell  you  his  history,  and 
if  a  single  one  of  them  be  found  who  has  not  often  cursed 
his  life,  who  has  not  often  said  to  himself  that  he  was  the 
most  wretched  of  all  men,  I  give  you  leave  to  throw  me 
headforemost  into  the  sea." 


CHAPTER  XIII. 

HOW   CAKBID   WAS   OBLIGED   TO    PAKT   PEOM   THE   PAIB 
CXTNBOUND   AND    THE   OLD   WOMAN. 

T^HE  fair  Cunegund,  having  heard  the  old  woman's 
^  story,  made  her  all  the  polite  acknowledgments  that 
were  due  to  a  person  of  her  rank  and  merit.  She  welcomed 
her  proposal  and  engaged  all  the  passengers^  one  after 
another,  to  relate  their  adventures;  after  which  Candid 
and  she  had  to  confess  that  the  old  lady  was  in  the  right. 
"  It  is  a  great  pity,"  said  Candid,  •*  that  the  wise  Pan^ 

*  Jean  Robeck,  born  at  Calmar  in  Sweden,  had  drowned  himself 
in  the  Weser  at  Bremen  in  1739. 
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gloss  was  hanged  contrary  to  the  usual  practice  at  an 
autO'da-fe,  for  he  would  have  made  some  admirable 
remarks  on  the  physical  and  moral  evils  which  cover  land 
and  sea,  and  J  should  feel  that  I  have  ai^uments  strong 
enough  to  embolden  me  to  offer  some  objections  in  a  re- 
spectful manner." 

As  the  passengers  were  relating  their  adventures  the 
ship  made  way,  and  they  landed  at  last  at  Buenos  Ap?es. 
Ounegund,  Captain  Candid,  and -the  old  woman  prooefeded 
to  the  house  of  the  Governor  don  Fernando  d'Ibaraa  y 
Figueora  y  Mascarenas  y  Lampourdos  y  Souza.  This 
gentleman  had  a  pride  suitable  to  a  man  who  bore  so 
many  names.  To  those  who  addressed  him  he  spoke  with 
the  most  magnificent  disdain,  holding  his  nose  so  high  in 
the  |i.ir,  and  raising  his  voice  so  unmercifully^  assuming  a 
tone  so  imposing,  and  affecting  so  pompous  a  gait,  that  all 
who  paid  him  their  humble  salutations  felt  inclined  to  kick 
him.  He  loved  the  ladies  to  distraction,  and  when  Cune- 
gund  appeared  before  him,  he  thought  he  had  never  seen  a 
lovelier  sight.  The  first  thing  he  did  was  to  inquire  if  she 
were  the  captain's  wife.  The  air  with  which  he  asked  this 
question  alarmed  Candid  ;  he  dared  not  say  that  she  was 
his  wife,  for  in  point  of  fact  that  was  not  the  case ;  he 
dared  not  assert  that  she  was  his  sister,  for  she  was  not 
that  either;  and,  however  fashionable  this  convenient 
falsehood  may  have  been  with  the  ancients,  and  however 
useful  it  might  be  found  in  modem  times,  his  soul  was  too 
pure  to  tamper  with  the  truth. 

"  Miss  Cunegund,"  said  he,  "  is  to  do  me  the  honour  of 
marrying  me,  and  we  beg  your  Excellency  to  condescend 
so  far  as  to  countenance  our  nuptials." 

Don  Fernando  d'Ibaraa  y  Figueora  y  Mascarenas  y 
Lampourdos  y  Souza  twirled  his  moustache  with  a  bitter 
smile,  and  ordered  Captain  Candid  to  go  and  inspect  his 
company.     Candid  obeyed,  and  the  Governor  was  left 
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alone  with  Miss  Cunegund.  He  made  a  declaration  of  his 
passion,  protesting  tHat  he  was  ready  to  many  her  the 
next  day,  in  the  face  of  the  Church  or  otherwise,  just  as 
it  might  best  please  her  charming  self.  Cunegund  re- 
quested to  be  allowed  a  quarter  of  an  hour  to  collect  her  - 
thoughts,  to  consult  the  old  woman,  and  to  make  her 
decision. 

The  old  woman  said  to  Cunegund  : 

"  My  dear  young  lady,  you  have  seventy- two  quarterings 
on  your  coat  of  arms,  and  not  a  farthing  in  your  pocket ; 
it  rests  only  with  yourself  to  become  the  wife  of  the 
most  distinguished  personage  in  South  America,  whose 
moustache  is  simply  superb.  Is  it  for  you  to  pride  your- 
self upon  a  fidelity  which  is  proof  against  every  assault  ? 
You  have  been  ravished  by  the  Bulgarians ;  a  Jew  and  an 
Inquisitor  have  shared  your  good  graces.  Misfortunes 
confer  new  rights,  and  I  must  confess,  that  were  I  in  your 
place,  I  should  have  no  scruple  in  marrying  His  Excellency, 
and  making  the  fortime  of  Captain  Candid." 

Whilst  the  old  lady  was  speaking  with  all  the  prudence 
which  age  and  experience  bestow,  they  saw  a  little  vessel 
enter  the  harbour ;  on  board  were  an  alcalde  and  algtumls.^ 
What  had  happened  was  as  follows. 

The  old  woman  had  rightly  suspected  that  it  was  the  grey 
friar  with  the  long  sleeves  who  stole  Cunegund's  money  and 
jewels  in  the  city  of  Badajoz,  when  she  was  on  her  hasty 
flight  with  Candid.  This  Fmnciscan  wished  to  sell  some 
of  the  precious  stones  to  a  jeweller,  but  the  tradesman  re- 
cognised them  as  having  belonged  to  the  Grand  Inquisitor. 
The  friar,  before  he  was  hanged,  confessed  that  he  had 
stolen  them,  described  the  persons  in  whose  possession  they 
had  been,  and  pointed  out  the  direction  in  which  they  had 
gone,  the  flight  of  Cunegund  and  Candid  being  already 

^  ie.,  a  magistrate  and  his  officers. 
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known.  Thej  were  followed  to  Cadiz,  and  a  yessel  sent 
after  them  without  loss  of  time.  This  was  the  ship  now  in 
harbour  at  Buenos  Ajres.  The  report  was  spread  that  an 
alcalde  was  about  to  land  with  his  officers,  and  that  they 
were  in  pursuit  .of  the  murderers  of  the  Grand  Inquisitor. 
The  old  woman,  with  her  usual  foresight,  saw  in  an  instant 
what  was  to  be  done. 

**  You  cannot  flj,"  she  said  to  Cunegund,  *'  and  you  haye 
nothing  to  fear ;  it  was  not  you  who  killed  His  Beverence. 
Besides,  the  Governor,  being  in  love  with  you,  will  not 
allow  you  to  be  ill-treated.     Stay  where  you  are." 

Then  she  instantly  hastened  to  Candid. 

"  Fly,"  she  said, "  or  in  an  hour's  time  you  will  be  burned 
alive." 

There  was  not  a  moment  to  be  lost ;  but  how  was  he  to 
tear  himself  away  from  Cunegund,  and  whither  was  he  to 
fly  for  refuge? 


CHAPTER  XIV. 

HOW   CANDID   AND   CACAMBO  WEBB   BECEIVED   AMONG  THE 
JESUITS   OF   PABAGUAY. 

/^^ANDID  had  brought  with  him  from  Cadiz  a  serving- 
^^  man  belonging  to  a  class  plentiful  enough  on  the 
coast  of  Spain  and  in  the  colonies.  He  was  one-quarter 
Spanish,  having  been  bom  of  a  mulatto  mother  in  Tucu- 
man.  He  had  been  by  turns  choir-boy,  sexton,  sailor, 
monk,  porter,  soldier,  and  lackey.  His  name  was  Cacambo, 
and  he  was  strongly  attached  to  his  master,  because  hip 
master  was  very  good«natured.  He  saddled  the  two  Anda- 
lusian  horses  as  quickly  as  he  could. 

"  Come,  my  master,  let  us  follow  the  old  woman's  advice, 

s 
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and  be  off,  without  taking  a  look  behind  us  as  we  gallop 
away." 

Candid  shed  tears  as  he  exclaimed : 

**  Q  mj  dear  Cunegund !  must  I  forsake  you  just  at  the 
time  when  His  Excellency  the  Governor  was  about  to 
countenance  our  nuptials  ?  After  having  come  with  me  so 
far,  what,  Cunegund,  will  become  of  you?" 

**  She  will  do  the  best  she  can,"  said  Cacambo.  *'  Women 
never  find  much  trouble  in  disposing  of  themselves ;  heaven 
takes  good  oare  of  that — ^let  us  be  off." 

"  Whither  do  you  propose  to  take  me  ?  In  what  direc- 
tion are  we  going  ?  What  shall  we  do  without  Cunegund?  " 
asked  Candid 

"By  St.  James  of  Compostella!"  said  Cacambo,  "you 
were  going  to  fight  against  the  Jesuits,  let  us  go  and  help 
them  instead.  I  know  the  roads  pretty  well,  and  will 
guide  you  into  their  territories ;  they  will  be  delighted  to 
have  a  captain  expert  in  the  Bulgarian  drill,  and  you  will 
make  a  prodigious  fortune.  When  luck  goes  against  us  in 
one  place,  we  may  be  better  off  in  another.  It  is  no  small 
pleasure  to  see  and  do  new  things." 

"You  have  been  in  Paraguay  already  then?"  said 
Candid. 

"  Yes,  indeed,"  answered  Qacambo ;  "  I  was  a  scout  in 
the  College  of  Asimcion,  and  know  all  about  the  govern- 
ment of  tiie  padres  as  well  as  I  know  the  streets  of  Cadiz, 
and  an  admirable  thing  it  is.  Their  territory  is  already 
more  than  than  three  hundred  leagues  across,  and  it  is 
divided  into  thirty  provinces.  The  padres  have  everything 
there,  and  the  people  nothing — it  is  the  very  masterpiece 
of  reason  and  justice.  For  my  part,  I  have  never  seen 
anything  so  divine  as  the  padres,  who  here  make  war  on 
the  King  of  Spain  and  the  King  of  Portugal,  whilst  in 
Europe  they  act  as  their  father  confessors ;  here  they  kill 
Spaniards,  and  in  Madrid  they  teach  them  the  way  to 
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heayen.  This  behaviour  charms  me — ^let  us  proceed.  You 
are  destined  to  be  the  happiest  of  all  men.  How  pleased 
the  padres  will  be  when  thej  know  that  a  captain  who  is 
acquainted  with  the  Bulgarian  drill  is  coming  to  help 
them!" 

As  soon  as  thej  reached  the  first  outpost,  Oacambo  told 
the  adyanced  guard  that  a  captain  requested  an  audience 
of  His  Beyerence  the  Commandant.  Information  was 
conveyed  to  the  main  guard,  and  a  Paraguayan  officer 
hastened  to  prostrate  himself  at  the  feet  of  the  Comman- 
dant, and  to  deliver  the  message.  Candid  and  Cacambo 
were  in  the  first  place  disarmed,  and  their  two  Andalusian 
horses  seized.  Then  the  strangers  were  led  forward 
between  two  files  of  soldiers,  at  the  further  end  of  which 
stood  the  Commandant,  with  his  three-cornered  cap  on  his 
head,  his  gown  tucked  up,  a  sword  at  his  side,  and  a  half- 
pike  in  his  hand.  He  made  a  sign,  and  immediately  four- 
and-twenty  soldiers  surrounded  the  two  new-comers.  A 
sergeant  told  them  that  they  must  wait,  that  the  Comman- 
dant could  not  speak  with  them,  and  that  the  Beverend 
Father  Provincial  did  not  allow  any  Spaniard  to  open  his 
mouth  except  in  his  own  presence,  or  to  stay  longer  than 
three  hours  in  the  country. 

"  And  where  is  the  Eeverend  Father  Provincial  ?"  asked 
Cacambo. 

"  He  is  at  parade,  after  having  said  mass,''  answered 
the  sergeant,  ''  and  you  cannot  kiss  his  spurs  for  three 
hours." 

"But,"  said  Cacambo,  "  my  master,  the  captain,  who  is 
famished  like  myself,  is  no  Spaniard;  he  is  a  German. 
Can  we  not  have  some  breakfast  while  we  wait  for  His 
Beyerence?" 

The  sergeant  immediately  went  off  to  report  this  speech 
to  the  Commandant. 

**  God  be  praised ! "  said  that  personage ;  "  since  he  is  a 
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GenuaD,  I  can  speak  to  him.  Let  him  be  brought  to  tuy 
arbour." 

So  Candid  was  straightway  conducted  into  a  green 
bower,  adorned  with  a  very  handsome  marble  colonnade  of 
green  and  gold,  with  trellis- work,  behind  which  were  con- 
fined parrots,  humming-birds  of  all  sorts  and  sizes,  guinea- 
fowl,  and  all  the  rarest  of  the  feathered  tribe.  An  excel- 
lent breakfast  was  provided  in  vessels  of  gold,  and  whilst 
the  Paraguayans  were  eating  Indian  com  out  of  wooden 
bowls,  in  the  open  field,  exposed  to  the  fierce  heat  oi  the 
sun,  the  Eeverend  Father  Commandant  entered  his  leafy 
arbour. 

He  was  a  very  handsome  young  man,  his  face  well  filled 
out,  of  a  fair  and  fresh-coloured  complexion,  with  high 
arched  eyebrows,  bright  eyes,  ruddy  ears  and  ruby  lips ;  his 
air  was  proud,  but  with  a  pride  which  was  neither  that  of  a 
Spaniard  nor  of  a  Jesuit.  The  arms  of  which  they  had  been 
deprived  were  given  back  to  Candid  and  Cacambo,  as  well 
as  their  two  Andalusia^  horses ;  and  Cacambo  fed  them 
with  oats  near  the  arbour,  without  taking  his  eyes  off  them 
for  fear  of  a  surprise. 

Candid  first  kissed  the  hem  of  the  Commandant's  gown, 
and  then  they  seated  themselves  at  table. 

<*  You  are  German,  it  seems  ?  "  said  the  Jesuit  in  that 
language. 

•*  Yes,  reverend  father,"  replied  Candid. 

As  they  uttered  these  words,  they  looked  at  each  other 
with  extreme  astonishment  and  an  emotion  which  they 
could  not  control. 

**  And  to  what  part  of  Germany  do  you  belong  ?  "  asked 
the  Jesuit. 

"To  the  dirty  province  of  Westphalia,"  said  Candid;  **  I 
was  born  in  the  castle  of  Thundertentrunk." 

**  O  heavens !  is  it  possible ! "  exclaimed  the  Com- 
mandant. 
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**  What  a  miracle ! "  exclaimed  Candid. 

"  Can  it  be  you  ?  "  said  the  Commandant. 

**  This  is  quite  impossible ! "  said  Candid. 

They  both  started  back,  then  threw  themseliFes  into  each 
other's  arms,  and  shed  torrents  of  tears. 

"  What !  Can  it  indeed  be  yourself,  reverend  father  ? 
Are  you  the  brother  of  the  beauteous  Cim^und  ?  You 
who  were  killed  by  the  Bulgarians !  you,  the  son  of  my 
lord  Baron !  you,  a  Jesuit  in  Paraguay !  It  must  be  con- 
fessed that  this  world  is  a  strange  place.  O  Pangloss ! 
Pangloss !  how  pleased  you  would  be,  if  you  had  not  been 
hanged  !*' 

The  Commandant  ordered  the  negro  slaves  to  retire,  as 
well  as  the  Paraguayans  who  were  pouring  out  wine  for 
them  into  goblets  of  rock  crystal  He  thanked  God  and 
Saint  Ignatius  a  thousand  times ;  he  pressed  Candid  to 
his  heart,  and  their  &«es  were  bathed  in  tears. 

"You  would  be  still  more  amazed,  more  affected,  more 
transported,"  said  Candid,  "  wei*  I  to  tell  you  that  your 
sister,  Miss  Cunegund,  whom  you  believed  to  have  been 
ripped  open,  is  well  and  hearty." 

"Where?" 

"  In  your  neighbourhood,  in  the  house  of  His  Excellency 
the  Governor  of  Buenos  Ayres|;  and  I  myself  came  to  South 
America  to  fight  against  you." 

Each  word  that  they  uttered  during  a  long  conversation 
contributed  to  pile  wonder  upon  wonder.  Their  whole 
soul  seemed  to  hover  over  their  lips,  to  listen  at  their  ears, 
and  to  sparkle  in  their  eyes.  As  they  were  Germans,  they 
sat  at  table  a  considerable  time,  while  they  waited  for  the 
Beverend  Father  Provincial ;  and  the  Commandant  spoke 
as  follows  to  his  dear  Candid. 
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CHAPTER  XV. 

HOW  CANDID   KILLED   THE   BBOTUEB   OF   HIS   BELOTED 
CrNEGUND. 

"  T  SHALL  never  cease  to  remember  all  my  life  long  the 
^  terrible  day  on  which  I  saw  my  father  and  mother 
killed,  and  my  sister  ravished.  When  the  Bulgarians  were 
gone,  that  charming  sister  of  mine  was  nowhere  to  be 
found,  but  my  father  and  mother,  together  with  myself, 
two  female  servants,  and  three  little  boys  with  their  throats 
cut,  were  laid  in  a  cart  and  taken  for  burial  to  a  chapel 
of  the  Jesuits,  at  a  distance  of  two  leagues  from  my  an- 
cestral home.  A  Jesuit  sprinkled  us  with  holy  water, 
which  was  horribly  salt,  and  some  drops  of  it  went  into 
my  eyes ;  the  good  father  noticed  that  my  eyelids  slightly 
quivered ;  he  placed  his  hand  on  my  heart,  and  felt  it 
beat ;  my  life  was  saved,  and  at  the  end  of  three  weeks  I 
was  as  well  as  ever.  You  know,  my  dear  Candid,  that  I 
was  exceedingly  good-looking,  and  I  became  still  more  so ; 
accordingly  the  Eeverend  Father  Croust,^  Superior  of  the 
House,  conceived  the  most  tender  affection  for  me.  He 
gave  me  the  dress  of  a  novice,  and  some  time  afterwards  I 
was  sent  to  Bome.  The  Father  General  had  need  of  yoimg 
German  Jesuits  to  serve  as  recruits  in  Paraguay,  where  the 
native  chieftains  admit  as  few  Spanish  Jesuits  as  they  can; 
they  like  other  Europeans  better,  for  they  expect  to  find 
them  more  submissive  to  their  authority.  I  was  judged 
fit  by  the  Eeverend  Father  General  to  go  and  work  in  that 
vineyard.    A  Pole,  a  Tyrolese,  and  I  set  sail  together.  On 

^  **  Ditlrie  "  in  the  first  edition.  Both  Didrie  and  Cronst  were  old 
enemies  of  Voltaire.  He  mentions  the  latter's  brutality  in  his 
**Dict.  PhiloBophique." 
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my  arriyal  I  was  honoured  with  the  sub-diaconate  and  a 
lieutenancy ;  I  am  now  a  colonel  and  a  priest.  We  shall 
give  the  troops  of  the  Sling  of  Spain  a  vigorous  reception ; 
I  warrant  you  they  will  be  excommunicated  and  soUndly 
thrashed.  Providence  sends  you  hither  to  support  us.  But 
is  it  indeed  true  that  my  dear  sister  Cun^und  is  in  this 
neighbourhood,  and  living  at  the  house  of  the  Governor 
of  Buenos  Ayres  ?  ** 

Candid  solemnly  assured  him  that  nothing  was  more 
certain,  and  their  tears  began  to  flow  afresh. 

The  Baron  seemed  as  if  he  would  never  be  weary  of 
embracing  Candid;  he  called  him  his  brother  and  his 
preserver. 

**  Perhaps,"  said  he,  **  we  may  be  able,  my  dear  Candid, 
to  enter  the  town  together  as  conquerors,  and  recover  my 
sister  Cunegund.'' 

''That  is  my  dearest  wish,''  said  Candid,  "for  I  intended 
to  marry  her,  and  I  still  hope  to  do  so." 

*'  Insolent  fellow! "  exclaimed  the  Baron ;  **  can  you  have 
the  impudence  to  think  of  marrying  my  sister,  who  has  no 
less  than  seventy-two  quarterings  of  nobility  ?  I  count  it 
intolerable  effrontery  in  you  to  dare  to  speak  to  me  of  a 
project  so  presumptuous ! " 

Candid,  astonished  at  hearing  such  language,  repUed 
thus: 

''Beverend  Father,  all  the  quarterings  in  the  world 
matter  not  a  straw ;  I  rescued  your  sister  from  the  arms 
of  a  Jew  and  of  an  Inquisitor ;  she  is  under  very  con- 
siderable obligations  to  me,  and  is  minded  to  be  my  wife. 
Dr.  Pangloss  always  told  me  that  all  mankind  are  equal, 
and,,  you  may  depend  upon  it,  I  will  marry  her." 

''That  remains  to  be  seen,  you  scoundrel,"  said  the 
Jesuit  Baron  of  Thundertentrunk,  and  so  saying  he  gave 
him  a  heavy  blow  on  the  face  with  the  flat  of  his  sword. 

Candid  instantly  drew  his  own,  and  buried  it  up  to  the 
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hilt  in  the  body  of  the  Jesuit  Barron  ;  but,  as  he  pulled  out 
the  reeking  weapon,  he  burst  into  tears,  and  exclaimed  : 

'*Gk)od  God!  I  have  slain  my  quondam  master  and 
friend,  my  prospective  brother-in-law!  I  am  ike  best- 
hearted  man  in  the  world,  yet,  lo  and  behold,  I  have 
already  killed  three  men,  and  amongst  those  three  two  of 
them  are  priests." 

Cacambo,  who  had  been  keeping  watch  at  the  door  of 
the  arbour,  ran  up  to  his  master,  who  said  to  him : 

"  Nothing  now  remains  for  us  to  do  but  to  sell  our  lives 
as  dearly  as  possible.  People,  no  doubt,  will  soon  visit 
this  arbour ;  since  die  we  must,  let  it  be  with  arms  in  our 
hands/' 

Cacambo,  who  had  often  been  in  similar  predicameiits, 
did  not  lose  presence  of  mind  ;  he  took  the  Jesuit's  gown 
which  the  Baron  wore,  and  put  it  upon  Candid,  gave  hiih 
the  dead  man's  square  cd»p,  and  made  him  mount  on  horse- 
back.   All  this  was  done  in  the  twinkling  of  an  eye. 

'*  Let  us  gallop  away,  master ;  everybody  will  take  you 
for  a  Jesuit  going  to  give  some  orders,  and  we  shall  have 
passed  the  frontiers  before  they  can  run  after  us." 

He  was  already  in  full  flight  as  he  uttered  these  wdrds, 
and  cried  out  in  Spanish: 

"  Make  way !  make  way  for  the  Severend  Father  the 
Colonel!" 
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CHAPTER  XVI. 

WHAT  HAPPENED  TO  THE  TWO  TBAYELLEBS  IN  CONNEC- 
TION WITH  TWO  OIELS,  TWO  MONKEYS,  AND  THE  SATAChKS 
CALLED   OREILLONB. 

/^ANDID  and  his  servant  were  beyond  the  barriers 
^-^  before  anyone  in  the  camp  yet  knew  of  the  death 
of  the  German  Jesuit. 

The  provident  Gacambo  had  taken  care  to  fill  his  haver- 
sack with  bread,  chocolate,  ham,  fruit,  and  some  flasks  of 
wine.  Biding  their  Andalnsian  horses,  they  penetrated  into 
an  nnknown  country  where  they  found  no  track.  At  last  a 
beautiful  meadow  land,  intersected  by  rivulets,  was  spread 
out  before  them,  where  our  two  travellers  allowed  their 
steeds  to  graze.  Cacambo  urged  his  master  to  eat,  and 
himself  set  him  the  example. 

"  How  can  you  expect  me  to  eat  ham,  when  I  have  slain 
the  son  of  my  lord  Baron,  and  find  myself  condemned 
neveif  to  see  the.  fair  Cunegund  again  all  my  days  ?  What 
is  the  good  of  prolonging  this  wretched  life,  which  I  must 
drag  on  far  from  her  in  remorse  and  despair  ?  And  what 
will  the  Trevova  Gaaette  *  say  ?  "     ^ 

As  he  asked  these  questions,  he  never  ceased  eating. 
The  sun  was  now  setting,  when  the  two  wanderers  heard 
some  faint  cries,  uttered  apparently  by  women.  They  were 
uncertain  whether  they  were  the  cries  of  sorrow  or  of  joy  ; 
but  they  rose  hurriedly,  with  that  feeling  of  uneasiness 

^  The  "  Jonraal  de  Tr^vonx  "  was  a  periodical  record  of  science 
and  art  published  by  the  Jesuits  for  many  years  (1701-1707). 


266  VOLTAIRE*S  TALES. 

and  alarm  which  every  sound  inspires  in  a  strange  country. 
The  clamour  proceeded  from  two  girls  in  nature's  garb 
who  were  running  at  full  speed  along  the  side  of  the 
meadow,  while  a  couple  of  monkeys  were  closely  pursuing 
them  and  biting  their  buttocks.  Candid  was  moved  with 
pity  at  the  sight ;  he  had  learned  to  shoot  so  well  when  he 
was  with  the  Bulgarians,  that  he  could  hit  a  nut  on  a  hazel 
bush  without  touching  a  leaf.  He  seized  his  double- 
barrelled  Spanish  musket,  firsd,  and  killed  both  the 
monkeys. 

"  Thank  God,  my  dear  Cacambo!  I  have  delivered  these 
two  poor  creatures  from  a  great  danger ;  if  I  committed  a 
sin  in  killing  an  Inquisitor  and  a  Jesuit,  I  have  made 
ample  amends  by  saving  the  lives  of  two  young  women. 
Perhaps  they  are  damsels  of  high  degree,. and  this  ad- 
venture may  procure  us  considerable  advantage  in  this 
country." 

He  was  going  to  continue,  but  his  tongue  was  paralysed 
on  his  seeing  the  two  girls  embrace  the  monkeys  most 
tenderly,  burst  into  tears  over  their  dead  bodies,  and  fill 
the  air  with  cries  of  bitter  lamentation. 

"  I  was  not  prepared  for  such  a  display  of  kind  good- 
nature," said  he  at  last  to  Cacambo,  who  replied : 

"  That  is  a  pretty  piece  of  work  of  yours,  master ;  you 
have  killed  these  two  young  ladies'  lovers." 

"  Their  lovers !  Can  it  be  possible  ?  You  are  jesting 
with  me,  Cacambo  ;  how  can  I  believe  you  ?  " 

*'  My  dear  master,"  answered  Cacambo,  *'  you  are  always 
astonished  at  everything.  Why  should  you  find  it  so 
strange  that  there  are  some  countries  were  monkeys  are 
in  high  favour  with  the  ladies  ?  They  are  a  fourth  part 
human,  just  as  I  am  by  a  fourth  part  a  Spaniard." 

♦'  Ah  ! "  rejoined  Candid,  "  I  remember  hearing  Dr. 
Pangloss  say  that  in  ancient  times  such  things  had  hap- 
pened, and  that  those  mixtures  had  produced  goat-footed 
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Pans,  fauns,  and  satjrs,  and  that  divers  disting^shed 
men  of  antiquity  had  seen  some  of  them ;  but  I  took  all 
such  stories  for  fables." 

"  You  should  be  convinced  now  that  they  are  true ;  you 
see  how  these  creatures  are  treated  by  persons  who  have 
received  no  proper  education.  AU  that  I  am  afraid  of  is 
that  these  ladies  will  do  us  some  serious  mischief." 

These  weighty  reflections  induced  Candid  to  leave  the 
meadow,  and  retire  into  the  depths  of  an  adjoining  wood. 
There  he  and  Cacambo  had  supper,  and  both  of  them, 
after  cursing  the  Portuguese  Inquisitor,  the  Governor  of 
Buenos  Ayres,  and  the  Baron,  went  to  sleep  on  a  couch 
of  moss.  When  they  awoke,  they  found  themselves 
unable  to  stir,  the  reason  of  which  was  that  during  the 
night  the  Oreillons,  who  inhabit  that  country,  and  to 
whom  the  two  damsels  had  denounced  them,  had  tied  them 
down  with  ropes  made  of  the  bark  of  a  tree.  They  were 
surrounded  by  about  fifty  of  the  tribe,  stark  naked,  and 
armed  with  bows  and  arrows,  clubs,  and  stone  hatchets  ; 
some  were  boiling  water  in  a  huge  caldron,  others  were 
preparing  spits,  and  all  were  shouting : 

*'  A  Jesuit !  He  is  a  Jesuit !  We  shall  have  our  re- 
venge, and  first-rate  fare.  Let  us  eat  up  the  Jesuit!  let 
us  eat  up  the  Jesuit ! " 

•*  I  told  you  plainly,  my  dear  master,"  said  Cacambo 
dolefully,  **  that  these  two  girls  would  play  us  some  nasty 
trick." 

Candid,  catching  sight  of  the  caldron  and  the  spits, 
exclaimed : 

"  We  are  certainly  goin^  to  be  roasted  or  boiled.  Ah ! 
What  would  Dr.  Pangloss  say,  if  he  saw  what  human 
nature  is  like  in  its  unsophisticated  simplicity  P  All  is 
right, — be  it  so ;  but  I  must  confess  that  it  is  right  hard  to 
have  lost  Miss  Cunegund,  and  to  be  stuck  on  a  spit  by 
Indians." 
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Cacaonbo,  who  never  lost  his  presence  of  mind,  said  to 
the  disconsolate  Candid: 

"  Do  not  despair ;  I  understand  a  little  of  the  jargon 
of  this  tribe,  and  will  speak  to  them." 

"Be  sure  that  you  impress  upon  them,"  said  Candid, 
"  the  horible  inhumanity  of  cooking  their  fellow-men,  and 
how  little  it  is  in  accordance  with  Christianity.** 

"Gentlemen,"  said  Cacambo,  "you  are  intending,  I 
think,  to  eat  up  a  Jesuit  to-day, — ^is  it  not  so  ?  And  such 
a  proceeding  is  quite  right ;  nothing  is  more  just  than  to 
treat  one's  enemies  in  that  way.  In  fact  the  voice  of  nature 
teaches  us  to  kill  our  neighbour,  and  that  is  what  people 
are  doing  all  over  the  earth.  II  we  do'  not  avail  ourselves 
of  the  right  of  eating  them  as  well,  that  is  because  we  have 
other  means  of  furnishing  our  feasts;  but  you  have  not 
the  same  recources  as  we  have,  and  assuredly  it  is  far 
better  to  eat  one's  enemies  than  to  abandon  the  fruit  of 
our  victories  to  ravens  and  crows.  But,  gentlemen,  you 
would  not  wish  to  eat  up  your  friends.  You  fancy  that 
you  are  about  to  spit  a  Jesuit,  whereas  it  is  your  defender 
and  the  foe  of  your  foes  that  you  are  on  the  point  of 
roasting.  As  for  me,  I  was  bom  in  your  own  country, 
and  the  gentleman  you  see  before  you  is  my  master.  So 
far  from  being  a  Jesuit,  he  has  just  killed  one  of  them, 
whose  spoils  he  is  wearing ;  that  is  how  your  mistake  arose. 
To  ascertain  the  truth  of  what  I  tell  you,  take  his  gown, 
convey  it  to  the  first  outpost  of  the  Jesuits'  territory, 
and  inquire  whether  my  master  has  not  killed  a  Jesuit 
officer.  It  will  not  require  much  time ;  you  will  still  be 
able  to  eat  us  up,  if  you  find  tljat  I  have  lied  to  you.  But 
if  I  have  told  you  the  truth,  you  are  too  well  acquainted 
with  the  principles  of  public  justice,  morality,  and  law,  not 
to  grant  us  acquittal.*' 

The  Oreillons  thoi^ht  this  proposal  very  reasonable, 
and  they  deputed  two  of  their  leading  men  to  go  without 
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delaj  and  make  inquiry  into  the  facts.  The  two  delegates 
discharged  their  commission  like  men  of  sense,  and  soon 
returned  with  good  tidings.  The  Oreillons  thereupon  re- 
leased their  two  prisoners,  treated  them  with  every  sort  of 
civility,  offered  them  their  daughters,  gave  them  refresh- 
ment,  and  escorted  them  back  to  the  confines  of  their 
State,  crying  out  with  animation : 

"  He  is  no  Jesuit !     He  is  no  Jesuit ! " 

Candid  never  grew  weary  of  wondering  at  the  cause  of 
his  deliverance. 

**  What  a  people ! "  said  he ;  "  what  men  and  manners 
to  be  sure !  If  I  had  not  had  the  good  fortune  to  drive 
my  sword  right  into  the  body  of  Miss  Oimegund's  brother, 
I  should  have  been  killed  and  eaten  without  mercy.  But, 
after  all,  there  is  a  great  deal  of  goodness  in  unsophisticated 
nature,  since  these  people,  instead  of  eating  me  up,  have 
paid  me  a  thousand  attentions,  as  soon  as  they  knew  that 
I  was  not  a  Jesuit." 


CHAPTER  XVII. 

▲BBIVAL   OF   CANDID   AND   HIS   SERVANT    IN    THE   LAND   OF 
EL   DOEADO,   AND  WHAT   THEY   SAW   THERE. 

"1 1  7HEN  they  reached  the  frontier  of  the  Oreillons  Ca- 
•  ^    cambo  said  to  Candid : 

^'You  see  that  this  hemisphere  is  no  better  than  the 
other ;  take  my  advice,  and  let  us  return  to  Europe  by 
the  quickest  way  we  can." 

" How  are  we  to  return?"  said  Candid;  "  and  whither 
shall  we  go  ?  If  I  seek  my  own  country,  the  Bulgarians 
and  Abarians  massacre  everybody  there ;  if  I  go  back  to 
Portugal,  I  shall  be  burned  at  the  stake  ;  and  if  we  remain 
in  this  country,  we  run  the  risk  every  moment  of  being 
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stack  on  a  spit.  But  how  can  I  make  up  my  mind  to  leave 
a  part  of  the  world  which  contains  Miss  Cunegund?'^ 

"Let  us  turn  our  steps  towards  Cayenne,"  proposed 
Cacambo ;  "  we  shall  find  French  people  there,  for  they 
travel  all  over  the  world;  they  will  perhaps  help  us.  It 
may  be  that  Heaven  will  have  pity  upon  us." 

It  was  no  easy  task  for  them  to  make  their  way  to 
Cayenne ;  they  had  a  general  knowledge  of  the  direction 
in  which  they  must  go,  but  mountains,  rivers,  precipices, 
robbers,  and  savages  were*  everywhere  formidable  obstacles 
to  their  progress.  Their  horses  died  of  fatigue,  their  pro- 
visions were  consumed,  they  had  no  food  for  a  whole 
month,  except  wild  fruits,  till  they  found  themselves  at 
last  near  a  little  river  bordered  by  cocoa-nut  trees,  which 
served  to  sustain  both  life  and  hope. 

Cacambo,  whose  advice  was  always  as  judicious  as  that 
of  the  old  woman  had  been,  said  to  Candid : 

"  We  can  hold  out  no  longer,  we  have  gone  far  enough 
on  foot.  I  see  an  empty  canoe  on  the  bank ;  let  us  fill  it 
with  cocoa-nuts,  get  into  the  little  bark  and  drift  with  the 
stream ;  a  river  always  leads  to  some  inhabited  place.  If 
we  meet  with  nothing  agreeable,  we  shall  at  least  meet 
with  something  new." 

"  Let  us  go,"  said  Candid,  "  and  commit  ourselves  to 
Providence." 

They  rowed  along  for  many  leagues  between  banks,  in 
some  places  gay  with  flowers,  and  in  others  arid  wastes ; 
at  one  time  level,  and  at  another  steep.  The  river  grew 
ever  wider  and  wider,  but  at  last  it  disappeared  under  an 
archway  of  frowning  rocks  which  rose  high  into  the  sky. 
The  two  travellers  were  bold  enough  to  trust  themselves 
to  the  agitated  water  beneath  this  arch.  The  river,  con- 
tracted in  this  part  of  its  course,  carried  them  along 
swiftly  and  with  terrific  uproar.  At  the  end  of  four-and- 
twenty  hours  they  saw  daylight  once  more;   but  their 
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caxioe  was  shattered  against  the  jagged  reefs,  and  they 
were  obliged  to  creep  from  rock  to  rock  for  a  whole  league, 
until  at  length  thej  found  an  extensive  prospect  all 
around,  with  inaccessible  mountains  on  the  horizon.  The 
land  was  cultivated  as  much  for  pleasure  as  for  necessity; 
the  useful  was  everywhere  mixed  with  the  agreeable ;  th^ 
roads  were  covered,  or  rather  adorned,  with  carriages,  the 
form  and  material  of  which  were  alike  splendid,  wherein 
were  seated  men  and  women  of  singular  beauty,  and  which 
were  drawn  along  rapidly  by  large  red  sheep,^  surpassing 
in  speed  ihe  finest  horses  of  Andalusia,  Tetuan,  and 
Miknas. 

"Here,"  said  Candid,  "is  a  country,  after  all  we  have 
gone  through,  which  is  better  than  Westphalia." 

He  landed  with  Cacambo  near  the  first  village  to  which 
they  came,  at  the  entrance  of  which  some  children,  dad  in. 
gold  brocade,  but  all  in  tatters,  were  playing  at  quoits. 
Our  two  inhabitants  of  the  other  world  amused  themselves 
with  looking  on;  the  quoits  were  pretty  large  round 
objects,  yellow,  red,  and  green,  which  shone  with  remark- 
able brilliance.  The  travellers  were  seized  with  a  desire 
to  pick  up  some  of  them,  and  found  that  they  were  gold, 
emeralds,  and  rubies,  the  smallest  of  which  would  have 
formed  the  chief  ornament  of  the  throne  of  the  Great 
Mogul. 

"Doubtless,"  said  Cacambo,  "these  children  who  are 
playing  here  are  the  sons  of  the  king  of  the  country." 

The  village  schoolmaster  appeared  at  that  moment  to 
call  them  into  school  again. 

"  That,"  said  Candid,  "  must  be  the  tutor  of  the  royal 
famfly." 

The  ragged  little  urchins  immediately  stopped  their 
game,  leaving  their  quoits  on  the  ground,  with  all  their 

^  The  Llama  or  Alpaca  of  South  America. 
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oth^T  playthings.  Candid  picked  them  up,  and  running  to 
the  tutor,  humbly  presented  them  to  him,  giving  him  to 
understand  bj  signs  that  their  royal  highnesses  had 
forgotten  their  gold  and  precious  stones.  The  village 
pedagogue  with  a  smile  threw  them  on  the  ground, 
regarded  Candid  for  a  moment  from  head  to  foot  with 
considerable  surprise,  and  then  walked  on. 

The  travellers  did  not  fail  to  gather  up  the  gold,  the 
rubies,  and  the  emeralds. 

**  Where  are  we  ?  "  exclaimed  Candid.  "  The  children  of 
the  kings  of  this  country  must  be. very  well  brought  up, 
when  they  are  taught  to  despise  gold  and  precious  stones." 

Go^sambo  was  as  much  astonished  as  Candid. 

At  length  they  reached  the  first  house  in  the  village 
itself,  which  was  built  as  a  palace  would  be  in  Europe.  A 
great  crowd  was  thronging  the  door,  and  a  still  larger 
number  were  inside ;  most  exquisite  strains  of  music  were 
heard,  and  a  tempting  smell  proceeded  from  the  kitchen. 
Cacambo  went  up  to  the  door,  and  heard  those  within 
speaking  in  the  langua^  of  Peru;  it  was  his  mother 
tongue,  for  everybody  knows  that  Cacambo  was  bom  in 
Tucuman,  at  a  village  where  no  other  language  was  known. 

**I  will  act  as  your  interpreter,"  said  he  to  Candid;  "  let 
us  enter;  this  is  evidently  an  inn." 

Immediately  two  waiters  and  two  servant-maids  be- 
longing to  the  taVem,  dressed  in  cloth  of  gold,  and  having 
their  hair  fastened  with  gold-embroidered  ribbons,  invited 
them  to  join  the  ordinary.  There  were  set  on  the  table 
four  different  kinds  of  soup,  each  garnished  with  a  brace 
of  parrots,  a  boiled  condor  which  weighed  two  hundred 
pounds,  two  roasted  monkeys  of  a  delicate  flavour,  three 
hundred  of  the  larger  sized  humming-birds  in  one  dish 
and  six  hundred  of  the  smaller  in  another,  exquisite 
ragouts,  and  delicious  pastry ;  all  were  served  up  in  dishes 
made  of  a  kind  of  rock  crystal.  The  waiters  and  waitresses 
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handed  round  a  variety  of  cordiab  made  out  of  the  juice 
of  the  sugar-cana 

The  guests  were  for  the  most  part  shopkeepers  and 
waggoners,  but  all  were  exceedingly  polite,  asking  Ca- 
cambo  a  few  questions  with  the  most  respectful  discretion, 
and  answering  his  own  inquiries  in  a  pei^ectly  satisfactory 
manner. 

When  the  meal  was  done,  both  Candid  and  Oacambo 
thought  they  were  paying  handsomely  for  their  share  by 
laying  on  the  table  two  or  three  of  the  large  pieces  of  gold 
which  they  had  picked  up,  but  the  host  and  hostess  burst 
out  laughing,  and  held  their  sides  for  a  good  while  before 
they  could  recover  their  gravity. 

**  Gentlemen,"  said  the  innkeeper  at  last,  ''  it  is  very 
evident  that  you  are  strangers,  and  we  are  not  in  the  habit 
of  seeing  sudii ;  you  must  forgive  us  if  we  could  not  help 
laughing  when  you  offered  us  for  payment  the  stones 
which  are  found  upon  our  high  roads.  Doubtless  you 
have  none  of  the  money  of  the  country,  but  it  is  not  neces- 
sary for  you  to  have  any  in  order  to  dine  here.  All  the 
inns  established  for  the  convenience  of  trade  are  supported 
by  government.  You  have  fared  meanly  here,  because  this 
is  a  poor  village,  but  everywhere  else  you  wiU  meet  with 
the  entertainment  due  to  your  merits." 

Oacambo  interpreted  to  Oandid  all  that  the  landlord  had 
said,  and  Candid  heard  it  with  the  same  wonder  and  bewil- 
derment as  his  friend  Cacambo  betrayed  in  reporting  it. 

"What  land  can  this  be,"  they  said  to  each  other, 
"  which  is  unknown  to  all  the  rest  of  the  world,  and  where 
human  natui^e  is  altogether  different  from  ours  ?  This  is 
in  all  probability  the  land  where  everything  goes  on  well, 
for  there  must  infallibly  be  one  of  that  sort  somewhere. 
And  whatever  Dr.  Pangloss  might  choose  ix>  say  about  it, 
I  often  perceived  that  things  went  on  badljT  etiough  m 
Westphalia." 
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CHAPTER  XVIII. 

WHAT  THE  TBAVBLLERS   SAW   IN  THE   LAND  OF 
EL    DORADO. 

/^^ ACAMBO  expressed  all  his  curiosity  to  the  kndlord, 
^^  and  the  latter  said : 

"  I  am  very  ignorant,  and  I  find  it  all  the  better  for  me 
that  I  am  so;  but  we  have  in  our  village  an  old  gentleman, 
retired  from  Court,  who  is  the  most  learned  man  in  the 
kingdom,  and  the  most  ready  to  impart  information." 

Therewith  he  conducted  Cacaimbo  to  the  old  man's 
house.  Candid  only  played  second  fiddle,  and  accom- 
panied his  servant.  They  entered  a  house  that  wais  very 
unpretending,  for  the  front  door  was  only  silver,  and  the 
panels  of  the  rooms  were  merely  gold,  but  worked  with  so 
much  taste  that  the  most  sumptuous  wainscoting  could  not 
have  edipsed  them.  The  entrance  hall,  indeed,  was  in- 
(irusted  with  nothing  more  valuable  than  rubies  and 
emeralds ;  but  the  order  in  which  everything  was  disposed 
made  ample  amends  for  such  extreme  simplicity. 

The  old  gentleman  received  the  two  strangers  on  a  sofa 
covered  with  the  feathers  of  humming-birds,  and  ordered 
cordials  to  be  handed  to  them  in  diamond  goblets,  after 
which  he  proceeded  to  satisfy  their  curiosity  as  follows : 

''  I  am  a  hundred  three  score  and  twelve  years  old,  and 
I  have  heard  from  my  deceased  father,  who  was  the  King's 
equerry,  of  the  astonishing  revolutions  that  took  place  in 
Peru,  of  which  he  had  been  an  eye-witness.  The  kingdom 
where  we  are  is  the  ancient  home  of  the  Incas,  which  £hey 
very  imprudently  quitted  to  go  and  subdue  another  part  of 
the  world,  being  in  the  end  themselves  destroyed  by  the 
Spaniards. 
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"  The  princes  of  their  house  who  stayed  behind  in  their 
native  country  showed  themselves  wiser ;  with  the  consent 
of  the  people  they  forbade  any  inhabitant  ever  to  leave  onr 
little  kingdom,  and  that  law  is  what  has  preserved  to  us 
our  innocence  and  our  happiness.  The  Spaniards  acquired 
a  vague  knowledge  of  this  country,  and  have  called  it  El 
Dorado,  while  an  Englishman,  named  Sir  Walter  Ealeigb, 
actually  came  within  reacb  of  it  a  hundred  years  ago ;  but 
we  are  hemmed  in  by  inaccessible  rocks  and  precipices.  We 
have  always  hitherto  been  protected  from  the  greed  of 
European  nations,  which  have  an  incomprehensible  rage 
for  the  stones  and  dirt  of  our  land,  and  would,  in  order  to 
possess  them,  slay  us  all  to  the  very  last  man." 

The  conversation  that  followed  was  a  long  one,  and 
turned  on  the  form  of  government,  the  manners  of  the 
people,  their  women,  their  public  shows,  and  the  state  of 
the  arts  among  them.  At  last  Candid,  who  always  had  a 
taste  for  metaphysics,  inquired  through  Gacambo  if  there 
was  any  religion  in  their  country. 

The  old  man  blushed  a  little  at  being  asked  such  a 
question. 

••  Pray,  can  you  doubt  it?  "  said  he.  "  Do  you  take  us  for 
wretches  incapable  of  gratitude  ?  " 

Cacambo  respectfully  inquired  what  was  the  religion  of 
El  Dorado.    The  old  man  blushed  again. 

"  Can  there  be  two  religions  ?  "  said  he.  "  We  hold 
what  I  suppose  is  the  religion  of  all  the  world ;  we  worship 
Gtod  from  morning  till  night." 

"  Do  you  worship  only  one  God  ?  "  pursued  Cacambo, 
who  always  served  as  the  interpreter  of  Candidas  doubts. 

"Clearly,"  replied  the  old  gentleman,  "there  are  not 
two,  nor  three,  nor  four  Gods.  '  I  must  confess  that  I 
think  the  people  of  your  world  ask  very  singular  ques- 
tions," 

Candid  still  continued  to  interrogate  the  courteous  old 
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man ;  he  wanted  to  know  how  prayers  were  offered  to  God 
in  El  Dorado. 

"  We  do  not  pray  to  Him  at  all."  said  the  deyout  and 
venerable  sage ;  "  we  have  nothing  to  ask  Him  to  give  us. 
He  has  already  bestowed  upon  us  all  we  need,  and  we  thank 
Him  continually." 

Candid  had  the  curiosity  to  wish  to  see  some  of  their 
priests,  and  he  bade  Gacambo  ask  where  they  were  to  be 
found.     The  good  old  man  said  with  a  smile : 

**  My  friends,  we  are  all  of.  us  priests ;  the  King  and  all 
the  heads  of  families  solemnly  sing  hymns  of  thanksgiving 
I    every  morning,  and  five  or  six  thousand  musicians  accom- 
pany them." 

"  What  I  Have  you  no  monks  among  you,  who  teach,  and 
wrangle,  and  govern,  and  intrigue,  and  have  people  burned 
who  do  not  a^ree  with  their  opinions  ?  ** 

•*  We  should  have  to  lose  our  senses  first,"  said  the  old 
man ;  *'  we  are  all  of  the  same  way  of  thinking  here,  and 
we  do  not  understand  what  you  mean  by  your  monks." 

Candid  remained  wrapt  in  astonishment  during  this  tdlk, 
and  said  to  himself : 

**  This  is  very  different  from  Westphalia,  and  my  lord 
Baron's  castle ;  if  our  friend  Pangloss  had  seen  El  Dorado, 
he  wotdd  no  longer  have  maintained  that  Thundertentrunk 
was  the  best  castle  on  the  surface  of  the  earth.  Assuredly 
one  ought  to  travel." 

After  this  long  conversation  the  kind  old  gentleman 
ordered  a  coach  and  six  sheep  to  be  got  ready,  and  lent  the 
services  of  a  dozen  of  his  domestics  to  escort  the  two 
travellers  to  Court. 

**  Excuse  me,"  said  he,  "  if  my  age  deprives  me  of  the 
honour  of  accompanying  you.  The  King  will  receive  you 
in  a  manner  which  will  leav6  you  no  reason  to  complain, 
and  you  will,  I  have  no  doubt,  pardon  any  customs  of  the 
country  which  may  happen  to  displease  you." 
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Candid  and  Gacambo  entered  the  carriage,  the  six  sheep 
flew  along,  and  in  less  than  four  hours  they  reached  the 
King's  palace,  which  was  situated  at  the  further  end  of  the 
capital.  The  portico  was  two  hundred  and  twenty  feet 
high,  and  one  hundred  feet  in  width ;  it  is  impossible  to 
describe  the  material  of  which  it  was  built,  but  it  may  yery 
well  be  imagined  how  infinitely  superior  it  must  have  been  to 
the  stones  and  gravel  which  we  call  gold  and  precious  stones. 
A  score  of  beautiful  girls  who  were  on  guard  received 
Candid  and  Cacambo  as  they  alighted  from  the  coach, 
conducted  them  to  the  bath,  and  arrayed  them  in  robes 
woven  of  the  down  of  humming-bi!rds ;  afterwards  the 
high  ofSicers  of  the  Court,  male  and  female,  ushered  them 
into  the  pre9ence  of  His  Majesty^tween  two  lines,  each 
of  which  consisted  of  a  thousand  musicians,  according  to 
the  U9ual  custom.  When  they  drew  near  the  throne-room, 
Cacambo  asked  a  grand  officer  what  posture  they  would 
have  to  adopt  in  paying  their  respects  to  His  Majesty, — 
whether  they  should  simplY  kneel,  or  prostrate  themselves 
on  the  ground  at  full  length ;  whether  they  were  to  put 
their  hands  on  their  heads  or  behind  their  backs ;  whether 
it  was  usual  to  lick  the  dust  ofE  the  floor;  in  short,  what 
was  the  ceremony  to  be  observed  on  such  an  occasion. 

"  The  custona,"  said  the  high  official,  "  is  to  embrace  the 
King  and  kiss  him  on  both  cheeks." 

Candid  and  Cacambo  accordingly  threw  their  arms  round 
His  Majesty's  neck,  who  received  them  most  graciously, 
and  politely  invited  them  to  sup  with  him. 

In  the  meantime  they  were  taken  to  see  the  town,-r-the 
public  buildings,  that  seemed  to  touch  the  clouds;  the 
market-places,  beautified  with  a  thousand  columns;  the 
fountains  of  pure  water,  the  fountains  of  rose  water,  and 
those  from  which  the  juice  of  sugar-canes  flowed  constantly 
through  the  great  squares,  paved  with  a  kind  of  precious 
stone  which  diffused  an  odour  like  that  of  cinnamon  and 
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cloves.  Candid  asked  permission  to  see  the  Courts  of 
Justice,  or  Parliament  House ;  he  was  told  that  there  were 
none,  and  that  they  never  had  any  law-suits.  He  inquired 
if  there  were  any  prisons,  and  was  answered  in  the  negative. 
What  surprised  him  yet  more,  and  gave  him  most  pleasure, 
was  the  Palace  of  Science,  in  which  he  saw  a  gallery  two 
thousand  feet  long,  all  full  of  mathematical  and  philoso- 
phical instruments. 

After  they  had  spent  the  whole  afternoon  in  inspecting 
hardly  the  thousandth  part  of  the  town,  they  were  conducted 
back  to  the  King.  Candid  sat  down  to  table  with  His 
Majesty,  his  servant  Cacambo,  and  several  ladies.  Never 
was  there  better  fare,  never  was  more  wit  displayed  at  any 
supper-party  than  was  &own  by  His  Majesty.  Cacambo 
interpreted  the  Kill's  witticisms  to  Candid,  and,  in  spite 
of  passing  through  the  medium  of  translation,  they  lost 
none  of  their  point.  Of  all  the  things  that  filled  Candid 
with  surprise  this  did  not  astonish  him  least. 

They  passed  a  month  in  this  haven  of  refuge,  and  Candid 
never  ceased  saying  to  Cacambo : 

"  To  tell  you  the  truth  once  more,  my  friend,  the  castle 
where  I  was  bom  bears  no  comparison  with  the  country 
where  we  are  now ;  but  after  all  Miss  Cunegund  is  not 
here,  and  you,  no  doubt,  have  some  sweetheart  in  Europe. 
If  we  stay  here  we  shall  be  no  better  than  others  around 
us,  whereas  if  we  return  to  our  own  world  with  only  a 
dozen  sheep  laden  with  the  stones  of  El  Dorado,  we  shall 
.  be  richer  than  any  king,  or  all  put  together;  we  shall  no 
longer  have  to  dread  Inquisitors,  and  we  shall  be  easily 
able  to  recover  Miss  Cunegund." 

This  speech  pleased  Cacambo ;  people  love  so  much  to 
roam  about,  to  make  themselves  important  in  the  eyes  ot 
their  countrymen,  and  to  parade  all  that  they  have  seen  on 
their  travels,  that  these  two  happy  fellows  determined  to 
be  BO  no  longer,  and  to  ask  His  Majesty  for  leave  to  depart. 
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"Yon  are  doing  a  foolisli  thing,"  the  Sovereign  said  to 
them ;  **  I  am  weU  aware  that  mj  country  is  insignificant, 
but  when  one  is  tolerably  well  off  anywhere,  there  one  had 
best  remain.  I  have  assuredly  no  right  to  detain  strangers, 
that  woidd  be  an  act  of  tyranny  in  accordance  neither  with 
our  customs  nor  our  laws.  All  men  are  free ;  depart  when 
you  will,  but  the  way  out  is  exceedingly  difficult.  It  is 
impossible  to  reascend  the  rapid  river  on  which  you  reached 
us  by  a  miracle,  and  which  runs  under  rocky  tunnels. 
The  mountains  which  surround  my  whole  kingdom  are  ten 
thousand  feet  high,  and  as  steep  as  if  they  were  walls ; 
each  of  them  occupies  a  space  of  more  than  ten  leagues 
across,  and  there  is  no  descent  from  them  except  by  preci- 
pices. However,  since  you  are  quite  resolved  to  go,  I  will 
give  orders  to  the  managers  of  my  machinery  department 
to  construct  an  engine  which  may  be  capable  of  carrying 
you  over  without  inconvenience.  After  you  have  been 
conducted  to  the  other  side  of  the  mountains,  no  one  will 
be  able  to  accompany  you  any  further,  for  my  subjects 
have  made  a  vow  never  to  pass  beyond  their  rocky  inclosure, 
and  they  are  too  wise  to  break  their  vow.  Ask  of  me  any- 
thing else  you  please." 

"  We  only  ask  Your  Majesty,"  said  Cacambo, "  for  a  few 
sheep  laden  with  provisions,  and  the  stones  and  clay  of  the 
country." 

The  King  answered  with  a  smile : 

"  I  cannot  comprehend  the  taste  which  your  people  of 
Europe  have  for  our  yellow  clay ;  but  take  away  as  much  of 
it  as  you  like,  and  great  good  may  it  do  you ! " 

He  immediately  ordered  his  engineers  to  make  a 
machine  by  which  these  two  extraordinary  men  might  be 
hoisted  out  of  the  kingdom.  Three  thousand  skilful  me- 
chanicians set  to  work  upon  it ;  it  was  ready  at  the  end 
of  a  fortnight,  and  did  not  cost  more  than  twenty  millions 
of  pounds  sterling,  in  the  money  of  the  country.     Candid 
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and  Cacambo  were  placed  on  the  macliine,  together  with 
two  large  red  sheep  saddled  and  bridled  for  them  to  mount 
when  they  should  hare  crossed  the  mountains,  twenty  pack 
sheep  laden  with  victuals,  thirty  which  carried  presents 
consisting  of  the  rarest  curiosities  of  the  country,  and  fifty 
loaded  with  gold,  diamonds,  and  other  precious  stones.  Tlie 
King  tenderly  embraced  the  two  wanderers  on  bidding 
them  fareweH. 

It  was  a  fine  sight  to  S6e  them  start,  so  ingenious  was 
the  manner  in  which  they  were  made  to  rise  into  the  air, 
and  their  sheep  with  them,  as  high  as  the  mountains.  The 
mechanicians  took  leave  of  them  after  haying  placed  them 
in  safety,  and  Candid  had  now  no  other  desire  or  object  than 
to  go  and  present  his  sheep  to  Miss  Cunegund. 

*•  We  have,**  said  he,  ••  wherewithal  to  pay  the  Gover- 
nor of  Buenos  Ayres,  if  Miss  Cunegund  may  be  redeemed. 
Let  us  travel  toward  Cayenne,  and  there  embark,  and  we 
shall  sooii  see  what  kingdom  it  will  be  in  our  power  to 
purchase." 


CHAPTER  XIX. 

WHAT   BEFELL  THE  TWO   TBAVELLEBS  AT   SUBINAM,   AND 
HOW   CANDID    BECAME   ACQUAINTED   WITH   MARTIN. 

/^UR  two  travellers  found  their  first  day's  journey  toler- 
^^  ably  agreeable.  They  were  encouraged  by  the  idea 
of  seeing  themselves  the  possessors  of  greater  treasures 
than  Europe,  Asia,  and  Africa  cpuld  unite  to  furnish,  and 
Candid,  in  a  transport  of  delight,  carved  Cunegund's  name 
upon  the  trees.  On  the  second » day  two  of  their  sheep 
sank  into  a  quagmire  and  were  swallowed  up,  together  with 
their  loads ;  two  others  died  of  exhaustion  some  days  after- 
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wards;  then  sev^a  or  eight  perished  of  hunger  in  pass- 
ing, through  a  desert  tract ;  and  at  the  end  of  a  few  days 
more  others  fell  down  precipices.  At  last,  after  a  march 
of  a  hundred  days,  they  had  only  two  sheep  left.  Candid 
said  to  Cacambo : 

"  Tbu  see,  my  friend,  how  perishable  are  the  riches  of 
this  world ;  there  is  nothing  solid  but  virtue  and  the  hap- 
piness of  seeing  Miss  Cunegund  again." 

"  I  cannot  deny  it,"  said  Cacambo ;  "  but  we  still  have 
two  sheep  left  us,  with  treasures  greater  than  the  King  of 
Spain  will  ever  have ;  and  I  see  plainly  in  the  distance  a 
town  which  I  take  to  be  Surinam,*  belonging  to  the  Dutch. 
We  are  at  the  end  of  our  troubles  and  at  the  beginning  of 
our  happiness." 

As  they  drew  near  the  town  they  came  across  a  negro 
stretched  at  full  length  upon  the  ground,  and  only  half 
clothed,  that  is  to.  say,  with  nothing  on  but  a  pair  of  blue 
cotton  drawers ;.  this  poor  fellow  had  lost  his  left  leg  and 
his  right  hand. 

"  Good  Heavens  !  "  said  Candid  to  him  in  Dutch ;  "  what 
are  you  doing  there,  my  friend,  in  that  horrible  state  ?  '* 

"  I  am  waiting  for  my  master,  Mr.  Vanderdendur,  the 
famous  merchant,"  replied  the  negro. 

"  Was  it  Mr.  Vanderdendur  who  tfeated  you  like  this  P" 
asked  Candid. 

**  Yes,  sir,"  answered  the  negro ;  "  but  that  is  nothing 
unusual.  We  have  a  pair  of  cotton  drawers  given  us  for 
our  only  dress  twice  a  year.  When  we  work  at  the  sugar- 
refineries,  and  the  mill  catches  one  of  our  fingers,  they  cut 
off  the  hand ;  when  we  try  to  run  away,  they  cut  off  a  leg ; 
both  the  one  fate  and  the  other  has  happened  to  me.  This 
is  the  cost  at  which  you  eat  sugar  in  Europa  And  yet 
when  my  motlier  sold  me  for  ten  patacoons'  on  the  Guinea 

*  Now  generally  called  Paramaribo,  the  capital  of  Dutch  Guiaiia. 
^  A  Spanish  coin  nearly  equivalent  to  an  English  crown. 
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Coast,  she  said  to  me :  '  Mj  dear  child,  bless  our  fetishes, 
worship  them  constantly,  they  will  make  you  live  happily ; 
you  have  the  honour  of  becoming  the  slave  of  our  lords, 
the  white  men,  and  you  thereby  make  the  fortune  of  your 
father  and  mother.'  Alas!  I  know  not  whether  I  have 
made  their  fortune,  but  certainly  they  have  not  made 
mine!  The  dogs,  monkeys,  and  parrots  are  a  thousand 
times  less  wretched  than  we  are.  The  Dutch  fetishes  who 
have  converted  me  tell  me  every  Sunday  that  we  are  all 
the  children  of  Adam,  blacks  and  whites  alike.  I  am  no 
genealogist;  but,  if  those  preachers  say  what  is  true,  we 
are  all  second  cousins.  In  that  case  you  must  admit 
that  relations  could  not  be  treated  in  a  more  horrible 
way." 

"  0  Pangloss !  "  cried  Candid,  **^you  never  conceived  the 
possibility  of  such  abominations  ;  it  is  all  over  with  your 
Optimism,  I  shall  be  obliged  to  renounce  it  after  alL" 

"  What  is  Optimism  ?  "  asked  Cacambo. 

''  Alas ! "  replied  Candid ;  '*  it  is  the  mania  for  maintain- 
ing that  all  is  right  when  everything  is  wrong ; "  and  he 
could  not  help  shedding  tears,  as  he  looked  at  the  poor 
negro.  It  was  in  this  frame  of  mind  that  he  entered 
Surinam. 

The  first  inquiry  tBey  made  was  whether  there  were  any 
vessel  in  port  which  could  be  sent  to  Buenos  Ayres.  The 
person  whom  they  addressed  happened  to  be  a  Spanish 
skipper,  who  offered  to  strike  an  honest  bargain  with 
them,  appointing  a  tavern  at  which  to  meet  them ;  and 
thither  went  Candid  and  the  faithful  Cacambo,  with  their 
two  sheep,  to  wait  for  him. 

Candid,  who  wore  his  heart  upon  his  lips,  related  all  his 
adventures  to  the  Spaniard,  and  confessed  that  he  wanted 
to  carry  off  Miss  Cun^und. 

^  Then  I  shall  take  good  care  not  to  give  you  a  passage 
to  Buenos  Ayres,"  said  the  skipper;  "  I  should  be  ruined. 
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ant  so  would  you ;  the  fair  Gunegund  is  mj  lord  Qover- 
nox's  favourite  mistress." 

ihia  piece  of  news  fell  like  a  thunderbolt  on  Candid, 
and  he  wept  for  a  long  time.  At  last  he  drew  Cacambo 
aside,  and  said  to  him  : 

"  Look  here,  my  dear  friend,  this  is  what  you  must  do. 
We  have,  each  of  us,  in  our  pockets,  about  five  or  six 
millions  of  diamonds ;  you  are  cleverer  than  I  am,  go  to 
Buenos  Ayres,  and  get  possession  of  Miss  Ounegund.  If 
the  Governor  raises  any  difficulty,  give  him  a  million ;  if 
he  still  holds  out,  double  it.  You  have  not  killed  an 
Inquisitor,  and  no  one  will  suspect  you.  I  will  fit  out 
another  ship,  sail  to  Venice,  and  await  you  there ;  it  is  a 
free  country,  where  one  has  nothing  to  fear  from  Bul- 
garians, or  Abarians,  or  Jews,  or  Inquisitors." 

Cacambo  approved  of  this  wise  resolution.  Though  he 
was  in  despair  at  parting  from  so  good  a  master,  who  had 
become  his  intimate  friend,  yet  the  pleasure  of  doing  him 
a  service  overcame  the  pain  of  leaving  him.  As  they  em- 
braced each  other  with  tears.  Candid  charged  him  not  to 
forget  the  good  old  dame.  Cacambo  took  his  departure 
the  same  day ;  he  was  a  very  honest  fellow,  this  Cacambo. 

Candid  remained  some  time  longer  at  Surinam,  waiting 
till  another  skipp^  would  take  him  to  Italy,  together  with 
the  couple  of  sheep  that  were  left  him.  He  hired  do- 
mestics, and  bought  all  that  was  required  for  a  long  voyage. 
At  last  Mr.  Yanderdendur,  who  was  the  master  of  a  large 
vessel,  came  to  call  upon  him. 

"How  much  do  you  want,"  he  asked  this  man,  "for 
takmg  me  straight  to  Venice, — ^me,  my  people,  my  baggage, 
and  the  two  sheep  which  you  see  here  ?  " 

The  skipper  consented  to  take  ten  thousand  piastres,^ 
and  Candid  closed  with  the  offer  without  hesitation. 

'  A  piastre  has  about  the  same  value  as  the  dollar  of  the  United 
States,  or  four  shillings  m  £nglish  money. 
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''Oliyha!"  said  the  crafty  Yajiderdendur  to  himself, 
"  this  stranger  gives  ten  thousand  piastres  all  at  onoe !  He 
must  be  very  rich  I " 

Then,  returning  a  moment  later,  he  intimated  that  he 
could  not  yet  set  sail  for  less  than  twenty  thousand. 

"  Ah !  well,  you  shall  have  them,"  said  Candid. 

"Bless  my  soul!"  said  the  trader  softly  to  himself; 
"  this  fellow  gives  away  twenty  thousand  piastres  as  easily 
as  ten  thousand." 

He  came  back  again,  and  said  that  he  could  not  possibly 
take  him  to  Venice  for  less  than  thirty  thousand  piastres. 

"You  shall  have  thirty  thousand,  then,"  answered 
Candid. 

"Hidlo!"  said  the  Dutchman  to  himself  once  more; 
"  thirty  thousand  piastres  are  nothiiig  to  this  fellow  here ; 
no  doubt  his  two  sheep  carry  immense  treasures.  However, 
!l[.will  not  press  him  for  any  more,  but  make  him  in  the 
first  place  pay  down  the  thirty  thousand  piastres,  and  then 
we  shall  see  what  is  to  be  done  next." 

Candid  sold  two  little  diamonds,  the  smaller  one  of 
which  was  worth  more  than  all  the  money  that  the  skipper 
asked.  He  paid  him  beforehand.  The  two  sheep  were 
taken  on  board,  and  Candid  followed  in  a  small  boat  to 
join  the  vessel  at  anchor  in  the  roads.  The  skipper  seizes 
his  opportunity,  spreads  sail,  and  leaves  his  moorings 
before  a  favourable  wind.  Candid,  dismayed  and  dumb- 
founded, soon  lost  sight  of  the  ship. 

"Alas!"  he  exclaimed,  "this  is  a  piece  of  knavery 
worthy  of  the  old  world." 

He  returned  to  shore,  overwhelmed  with  sorrow,  for  in 
one  moment  he  had  lost  wealth  enough  to  make  the  for- 
tune of  twenty  monarchs. 

He  betook  himself  to  the  house  of  the  Dutch  magis- 
trate, and,  being  somewhat  agitated,  knocked  violently  at 
the  door.    When  he  was  admitted,  he  raised  his  voice  a 
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little  higher  thati  was  quite  becoming,  as  he  described  the 
manner  in  which  he  had  been  cheated.  The  magistrate 
began  by  making  him  pay  ten  thousand  piastres  for  having 
made  so  much  noise;  then  he  heard  him  out  patiently, 
promised  to  examine  his  case  as  soon  as  the  merchant 
should  return,  and  ordered  Candid  to  pay  ten  thousand 
piastres  more  as  the  price  of  the  audience. 

This  proceeding  added  the  finishing  stroke  to  Candidas 
despair ;  he  had  indeed  experienced  misfortunes  a  thou- 
sand times  more  painful ;  but  the  cool  behaviour  alike  of 
the  magistate  and  of  the  captain  by  whom  he  had  been 
robbed  stirred  up  his  bile,  and  plunged  him  in  the 
blackest  melancholy.  The  wickedness  of  men  presented 
itself  to  his  mind  ia  all  its  hideousness^  and  he  harboured 
none  but  the  most  gloomy  thoughts.  At  length,  a  French 
vessel  being  on  the  point  of  sailing  for  Bordeaux,  as  he  had 
no  longer  any  sheep  laden  with  diamonds  to  put  on  board, 
he  engaged  a  cabin  at  a  fair  rate,  and  gave  it  out  in  the 
town  that  he  was  willing  to  pay  for  the  passage  and  food 
of  any  honest  man  who  would  accompany  him  on  the 
voyage,  and  would  give  him  two  thousand  piastres  besides, 
provided  that  tina  man  was  the  most  disgusted  with  his 
condition  and  the  most  unfortunate  in  the  whole  province. 

Thereupon  such  a  crowd  of  applicants  presented  them- 
selves that  a  fleet  would  not  have  been  able  to  contain 
them.  Candid,  wishing  to  choose  among  those  who  were 
likely  to  suit  him,  picked  out  twenty  persons  who  seemed 
to  him  of  a  sociable  disposition,  all  of  whom  claimed  to 
deserve  the  preference.  He  collected  them  together  at  his 
inn  and  gave  them  a  supper,  on  condition  that  each  of 
them  should  take  an  oath  to  relate  his  own  history  faith- 
fully, promising  to  select  that  one  who  should  appear  to 
him  in  the  most  pitiable  case  and  the  most  justly  discon« 
tented  with  his  lot,  and  to  give  each  of  the  others  some- 
thing by  way  of  consolation. 
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The  meeting  lasted  till  four  o'clock  in  the  morning. 
Candid,  as  he  listened  to  all  their  adyentures,  recalled  what 
the  old  woman  had  said  to  him  on  the  voyage  to  Buenos 
Ayres,  and  the  wager  she  had  laid  that  there  was  no  one  on 
board  the  vessel  to  whom  serious  misfortunes  had  not  hap- 
pened. Every  story  that  was  related  made  him  think,  too, 
of  Pangloss. 

"  The  learned  doctor  would  ^  sadly  puzzled,"  said  h^ 
^'to  make 'good  his  system.  I  wish  he  were  here.  As- 
suredly, if  all  goes  on  well  anywhere,  it  is  in  El  Dorado, 
and  nowhere  else  on  earth." 

At  last  he  decided  in  favour  of  a  poor  scholar  who  had 
toiled  ten  years  for  the  booksellers  at  Amsterdam,  being 
convinced  that  there  was  no  trade  in  the  world  with  which 
one  could  have  greater  reason  to  be  disgusted. 

The  scholaf ,  who  was  moreover  a  worthy  man,  had  been 
robbed  by  his  wife,  beaten  by  his  son,  and  deserted  by  his 
daughter,  who  had  run  away  with  a  Portuguese.  He  had 
just  been  derived  of  a  petty  employment,  on  which  he 
depended  for  a  livelihood ;  and  the  preachers  of  Surinam 
persecuted  him,  because  they  took  him  for  a  Socinian.  It 
must  be  owned  that  the  other  competitors  were,  to  say  the 
least,  as  unfortunate  as  he,  but  Candid  hoped  that  the 
society  of  this  learned  man  would  relieve  the  monotony  of 
the  voyage.  All  his  defeated  rivals  thought  that  Candid 
did  them  great  injustice ;  but  he  appeased  their  wrath  by 
presenting  each  of  them  with  a  hundred  piastres. 
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CHAPTER  XX. 

WHAT   HAPPENED  TO   CANDID   AND   MABTIN   WHILST  AT 

SEA. 

nPHE  old  scHolar  then,  whose  name  was  Martin,  em^ 
-■"  barked  with  Candid  for  Bordeaux.  Both  of  them 
had  seen  and  suffered  much,  and,  even  if  the  vessel  had 
been  bound  for  Japan  past  the  Cape  of  Good  Hope,  they 
would  have  had  plenty  of  material  for  discussing  the  topic 
of  physical  and  moral  evil  during  the  whole  voyage. 

Candid,  however,  had  a  great  advantage  over  Martin, 
for  he  still  hoped  to  see  l^ss  Cunegund  again,  whereas 
Martin  had  nothing  whatever  to  hope  for ;  Candid,  more- 
over, had  gold  and  diamonds,  and,  though  he  had  lost  a 
hundred  large  red  sheep,  laden  with  the  greatest  treasurer 
on  earth,  though  he  could  never  banish  from  his  mind 
the  painful  remembrance  of  the  Dutch  skipper  and  his 
trickery,  still,  when  he  thought  of  what  he  had  left  in  hi^ 
pockets,  and  whenever  he  spoke  of  Cunegund,  especially 
after  a  good  meal,  he  was  inclined  to  a^ee  with  the  views 
of  Pangloss. 

"  And  you  now,  Mr.  Martin."  said  he  to  the  man  of 
letters,  "  what  is  your  opinion  touching  moral  and  physical 
evil?" 

"  Sir,"  replied  Martin,  "  our  clergy  have  accused  me  of 
being  a  Sodnian,  but  the  fact  of  the  matter  is  that  I  am  a 
ManicheaDL." 

•♦  You  are  jesting  with  me,"  said  Candid ;  "  there  are  no 
Manicheans  in  the  world  nowadays." 

"  There  is  myself,  at  any  rate,"  said  Mai-tin ;  "  I  do  not 
know  how  to  help  it,  for  I  cannot  think  otherwise." 

"You  must  have  the  devil  inside  you,"  said  Candid. 
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"  He  mixes  himself  up  so  much  with  the  affairs  of  this 
world,"  answered  Martin,  "  that  I  should  not  wonder  if  he 
were  inside  my  body  as  well  as  everywhere  else;  and  I 
confess  that  on  casting  my  eyes  oyer  this  globe,  or  I  should 
rather  say  this  globule,  it  seems  to  me  that  God  has  given 
it  over  to  some  malignant  being, — ^El  Dorado  always  ex- 
cepted. I  have  scarcely  seen  a  single  town  which  did  not 
desire  the  destruction  of  its  nearest  neighbour,  scarcely  a 
family  which  did  not  wish  to  exterminate  some  other. 
Everywhere  the  weak  curse  the  strong  before  whom  they 
crawl,  and  are  themselves  treated  like  sheep, — ^bought  and 
sold  for  their  wool  and  for  their  flesh.  A  million  assassins 
enrolled  in  regiments,  marching  from  one  end  of  Europe 
to  the  other,  commit,  under  discipline,  licensed  murder 
and  robbery  to  gain  their  daily  bread,  since  no  profession 
is  held  in  higher  honour ;  and  even  in  those  cities  which 
appear  to  enjoy  peace,  and  where  the  arts  flourish,  the 
inhabitants  are  more  harassed  by  envy,  anxiety,  and  alarm 
than  by  all  the  plagues  to  which  a  besieged  city  is  exposed. 
Secret  vexations  are  ever  harder  to  bear  than  public  cala- 
mities.  In  a  word,  I  have  seen  and  experienced  so  many 
of  them  myself,  that  I  am  a  Manichean." 

"And  yet  there  is  surely  some  good  in  life,"  said  Candid. 

**  It  may  be  so,"  replied  Ma.rtin,  "  but  I  am  not  acquain- 
ted with  any." 

Whilst  they  were  in  the  midst  of  this  dispute,  the  report 
of  cannon  was  heard,  and  the  noise  of  firing  grew  louder 
every  moment.  Each  of  them  seized  his  •spy-glass,  and 
peroeived  two  ships  engaged  at  close  quarters  about  three 
miles  off.  The  wind  brought  them  both  so  neajr  the 
French  vessel,  that  all  on  board  had  the  pleasure  of  wit- 
nessing the  conflict  at  their  ease.  At  last  one  of  the  two 
ships  discharged  at  the  other  a  broadside  so  low  and  well 
directed,  that  it  sent  it  to  the  bottom.  Candid  and  Martin 
distinctly  perceived  at  least  a  hundred  men  on  the  deck  of 
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the  sinking  craft,  who  lifted  up  their  hands  to  heaven,  and 
uttered  fearful  cries ;  in  a  moment  they  were  swallowed 
up,  ship  and  all. 

"See,"  said  Martin,  "that  is  how  men  treat  one 
another." 

"  Truly,"  said  Candid,  "  there  is  something  diaboHcal  in 
this  af&dr." 

As  he  was  speaking,  he  caught  sight  of  a  strange  object, 
of  a  bright  red  colour,  swimming  near  their  vessel.  The 
long  boat  was  lowered  to  see  what  it  might  be.  It  proved 
to  be  one  of  his  sheep,  and  Candid  felt  more  joyful  at 
recovering  this  sheep  than  he  had  been  afiUcted  at  losing  a 
hundred  of  them,  all  laden  with  big  diamonds  from  El 
Dorado. 

The  French  captain  soon  perceived  that  the  commander 
of  the  victorious  vessel  vras  a  Spaniard,  and  learned  that 
the  captain  of  the  vessel  which  had  been  sunk  was  a  Batch 
pirate;  in  &ct  he  was  no  other  than  the  man  who  had 
robbed  Candid.  The  immense  treasures  which  the  rascal 
had  seized  were  buried  with  him  in  the  sea,  only  a  single 
sheep  being  saved. 

"  You  see,"  said  Candid  to  Martin,  "  that  crime  is  some- 
times punished ;  that  rog^e  of  a  Butch  skipper  has  met 
with  the  fate  which  he  deserved." 

"Yes,"  answered  Martin, "  but  was  it  necessary  that  the 
passengers  who  were  on  board  his  Tessel  should  perish 
also?  God  has  punished  this  scoundrel,  the  devil  has 
drowned  the  others." 

Meanwhile  the  French  and  Spanish  vessels  continued 
on  their  course,  and  Candid  continued  his  conversations 
with  Martin.  They  disputed  for  a  whole  fortnight  to- 
gether, and,  at  the  end  of  that  time,  they  were  no  nearer 
an  agreement  than  at  first ;  but  for  all  that,  they  talked 
away,  interchanged  ideas,  and  administered  mutual  conso- 
lation.   Candid  caressed  his  sheep : 
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"  Since  I  have  found  you  again/'  said  4ie,  **  it  may  well 
come  to  pass  that  I  shall  find  Miss  Cunegund  again 
also." 


CHAPTER  XXI. 

THE  PISCUSSION  THAT  TOOK  PLACE  BETWEEN  CANDID 
AND  MARTIN  AS  THET  APPROACHED  THE  COAST  OP 
FBANCE. 

A  T  length  the  French  coast  came  into  view. 
-^^    "Have  you  ever  been  in  France,  Mr.  Martin,"  asked 
Candid. 

"  Yes,"  said  Martin,  "  I  have  passed  through  several 
provinces  ;  there  are  some  where  half  the  inhabitants  are 
crazy,  some  where  they  are  too  sharp,  others  where  they 
are  for  the  most  part  as  stupid  as  they  are  good-natured, 
others  again  where  they  affect  to  be  witty,  and  in  all  alike 
the  main  occupation  is  love,  the  next  in  importance  slander, 
and  the  third  talking  nonsense. 

"  But,  Mr.  Martin,  have  you  seen  Paris  ?  " 
"  Oh  yes,  I  have  seen  Paris,  and  a  strange  medley  it  is 
of  all  those  classes  I  have  mentioned.  It  is  a  confused 
chaos,  in  which  everyone  is  in  search  of  pleasure,  and 
hardly  anyone  finds  it,  at  least  so  far  as  I  have  observed. 
I  did  not  stay  there  long.  On  my  arrival  I  was  robbed  of 
all  I  possessed  by  pickpockets  at  the  fair  of  St.  Germains. 
I  was  taken  for  a  thief  myself,  and  spent  a  week  in  prison. 
Afterwards  I  got  employment  as  a  corrector  of  the  press, 
so  as  to  earn  enough  to  take  me  back  to  Holland  on  foot. 
I  made  acquaintance  with  the  rabble  who  write,  the  rabble 
who  deal  in  plots  and  conspiracies,  and  the  rabble  who  go 
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into  oonvulsions.^  They  say  there  are  some  people  of  the 
highest  polish  in  that  city.  I  am  quite  willing  to  believe 
it." 

"  For  my  part,"  said  Candid,  "  I  feel  no  curiosity  to 
visit  France;  you  may  easily  suppose  that  after  having 
spent  a  month  in  £1  Dorado,  I  no  longer  concern  myself 
about  seeing  anything  on  earth  except  Miss  Cun^und.  I 
am  going  to  await  her  arrival  at  Venice,  and  shall  pass 
through  France  in  order  to  reach  Italy.  You  will  bear  me 
company,  will  you  not?  " 

"  Most  willingly,"  said  Martin.  "  I  have  heard  it  said 
that  Venice  is  not  a  good  place  of  residence  for  any  but 
Venetian  noblemen,  but  that  strangers  are  nevertheless 
received  very  well  there,  when  they  have  plenty  of  money. 
You  have  some  of  that  commodity,  though  I  have  none,  so 
I  will  follow  you  anywhere  you  like." 

"  By  the  bye,"  said  Candid,  "  are  you  of  opinion  that 
the  earth  was  originally  all  sea,  as  that  big  book  assures 
us  which  belongs  to  the  captain  of  our  vessel  ?  " 

''  I  know  nothing  at  all  about  it,"  said  Martin,  *'  any 
more  than  I  do  about  all  the  idle  dreams  that  have  been 
retailed  to  us  for  ever  so  long." 

"  For  what  purpose  was  the  world  made,  do  you  sup- 
pose ?  "  asked  Candid. 

"  To  drive  us  wild,"  answered  Martin. 

'*  Are  you  not  very  much  astonished,"  continued  Candid, 
**  at  the  affection  shown  by  those  two  girls,  in  the  country 
of  the  Orellians,  for  the  two  monkeys,  about  which  I  told 
you?" 

1  The  '*  convulsionnaires  "  were  a  more  or  less  crazy  sect  of  Jan- 
ftenists,  who  began  to  attract  attention  about  1730.  They  obtained 
that  name  from  the  extraordinary  contortions  which  accompanied 
their  ravings  around  the  tomb  of  a  certain  Francis  of  Paris,  which 
Voltaire  declared  to  be  the  grave  of  Jansenism,  owing  to  the  con- 
tempt into  which  it  fell  in  consequence  of  these  fanatical  excesses. 
See  note  on  p.  16. 
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"  Not  in  the  least/'  said  Martin ;  '*  I  do  not  see  anything 
particularly  strange  in  that  passion.  I  have  seen  so  many 
extraordinary  things,  that  nothing  seems  extraordinary  to 
me  now." 

"Do  you  believe,"  said  Candid,  "that  mankind  have 
always  murdered  each  other  as  they  do  at  the  present  day? 
Have  they  always  been  liars,  cheats,  traitors,  ungrateful 
wretches,  and  robbers;  weak,  £ckle,  lazy,  and  envious; 
gluttons  and  drunkards ;  avaricious,  ambitious,  and  blood- 
thirsty; slanderers,  libertines,  fanatics,  hypocrites,  and 
fools  ?  " 

"  Do  you  believe  "  responded  Martin,  "  that  hawks  have 
always  devoured  pigeons,  whenever  they  met  with  them  ?  " 

"  Yes,  no  doubt,"  said  Candid. 

"  Well,"  said  Martin,  "  if  hawks  have  always  had  the 
same  nature,  why  will  you  have  it  that  men  have  changed 
theirs?" 

**  Oh ! "  exclaimed  Candid,  "  there  is  a  great  deal  of 

difference  between  the  two  cases ;  for  free  will "    And 

s^rguing  thus,  they  arrived  at  Bordeaux. 


CHAPTER  XXTT. 

WHAT   BEFELL   CANDID  AND   MABTIN    IN  FSANCE. 

/^ANDID  stayed  at  Bordeaux  only  so  long  as  was  neces- 
^  sary  to  sell  a  few  of  the*  stones  from  El  Dorado,  and 
to  provide  himself  with  a  good  post-chaise  which  would 
seat  two  persons ;  for  he  could  no  longer  do  without  his 
philosopher  Martin.  He  found  it  hard  enough  to  part 
from  his  sheep,  which  he  left  at  the  Academy  of  Science  at 
Bordeaux.  This  learned  body  proposed  as  the  prize  sub- 
ject for  the  year  to  find  out  why  the  wool  of  this  sheep 
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Was  red ;  and  the  prize  was  awarded  to  a  professor  from 
the  north,  who  demonstrated  by  A  plus  B  minus  C  divided 
by  Z,  that  the  sheep  could  not  be  of  any  other  colour  than 
red,  and  was  bound  to  die  of  the  rot. 

Meanwhile  all  the  travellers  whom  Candid  encountered 
in  the  various  inns  on  the  road  told  him  that  they  were  on 
their  way  to  Paris.  This  general  eagerness  at  last  inspired 
even  him  with  a  longing  to  see  that  capital ;  it  would  not 
take  him  much  out  of  the  direct  route  to  Yenice. 

He  entered  Paris  by  the  suburb  of  Saint  Marceau/  and 
fancied  he  was  in  one  of  the  meanest  villages  of  West- 
phalia. 

Scarcely  had  Candid  reached  his  quarters,  when  he  was 
seized  with  a  slight  indisposition,  brought  on  by  fatigue. 
As  he  was  wearing  on  his  finger  an  enormous  diamond, 
and  an  uncommonly  heavy  strong  box  had  been  seen 
among  his  effects,  he  immediately  found  a  couple  of  phy- 
sicians at  his  elbows,  without  having  been  sent  for,  together 
with  a  few  devoted  friends  who  never  quitted  him  for  a 
moment,  and  two  pious  ladies  who  warmed  his  broth  for 
him.     Said  Martin : 

"  I  remember  that  I  too  fell  ill  here  at  Paris  on  my  first 
visit ;  I  was  very  poor ;  moreover  I  had  neither  friends, 
nor  pious  ladies,  nor  physicians, — and  I  recovered.'* 

Candid's  disorder,  however,  in  consequence  of  his  being 
dosed  and  bled  unmercifully,  became  serious.  A  priest 
attached  to  a  church  in  the  neighbourhood  came  with  an 
insinuating  manner,  and  asked  him  for  a  bill  payable  to 
bearer  for  the  other  world,^  Candid  would  have  nothing 
to  do  with  him.  The  pious  ladies  assured  him  that  it  was 
the  latest  fashion.  Candid  replied  that  he  did  not  pretend 
to  be  a  man  of  fashion.  Martin  wanted  to  throw  the  fellow 
out  of  the  window.    The  clergyman  swore  that  Candid 

'  See  note  on  p.  6.        ^  See  additional  note  on  p.  342. 
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should  not  have  Christian  burial.  Martin  swore  that  he 
would  bury  the  clergyman,  if  he  continued  to  pester  them . 
The  quarrel  waxed  warm,  till  Martin  took  him  by  the 
shoulders,  and  roughly  turned  him  out  of  the  house,  a 
proceeding  that  caused  a  great  scandal,  and  resulted  in  an 
action-at-law. 

At  length  Candid  began  to  grow  better ;  and  during  his 
convalescence  he  entertained  some  very  good  company  to 
supper.  They  played  high.  Candid  was  much  astonished 
that  he  never  found  any  aces  in  his  hand ;  Martin  was  not 
surprised  at  it. 

Among  those  who  did  the  honours  of  the  town  there  was 
a  little  abb^  from  Perigord,  one  of  those  obliging  people, 
always  on  the  alert,  always  ready  to  do  one  a  service,  never 
abashed,  fawning  and  accommodating,  who  lie  in  wait  for 
strangers,  gratify  their  ears  with  the  latest  scandal,  and 
offer  to  provide  them  with  pleasures  at  all  prices.  This 
gentleman  took  Candid  and  Martin  first  of  all  to  the 
principal  theatre,  where  a  new  tragedy  was  being  acted. 
Candid  found  himself  seated  among  some  men  of  wit,  but 
that  did  not  prevent  him  from  shedding  tears  at  scenes 
which  were  admirably  performed.  One  of  the  critics  at 
his  side  said  to  him  during  an  interval  between  the  acts : 

"You  are  quite  wrong  in  weeping;  that  actress  plays 
very  badly,  the  man  who  acts  with  her  plays  still  worse, 
the  piece  is  even  worse  than  the  performers ;  the  author 
does  not  know  a  word  of  Arabic,  yet  the  scene  is  laid  in 
Arabia,  and,  moreover,  he  is  a  man  who  does  not  believe 
in  innate  ideas;  I  will  show  you  to-morrow  a  score  of 
pamphlets  that  have  been  written  against  him." 

"  Sir,"  said  Candid,  to  the  Abbd,  "  how  many  dramas 
have  you  in  Prance  ?  " 

"  Five  or  six  thousand,"  was  his  reply. 

"  That  IS  a  large  number,"  said  Candid;  "  and  how  many 
of  those  are  really  good  ?  " 
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"  Fifteen  or  sixteen/'  answered  the  other. 

**  That  is  a  large. number,"  said  Martin: 

Candid  was  much  delighted  with  an  actress  who  took 
the  part  of  Queen  Elizabeth  in  a  tolerably  dull  tragedy 
which  is  sometimes  put  upon  the  boards.^ 

"  This  actress/'  said  he  to  Martin,  "  pleases  me  much  ; 
she  has  a  slight  resemblance  to  Miss  Cunegund,  and  I 
should  be  very  glad  to  pay  her  my  compliments." 

The  Perigord  Abb^  offered  to  introduce  him  to  her  at 
her  own  house.  Candid,  broi^ht  up  as  he  had  been  in 
Germany,  asked  what  were  the  proper  formalities  to  be 
observed,  and  how  queens  of  England  were  treated  in 
France. 

*'  That  depends  upon  circumstances,"  said  the  Abbe ; 
"  in  the  country  we  take  them  to  a  tavern ;  at  Paris  we 
pay  them  every  respect  when  they  are  good-looking,  and 
throw  them  into  the  common  sewer  when  they  are  dead.'* 

"  What !  Queens  thrown  into  a  sewer !  "  exclaimed 
Candid. 

'*  Yes,  indeed,"  said  Martin,  "  the  gentleman  is  right ; 
I  was  at  Paris  when  Mademoiselle  Monime^  made  her  exit, 
as  one  may  say,  from  this  world  into  the  next ;  she  was 
refused  what  these  people  call  the  honours  of  sepuUwe^ 
that  is  to  say,  the  privilege  of  rotting  with  all  the  beggars 
of  the  district  in  some  dismal  graveyard ;  she  was 
buried  all  alone  by  her  company  at  the  comer  of  the  rue 
de  Bourgo^ne,^  a  treatment  which  might  weU  cause  her 
acute  pain,  for  her  mind  was  ever  noble  and  generous."   , 

**  That  was  exceedingly  impolite,"  said  Candid. 

*  This  may  have  been  Corneille's  tragedy  Le  Comte  (T Essex. 

^  "  Monime  *'  is  the  name  of  the  heroine  in  Racine's  tragedy  of 
'*Mithridate." 

'  Such  was  the  fate  of  Adrienne  Lecouvreur,  the  most  famous 
tragic  actress  of  her  time.  Voltaire's  beautiful  vernes  on  her  deatli 
are  well  rendered  into  English  by  Sir  Edward  Hamley,  in  his 
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"  What  could  you  expect  ?  "  said  Martin ;  "  it  is  the 
way  these  people  here  are  constituted.  Imagine  all  pos- 
sible contradictions  and  incompatibilities;  you  will  see 
them  all  in  the  government,  in  the  courts  of  justice,  in 
the  churches,  and  in  the  public  spectacles  of  this  most 
ridiculous  nation." 

"  Is  it  true  that  people  are  always  laughing  in  Paris  ?  " 
asked  Candid. 

"  Yes,"  said  the  Abb^,  "  but  it  is  with  rage  in  their 
hearts ;  for  their  bitterest  complaints  are  uttered  in  bursts 
of  laughter ;  they  even  smile  blandly  when  they  commit 
the  most  detestable  actions." 

''Who  was  that  fellow,  as  fat  as  a  pig/'  said  Candid, 
''  who  spoke  so  disparagingly  to  me  of  the  play  which 
affected  me  so  much,  and  of  the  actors  who  afforded  me  so 
much  pleasure  ?  " 

"  He  is  an  ill-natured  scribbler,"  answered  the  Abbe, 
''  who  eaxna  his  living  by  abusing  all  the  last  new  books 
and  plays;  he  hates  anyone  who  is  successful,  just  as 
eunuchs  hate  those  who  are  more  capable  than  themselves ; 
he  is  one  of  those  literary  vipers  who  batten  on  slime  and 
poison ;  in  a  word,  he  is  a  pamphleteer." 

"And  what  do  you  mean  by  a  pamphlet,eer? "  asked 
Candid. 

"  A  penny-a-lirifer,"  said  the  Abbe,  "  a  Fr^ron."  * 

It  was  thus  that  Candid,  Martin,  and  the  P^rigord  Abb^ 

volume  on  "  Voltaire  "  in  the  series  of  "  Foreign  Classics  for  En- 
glish Readers  " : 

**  Henceforth  that  bank  of  Seine  is  holy  ground; 
The  spot  where  thy  rejected  dust  finds  room,  ^ 
By  thy  shade  hallowed,  in  our  verse  renowned. 
Is  more  a  temple  than  a  tomb. " 

^  Jean  Fr^ron,  editor  of  the  weekly  journal  "  L'ann^  Litt^raire, " 
was,  after  the  death  of  Desfontaine,  Voltaire's  most  hostile  critic. 
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conversed  at  the  liead  of  the  staircase,  as  they  watched  the 
audience  trooping  out  of  the  theatre. 

"  Although  I  am  very  anxious  to  see  Miss  Cun^und 
again/'  said  Candid,  ^  I  should  nevertheless  like  to  sup 
with  Mademoiselle  Clairon,  for  she  seemed  to  me  an  ad- 
mirable actress." 

Now  the  Abb^  was  not  a  man  who  could  venture  to  visit 
Mademoiselle  Clairon,  who  was  very  select  in  the  company 
she  kept.     So  he  said : 

**  She  is  engaged  this  evenii^,  but  let  me  have  the 
honour  of  taking  you  to  the  house  of  a  lady  of  high 
position,  where  you  may  become  as  well  acquainted  with 
Paris  as  if  you  had  lived  here  four  or  five  years." 

Candid,  whose  disposition  was  not  deficient  in  curiosity, 
allowed  himself  to  be  conducted  to  the  lady's  house,  which 
was  at  the  further  end  of  the  surburb  of  Saint  Honor^. 
There  he  found  a  party  playing  at  faro ;  a  dozen  punters 
sat  with  melancholy  air,  each  of  them  holding  a  small 
hand  of  cards,  which,  with  comers  turned  down,  registered 
their  bad  luck.  Profound  silence  reigned,  pallor  sat  on 
the  faces  of  the  punters,  uneasiness  on  that  of  the  banker; 
and  the  lady  of  the  house,  seated  near  that  inexorabfe 
funtionary,  took  notice,  with  lynx-like  eyes,  of  all  doubling 
of  the  stakes,  and  all  the  other  hazardous  ventures  with 
which  each  player  turned  down  his  cards ;  she  made  them 
turn  them  up  with  rigorous  but  polite  insistence,  and 
never  showed  any  displeasure  for  fear  of  losing  her  cus- 
tomers. The  lady  called  herself  the  Marchioness  of 
Parolignac.  '  Her  daughter,  some  fifteen  years  of  age,  was 
one  of  the  punters,  and  intimated  to  her  mother  by  a 
wink  any  cheating  on  the  part  of  those  poor  creatures  who 
might  thus  try  to  repair  the  severities  of  fortune.  When 
the  P^rigord  Abb^  entered  with  Candid  and  Martin,  no 
one  rose  to  salute  them,  nor  took  any  notice  of  them,  all 
were  so  deeply  engrossed  with  their  cards. 
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"Mj  lady,  the  Baroness  of  ThundertentiUnk,  was  more 
civil,"  said  Candid. 

The  AbW,  however,  whispered  a  word  or  two  into  the 
lady's  ear,  and,  half  rising  from  her  seat,  she  favoured 
Candid  with  a  gracious  smile,  and  Martin  with  a  dignified 
inclination  of  the  head.  She  bade  an  attendant  bring 
Candid  a  chair,  and  he  was  included  in  the  next  deal. 
Before  the  end  of  the  second  round  he  had  lost  fifty  thou- 
sand francs,  after  which  they  had  a  very  merry  supper, 
and  everyone  was  astonished  tibat  Candid  bore  his  ill  luck 
so  lightly ;  the  lackeys  said  among  themselves  in  their  own 
phraseology : 

"  He  must  be  some  milord  Anglais  !  " 

The  supper,  as  suppers  are  wont  to  be  at  Paris,  was 
begun  in  solemn  silence,  then  came  a  confused  babble  of 
words,  jokes  followed  more  or  less  insipid,  fictitious  news, 
illogical  arguments,  with  a  spice  of  politics  and  a  large 
infusion  of  scandal ;  the  last  new  books  also  were  passed 
under  review, 

"Have  you  seen,",  said  the  Abbd  of  Perigord,  "the 
romance  written  by  Dr.  Glauchat,  the  eminent  divine  ?  " 

"  Yes,"  answered  one  of  the  guests ;  "  but  I  could  not 
finish  it.  We  have  a  swarm  of  impertinent  writers  nowa- 
days, but  all  the  rest  put  together  do  not  come  within 
measurable  distance  of  your  eminent  divine,  Dr.  Gauchat.^ 
I  have  been  so  surfeited  with  the  endless  succession  of 
worthless  books  with  which  we  are  flooded,  that  I  am 
reduced  to  punting  at  faro  as  a  distraction." 

"  And  what  do  you  think  of  Archdeacon  Trublet's  mis- 
cellanies?" said  the  Abb^. 

"  Ah  ! "  exclaimed  the  Marchioness  of  ParoHgnac ; 
"  what  a  dreadful  bore  he  is !     What  pains  he  takes  to 

*  Author  of  "Letters  on  some  Writers  of  the  Day/*  which  had  far 
greater  popularity  than  they  deserved. 
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tell  you  ^hat  eveiybody  knows!  How  laboriously  he 
discusses  what  is  not  worth  even  a  passing  remark !  How 
inaptly  he  appropriates  the  wit  of  others  !  How  he  spoils 
whatever  he  pilfers !  I  am  perfectly  sick  of  him !  But 
he  shall  disgust  me  no  more ;  it  is  quite  enough  to  read 
two  or  three  pages  of  the  archdeacon." 

There  was  sitting  at  table  a  man  of  taste  and  learning, 
who  supported  what  the  Marchioness  had  said.  The  con- 
versation then  turned  on  the  drama,  and  the  lady  asked 
how  it  was  that  there  were  some  tragedies  which  had  a 
short  run  when  acted,  but  which  would  not  bear  reading. 
The  man  of  taste  explained  very  well  how  a  play  might 
have  some  points  of  interest,  and  yet  be  destitute  of 
almost  any  real  merit.  He  convinced  them  in  a  few  words 
that  it  is  not  enough  to  introduce  one  or  two  of  those 
situations  which  are  found  in  all  romances  and  never  fail 
to  charm  the  spectators ;  that  it  is  necessary  to  be  original 
without  being  eccentric,  often  sublime  but  always  natural ; 
to  know  the  human  heart  and  how  to  express  its  feelings  ; 
to  be  a  true  poet  without  any  personage  in  the  piece 
appearing  in  that  character;  to  have  perfect  mastery 
over  language,  so  as  to  speak  it  with  purity  aiid  un- 
cling harmony,  but  without  any  sacrifice  of  sense  to 
soujvi- 

"Unless  an  author,"  added  he,  "observes  all  these 
rules,  he  may  compose  one  or  two  tragedies  applauded  on 
the  stage,  but  he  will  never  be  ranked  among  classical 
writers.  There  are  very  few  good  tragedies;  some  are 
idylls  in  dialogue,  well  written  and  in  faultless  rhyme ; 
and  there  are  political  disquisitions  that  send  one  to  sleep, 
or  .amplifications  that  irritate  and  disgust;  others  again 
are  the  ravings  of  a  lunatic,  in  a  barbarous  idiom,  with 
disjointed  sentences,  long  apostrophes  to  the  gods, — ^be- 
cause that  is  easier  than  to  talk  to  men, — ^maxims  of  false 
morality,  and  bombastic  commonplaces.*' 
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Candid  listened  to  these  remarks  with  great  attention, 
and  conceived  a  high  opinion  of  the  speaker ;  aad  as  the 
Marchioness  had  been  careful  to  seat  him  beside  hersdif , 
he  took  the  liberty  of  whispering  into  her  ear  an  inquiry 
as  to  who  that  man  might  be  who  spoke  so  well. 

''He  is  a  scholar/'  said  the  lady,  ''whom,  though  he 
does  not  play  at  cards,  the  Abb^  brings  in  here  sometimes 
to  supper ;  he  has  a  thorough  knowledge  of  books  and 
plays ;  he  has  written  a  tragedy  himself,  which  was  hissed 
off  the  boards,  and  a  book  which  has  never  been  seen 
outside  his  publisher's  shop,  except  a  copy*that  he  sent 
with  a  dedication  to  me." 

"What  a  great  man!"  said  Candid;  "he  is  a  second 
Pangloss." 

Then  turning  towards  him  he  said : 

"  Sir,  you  are  doubtless  of  opinion  that  all  is  for  the 
bUst  in  the  physical  and  in  the  moral  world,  and  that 
nothing  could  be  otherwise  than  it  is  ?" 

"  I,  sir  ?"  replied  the  man  of  letters ;  "  that  is  certainly 
not  my  opinion :  I  find  that  everything  goes  contrary  with 
us ;  that  nobody  knows  his  proper  rank,  nor  what  are  its 
requirements,  neither  what  he  is  doing,  nor  what  he  ought 
to  do,  and  except  supper  time,  which  passes  pleasantly 
enough  and  with  every  appearance  of  harmony,  all  the 
rest  of  the  day  is  taken  up  with  senseless  quarrels, — Jan- 
senists  against  Molinists,  lawyers  against  Churchmen, 
men  of  letters  against  men  of  letters,  courtiers  against 
courtiers,  farmers  of  the  revenue  against  the  people,  wives 
against  husbands,  kinsfolk  against  kinsfolk, — ^it  is  all  a 
state  of  perpetual  warfare." 

Candid  replied : 

"  I  have  seen  a  worse  state  of  affairs  than  that ;  but  a 
sage,  who  has  since  had  the  misfortune  to  be  hanged, 
taught  me  that  all  is  admirably  arranged;  these  things 
are  but  shadows  in  a  beautiful  picture." 
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"Your  friend  who  was  banged/'  said  Martin,  "must 
have  been  mocking  tbe  world's  misery;  tbe  shadows  of 
wbicb  you  speak  are  horrible  blots/' 

'*  It  is  men  who  make  the  blots/'  said  Candid,  '*  and 
they  cannot  act  otherwise  than  they  do/' 

"  It  is  no  fault  of  theirs,  then/'  said  Martin. 

The  greater  part  of  the  punters,  who  did  not  compre- 
hend a  word  of  all  this,  went  on  drinking,  while  Martin 
entered  upon  a  discussion  with  the  man  of  letters,  and 
Candid  related  some  of  his  adTentures  to  the  lady  of  the 
house. 

After  supper  the  Marchioness  invited  Candid  into  her 
closet,  and  made  him  sit  on  a  sofa. 

"  Well,"  said  she,  **  and  are  you  still  then  as  despe- 
rately in  love  with  Miss  Cunegund  of  Thundertentrunk  as 
ever?" 

**  Yes,  madam,"  said  Candid. 

The  Marchioness  responded  with  a  tender  smile : 

"  You  answer  me  like  a  young  man  of  Westphalia ;  a 
Frenchman  would  have  said :  '  It  is  true  that  I  once  loved 
Miss  Cunegund,  but,  seeing  you,  madam,  I  fear  I  can  love 
her  no  longer/  " 

"  Pardon  me !  madam,"  said  Candid,  "  I  will  return 
you  what  answer  you  will." 

"  Your  passion  for  her,"  said  the  Marchioness,. "  began, 
as  I  understand,  by  your  picking  up  her  handkerchief ;  I 
should  like  you  to  pick  up  my  garter." 

"  With  the  greatest  pleasure,"  said  Candid,  and  suited 
the  action  to  the  word. 

"  But  I  wish  you  to  tie  it  on  again,"  added  the  lady ; 
and  Candid  restored  it  to  its  place. 

"Look,  my  fhend,"  said  she,  "although  you  are  a 
stranger,  and  I  sometimes  make  my  Parisian  admirers 
languish  for  me  as  long  as  a  fortnight,  yet  I  surrender  to 
you  the  first  night  I  see  you,  because  it  is  only  right  and 
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proper  to  do  th^  honours  of  one's  country  to  a  young  man 
from  Westphalia." 

The  fair  enchantress,  having  caught  sight  of  two 
enormous  diamonds  on  the  young  stranger's  hands,  praised 
them  so  sincerely,  that  from  Oandid's  fingers  they  passed 
on  to  those  of  the  Marchioness. 

As  Candid  returned  home  with  his  friend  the  Perigord 
Abb^,  he  felt  some  remorse  at  having  been  guilty  of  infi- 
delity to  Miss  Cunegund.  The  Abb^  sympathised  with 
his  imeasiness.  He  had  come  in  for  only  a  small  share 
in  the  fifty  thousand  francs  which  Candid  had  lost  at  play, 
and  in  the  value  of  the  two  brilliants,  which  may  be  said 
to  have  been  half  given,  half  extorted ;  and  his  purpose 
was  to  make  as  much  profit  as  he  could  out  of  the 
advantages  afforded  him  by  his  acquaintance  with  Candid. 
He  talked  much  to  him  of  Cunegund,  and  Candid  told 
him  that  he  would  earnestly  entreat  pardon  from  the  fair 
one  for  his  faithlessness,  when  he  should  see  her  at 
Venice. 

The  Abb^  was  more  profuse  than  ever  in  his  polite 
attentions,  and  took  a  tender  interest  in  all  that  Candid 
said,  or  did,  or  wanted  to  do.^ 

''You  have  then,  sir,"  said  he,  ''an  appointment  at 
Venice  ?  " 

^  The  whole  of  the  preceding  passage,  from  "  '  Sir,'  said  Candid 
to  the  Abb^,  ' how  many  dramas  have  you  in  France? ' "  (p.  294), 
was  sabstitated  in  the  edition  of  1761  for  the  following  short  one 
in  the  first  edition  : 

"•Sir,*  said  the  Perigord  Abb^,  *did  you  notice  that  yonng 
wench,  with  snch  a  tempting  face  and  such  a  fine  figure  ?  She 
will  not  cost  you  more  than  a  thousand  francs  a  month,  and  fifty 
thousand  crowns  in  diamonds.' 

" '  I  have  only  a  day  or  two  more  at  my  disposal,'  answered 
Candid,  'for  I  have  a  pressing  appointment  at  Venice.' 

"  That  evening,  after  supper,  the  insinuating  Abb^  was  more 
profuse  than  ever  in  his  polite  attentions." 
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'    "  Yes,  my  good  sir,"  said  Candid ;  "  it  is  absolutely  neces- 
sary that  I  should  go  and  find  Miss  Cunegund." 

Then,  unable  to  resist  the  pleasure  of  speaking  about 
the  object  of  his  affection,  he  related,  as  he  had  so  often 
done  before,  some  of  his  adventures  with  that  illustrious 
Westphalian  damsel. 

"  I  imagine,"  said  the  Abbe,  "  that  Miss  Cunegund  has 
plenty  of  native  wit,  and  writes  delightful  letters." 

"  I  have  never  received  one,"  said  Candid ;  "  for,  as  you 
may  suppose,  just  after  having  been  kicked  out  of  the 
castle  for  making  love  to  her,  I  had  no  opportunity  of 
writing,  and  soon  afterwards  I  heard  that  she  was  dead ; 
then  I  found  her  again,  lost  her  once  more,  and  lastly  I 
have  despatched  an  express  messenger  to  her  at  a  place 
two  thousand  four  hundred  leagues  from  this,  whose 
answer  I  am  now  awaiting." 

The  Abbe  listened  attentively,  and  seemed  somewhat 
absorbed  in  thought.  He  soon  took  leave  of  his  two  com- 
panions, after  having  embraced  them  tenderly.  On  awaking 
next  morning  Candid  found  a  letter  expressed  in  the 
following  terms : 

'*  My  honoured  sir  and  most  dear  lover,  I  have  been  laid 
up  with  illness  for  more  than  a  week  in  this  city,  where  I 
learn  that  you  also  are  staying.  I  would  fly  to  your  arms, 
if  only  I  could  move.  I  heard  of  your  journey  hither  when 
I  was  at  Bordeaux,  where  I  left  the  faithful  Cacambo  and 
the  old  woman,  who  are  to  follow  me  shortly.  The 
Governor  of  Buenos  Ayres  has  taken  everything  from  me 
except  your  heart,  which  I  still  retain.  Come;  your 
presence  will  either  restore  me  to  life,  or  else  make  me  die 
of  gladness." 

While  this  charming,  this  unhoped  for  letter  transported 
Candid  with  unutterable  joy,  the  illness  of  his  beloved 
Cunegund  overwhelmed  him  with  grief.  Divided  between 
these  two  conflicting  feelings,  he  took  with  him  his  gold 
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and  his  diamonds,  and  drove  with  Martin  to  the  house 
where  Miss  Cunegond  was  lodging.  He  entered,  trembling 
with  emotion;  his  heart  beat  fast,  and  his  voioe  was  choked 
with  sobs.  He  would  fain  have  drawn  aside  the  bed- 
curtains,  and  had  a  light  brought  in ;  but  the  female  in 
attendanoe  told  him  to  be  careful  not  to  do  so,  for  the 
light  woidd  certainly  kill  her,  and  she  closed  the  curtain 
again  immediately. 

"  My  dear  Cunegund,"  said  Candid,  weeping,  "  tell  me 
how  you  are  ?  If  you  may  not  see  me,  at  least  speak  to 
me.'' 

''  She  cannot  speak,"  said  the  attendant. 

The  lady  hereupon  put  a  plump  hand  out  of  bed,  which 
Candid  bathed  with  tears  for  a  long  time,  and  afterwards 
filled  with  diamonds,  leaving  a  purse  full  of  gold  on  the 
arm-chair. 

In  the  midst  of  his  distracting  grief  an  officer  of  police 
with  some  of  his  men  arrived,  accompanied  by  the  Perigord 
AbW. 

"There,"  said  the  latter,  "are  the  two  suspected 
foreigners ! " 

He  had  them  forthwith  arrested,  and  the  officer  ordei^d 
his  brave  fellows  to  drag  them  off  to  prison. 

"  This  is  not  the  way  in  which  travellers  are  treated  in 
El  Dorado,"  said  Candid. 

"I  am  more  of  a  Manichean  now  than  ever,"  said 
Martin. 

"But  whither,  sir,  are  you  conducting  us?"  asked 
Candid. 

"  To  the  black  hole  of  a  dungeon,"  replied  the  officer. 

Martin,  on  recovering  his  coolness,  decided  that  the  lady 
who  pretended  to  be  Cunegund  was  a  cheat,  that  the  Peri- 
gord Abb^  was  a  knave,  who  had  lost  no  time  in  abusing 
Candidas  simplicity,  and  that  the  police  officer  was  another 
of  the  same  kidney,  of  whom  it  would  be  easy  to  get  rid. 
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Bather  than  expose  himself  to  judicial  proceedings,. 
Candid,  enlightened  by  his  companion's  counsel,  and  eager 
moreover  to  see  once  more  the  real  Cunegund,  offered  the 
sergeant  three  small  diamonds,  worth  about  three  thousand 
pistoles  ^  apiece. 

.  "Oh!  sir,"  saidthe  man  of  the  ivoiy-headed  staff,"  had  jou 
committed  all  the  crimes  that  can  be  imagined,  you  would 
yet  be  the  most  honest  man  in  the  world  for  me.  Three 
diamonds !  each  of  them  worth  three  thousand  pistoles ! 
Sir,  I  would  gladly  die  to  defend  you,  instead  of  carrying 
70U  off  to  prison.  All  foreigners  are  subject  to  arrest,  but 
leave  the  matter  in  my  hands ;  I  have  a  brother  at  Dieppe 
in  Normandy ;  I  will  conduct  you  thither,  and,  if  you 
happen  to  have  a  diamond  that  you  could  give  him,  he  will 
take  as  good  care  of  you  as  I  could  myself." 

"  But  why  are  all  foreigners  subject  to  arrest  ?  "  said 
Candid. 

The  P^rigord  Abb^  here  put  in  his  word,  and  said : 

"  It  is  because  a  poor  beggar  of  the  province  of  Artois ' 
heard  some  idle  words  spoken,  by  which  and  nothing  else 
he  was  instigated  to  commit  a  parricide,  not  such  as  that 
of  the  month  of  May  1610,*  but  like  that  of  December 
1594,^  and  like  many  others  committed  in  other  months 
of  other  years  by  other  poor  beggars,  who  heard  people 
give  vent  to  idle  words." 

The  police  officer  then  explained  the  matters  thus  hinted 
at,  and  Candid  exclaimed : 

^  A  pistole  is  about  sixteen  shillings  in  value. 

*  Robert  Francois  Damiens,  who  attempted  to  assassiaate  Louis 
XV.  on  January  5th,  1767,  was  a  native  of  the  province  of  Artois. 

*  The  date  of  the  asaaflmnation  of  Henry  XV.  by  Bavaillac  was 
May  14th,  1610. 

^  Jean  Ch&tel  tried  to  assassinate  Henri  IV.  on  December  27th, 
1584.  This  attempt,  like  that  of  Damiens  on  Louis  XV.,  was 
attributed  to  the  influence  of  the  Jesuita 
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''Ah!  what  monsters!  Can  such  horrors  be  found 
among  a  people  who  dance  and  sing  ?  Shall  I  not  quit  as 
soon  as  I  can  this  country  where  apes  provoke  tigers  ?  I 
have  seen  bears  in  mj  own  land ;  men  I  have  seen  only  in 
El  Dorado.  In  the  name  of  Heaven,  Mr.  Constable,  take 
me  to  Venice,  where  I  am  to  wait  i^r  Miss  Cunegund.-' 

"  I  can  only  conduct  you  into  Lower  Normandy/'  said 
the  officer. 

He  instantly  caused  his  fetters  to  be  removed,  saying 
that  he  had  been  mistaken,  sent  back  his  men,  escorted 
Candid  and  Martin  to  Dieppe,  and  left  them  in  his  brother's 
charge.  There  happened  to  be  a  small  Dutch  vessel  in  the 
roads,  and  the  Norman,  who  had  been  rendered  the  most 
obliging  of  men  by  the  aid  af  three  other  diamonds,  placed 
Candid  and  his  attendants  on  board  this  shipy  which  was 
about  to  set  sail  for  Portsmouth  in  Enghmd.  This  was 
not  the  way  to  Venice,  it  is  true,  but  Candid  thought  it 
was  a  deliverance  out  of  hell,  and  he  intended  to  resume 
his  journey  to  Venice  on  the  first  opportunity. 


CHAPTER  XXTTT. 

CANDID   AND  MABTIN   ABBIVE   ON  THE   ENOLISH  COAST: 
WHAT  THET   SEE   THEBE. 

**  A  H I     Pangloss,    Pangloss !     Ah !    Martin,    Martin ! 

-^  Ah !  my  dear  Cun^und !  What  kind  of  a  world  is 
this?"  paid  Candid,  when  he  was  safely  on  boa»d  the 
Dutch  vessel. 

''Something  very  mad,  and  altogether  abominable," 
answered  Martm. 

"You  are  acquainted  with  England.  Are  the  people 
there  as  mad  as  m  France  ?  " 
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"  Theirs  is  another  sort  of  madness/'  said  Martin.  "You 
know  that  the  two  nations  are  at  war  about  some  acres  of 
snow  in  the  neighbourhood  of  Canada,  and  that  they  spend 
in  that  war  far  more  than  all  Canada  is  worth.  To  tell 
you  precisely  whether  there  are  more  people  who  ought  to 
be  shut  up  as  lunatics  in  one  country  than  in  another  is 
beyond  my  feeble  capacity ;  I  only  know  that,  as  a  general 
rule,  the  people  whom  we  are  about  to  visit  are  exceed- 
ingly morose." 

While  conversing  thus,  they  came  in  sight  of  Ports- 
mouth ;  a  mtdtitude  of  people  lined  the  shore,  and  had 
their  gaze  fixed  attentively  on  a  stout  man,  who  was 
kneeling,  with  eyes  blindfolded,  on  the  deck  of  one  of  the 
men-of-war;  four  soldiers,  stationed  opposite  this  man, 
discharged  three  bullets  each  into  his  skuU,  in  the  calmest 
manner  possible ;  and  then  all  the  crowd  returned  home, 
very  well  satisfied  with  what  they  had  seen.^ 

"  What  now  is  the  meaning  of  all  this  ?  "  said  Candid, 
"  and  what  demon  exerts  dominion  everywhere  ?  " 

In  answer  to  his  inquiry  who  that  stout  man  was  who 
had  just  been  put  to  death  with  so  much  ceremony,  he 
was  told  that  he  was  an  admiral. 

"  And  why  do  they  kill  an  admiral  ?  " 

^'Because,"  said  his  informants,  "he  has  not  caused 
enough  people  to  be  slaughtered;  he  gave  battle  to  a 
French  admiral,  and  it  has  been  found  that  he  did  not 
come  to  sufficiently  close  quarters." 

"  But,"  said  Candid,  "  the  French  admiral  must  have 
been  as  far  from  the  English  admiral,  as  he  from  the 
othei*! " 

"  That  cannot  be  disputed,"  was  the  reply ;  "  but  in  this 
country  it  is  thought  a  good  thing  to  kill  an  admiral  from 

.^  Admiral  John  Byng  was  executed  on  board  "  The  Monarch," 
at  Portsmonth,  March  l4th,  1757.  Voltaire,  out  of  motives  of 
huma^dty,  had  made  personal  efforts  to  procure  his  acquittal. 
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time  to  time  in  order  to  put  some  courage  into  the 
others." 

Candid  was  so  astounded  and  shocked  at  what  he  both 
saw  and  heard,  that  he  had  no  wish  so  much  as  to  set  foot 
on  Lmd,  and  made  a  bargain  with  the  Dutch  skipper 
(though  he  might  rob  him  like  his  compatriot  of  Surinam) 
to  carry  him  without  delay  to  Venice. 

The  skipper  was  ready  in  a  couple  of  days.  They  sailed 
along  the  coast  of  France;  they  came  within  sight  of 
Lisbon,  and  Candid  shuddered ;  they  passed  through  the 
straits,  and  entered  the  Mediterranean;  at  last  they 
reached  Venice. 

"  Heaven  be  praised ! "  said  Candid,  embracing  Martin ; 
"  it  is  here  that  I  shall  see  my  fair  Cunegund  again.  I  can 
rely  on  Cacambo  as  on  myself.  All  is  well,  everything 
goes  right,  nothing  could  possibly  be  better." 


CHAPTER  XXIV. 

TBEATS  OF  PAQUETTB  AKD  BBOTHBB  OIBOFL^B. 


A' 


S  soon  as  Candid  was  at  Venice  he  instituted  a  search 
for  Cacambo  in  all  the  taverns  and  coffee  houses,  and 
amongst  all  the  women  of  pleasure,  but  he  could  not 
be  found.  He  sent  every  day  to  reconnoitre  all  the  newly 
arrived  vessels ;  still  no  tidings  of  Cacambo. 

"  What  is  this  ?  "  said  he  to  Martin ;  "  I  have  had  time 
to  go  from  Surinam  to  Bordeaux,  from  Bordeaux  to  Paris, 
from  Paris  to  Dieppe,  from  Dieppe  to  Portsmouth,  to  sail 
along  the  coasts  of  Portugal  and  Spain,  to  traverse  the 
Mediterranean,  and  to  pass  some  months  at  Venice ;  but 
the  fair  Cunegund  is  not  yet  arrived.  In  her  place  I  have  , 
met  only  a  ridicidous  counterfeit  and  a  Perigord  abb^! 
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Ctinegund  is  doubtless  dead,  and  there  is  nofchii^  left  foi 
me  to  do  but  to  die  also.  Alas !  It  would  have  been  f ai 
better  to  have  remained  in  the  paradise  of  El  Dorado, 
instead  of  returning  to  this  aecursed  Europe.  You  are 
perfectly  right,  mj  dear  Martin,  there  is  nothing  but  dis- 
appointments and  calamity." 

He  fell  into  a  melancholy  of  the  deepest  dye,  and  took 
no  interest  either  in  the  operas  then  in  rogue,  or  in  any 
other  of  the  amusements  of  the  Oamival ;  there  was  not  a 
pretty  face  or  figure  that  offered  him  the  slightest  tempta- 
tion.   Martin  said  to  him : 

**  Tou  are  really  very  simple  if  you  imagine  for  a  moment 
that  a  mongrel  valet,  with  five  or  six  millions  in  his 
pockets,  would  go  to  the  ends  of  the  earth  in  search  of  your 
sweetheart,  in  order  to  bring  her  to  you  at  Venice.  He 
will  take  her  for  himself,  if  he  finds  her ;  if  he  cannot  find 
her,  he  will  take  some  other  charmer.  I  advise  you  to 
forget  your  servant  Gacambo  and  your  mistress  Ounegund.'* 

Martin  was  not  a  good  hand  at  giving  consolation; 
Candidas  melancholy  grew  worse,  and  Martin  never  ceased 
proving  to  him  that  there  was  little  virtue  or  happiness  on 
earth,  except  perhaps  in  El  Dorado,  to  which  nobody 
could  go. 

Whilst  they  were  still  discussing  this  important  topic 
and  waiting  for  Cunegimd,  Candid  observed  a  young 
Theatine  friar  ^  in  the  piazza  of  St.  Mark,  with  a  wench 
hanging  on  his  arm.  The  friar  looked  fresh  complexioned, 
plump,  and  vigorous ;  his  eyes  were  bright,  he  carried  his 
head  high,  and  stepped  along  with  a  proud  and  confident 
air.  The  girl,  who  was  very  pretty,  was  singing  and  cast- 
ing amorous  glances  at  her  friar,  while  from  time  to  time 
she  pinched  his  fat  cheeks. 

I  The  Theatines  are  a  religious  brotherhood  now  confined  to  Italy, 
founded  in  1524.  Their  first  Superior  was  one  of  the  four  founders 
of  the  order,  Caraifa,  bishop  of  Theate  (Chieti),  hence  their  nanie. 
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"  You  will  at  least  allow/'  said  Candid  to  Martin,  "  that 
this  couple  are  happy.  Up  to  the  present  time,  through- 
out all  the  habitable  globe,  I  have  found  only  unfortunate 
wretches,  except  in  El  Dorado ;  but  as  for  this  wench  and 
her  Theatine  friar,  I  warrant  you  they  are  happy  enough." 

**  I  will  wager  they  are  not,"  returned  Martin. 

"We  have  only  to  ask  them  to  dine  with  us,'*  said 
Candid,  "  and  you  will  see  whether  I  am  mistaken." 

He  accosted  them  there  and  then,  and  after  having  paid 
them  his  compliments,  invited  them  to  his  inn  to  eat 
maccaroni,  Lombardy  partridges,  and  sturgeons'  roe,  and 
to  drink  the  wine  of  Multepulciano,  lachryma  Christi,  and 
the  vintage  of  Cyprus  and  Samos.  The  damsel  blushed, 
the  friar  accepted  the  invitation,  and  the  girl,  as  she 
followed  him,  regarded  Candid  with  eyes  in  which  surprise 
and  confusion  were  mingled  with  tears  which  made  them 
dim.  Scarcely  had  she  entered  Candidas  apartment,  when 
she  said  to  him : 

''  What !  Does  Mr.  Candid  no  longer  recognise  Pa- 
quette?*' 

At  these  words  Candid,  who  had  not  hitherto  noticed 
h6r  with  any  particular  attention,  because  his  thoughts  had 
been  occupied  with  nothing  but  Cunegund,  replied : 

"Ah!  my  poor  child,  was  it  you  then  who  reduced  Dr. 
Pangloss  to  the  fine  condition  in  which  I  saw  him  P  " 

"  Alas !  sir,  it  was  I  indeed,"  said  Paquette ;  "  I  see  that 
you  have  been  informed  of  everything.  I  have  heard  of 
the  terrible  misfortunes  which  have  overtaken  the  whole 
household  of  my  lady  the  Baroness,  and  especially  the  fair 
Cunegund,  but  I  solemnly  assure  you  my  fate  has  been 
hardly  less  wretched  than  hers.  I  was  innocence  itself 
when  you  saw  me  first,  but  a  Franciscan  friar,  who  was 
my  confessor,  seduced  me  without  much  difficulty.  The 
consequences  were  frightful,  and  I  was  obliged  to  quit 
ttie  castle  somQ  thne  after  my  lord  Baron  had  sent  you 
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off  with  some  hearty  kicks  on  your  hinder  quarters.  If  a 
celebrated  physician  had  not  taken  compassion  on  me,  I 
should  have  lost  my  life.  I  remained  his  mistress  for 
some  time  out  of  gratitude,  but  his  wife,  who  was  mad 
with  jealousy,  beat  me  unmercifully  every  day ;  she  was  a 
perfect  fury.  The  doctor  was  the  ugliest  man  that  ever 
was  seep,  and  I  was  the  most  unfortunate  of  women  to  be 
continually  beaten  for  a  man  whom  I  did  not  love.  You 
know,  sir,  how  dangerous  it  is  for  a  cross-grained  female  to 
be  the  wife  of  a  physician.  The  husband,  driven  out  of 
ail  patience  by  his  wife's  proceedings,  gave  her  one  day,  to 
cure  her  of  a  slight  cold,  a  medicine  so  efficacious,  that  she 
died  in  dreadful  convulsions  before  two  hours  were  over. 
The  lady's  relations  instituted  a  criminal  prosecution 
against  the  gentleman ;  he  betook  himself  to  flight,  and, 
as  for  me,  I  was  thrown  into  prison.  My  innocence  would 
not  have  saved  me,  if  it  had  not  been  for  my  good  looks. 
The  judge  set  me  at  liberty  on  the  condition  that  he  should 
succeed  the  doctor,  but  I  was  soon  supplanted  by  a  rival, 
cast  out  of  doors  without  any  compensation,  and  forced  to 
carry  on  this  abominable  trade,  which  seems  to  yoii  men  so 
pleasing,  but  which  is  for  us  nothing  but  a  pit  of  misery. 
I  came  to  Venice  to  practise  my  profession.  Oh !  sir,  if 
you  could  only  fancy  what  it  is  to  be  obliged  to  bestow 
caresses  with  equal  impartiality  upon  old  shopkeepers, 
lawyers,  monks,  gondoliers,  and  abbes ;  to  be  exposed  to 
every  kind  of  insult  and  outrage ;  to  be  often  reduced  to 
borrowing  a  petticoat  to  go  and  have  it  torn  off  one's  back ' 
by  some  disgusting  fellow ;  to  be  robbed  by  one  customer  of 
what  has  been  earned  with  another ;  to  be  fleeced  by  the 
officers  of  justice,  and  to  have  no  better  prospect  than  a 
hideous  old  age,  a  hospital  and  a  dunghill,  you  would  be 
convinced  that  I  am  one  of  the  most  unfortunate  creatures 
that  the  world  contains." 

*  "  pour  aller  se  la  faire  lever." 
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ThuB  did  Paquette  open  out  her  heart  in  response  to 
Caudid's  kindness,  in  a  small  chamber,  where  Martin  was 
also  present.    The  latter  said  to  Candid : 

"  You  see  I  have  already  won  half  the  wager." 

Brother  Giroflee  meanwhile  had  remained  in  the  diiang- 
room,  and  was  haying  a  drink  while  waiting  for  dinner. 

"  But,"  said  Candid  to  Paquette,  "  jou  had  so  jocund 
an  air,  and  seemed  so  contented,  when  I  met  you,  you  were 
singing  so  gaily  and  fondling  the  friar  with  such  apparently 
genuine  complacency,  that  you  seemed  to  me  as  happy  as 
you  assert  that  you  are  wretched." 

.  "  Ah  !  sir,"  answered  Paquette,  "  there  agam  is  one  of 
the  miseries  of  my  calling.  Yesterday  I  was  robbed  and 
beaten  by  an  officer,  and  to-day  I  must  needs  appear  good- 
humoured  to  please  a  monk." 

Candid  had  no  wish  to  hear  any  more ;  he  owned  that 
Martin  was  right.  They  sat  down  to  table  with  Paquette 
and  the  friar ;  the  repast  was  tolerably  entertaining,  and, 
towards  the  end  of  it,  they  became  quite  confidential  in 
their  talk.  ^ 

"Father,"  said  Candid  to  the  monk,  "you  seem  to 
me  to  enjoy  a  lot  which  all  the  world  might  envy ;  the 
bloom  of  health  shines  on  your  countenance,  your  looks 
proclaim  your  happiness,  you  have  a  very  pretty  girl  to 
amuse  you,  and  you  appear  very  well  contented  with  your 
vocation." 

"  Upon  my  word,  sir,"  said  brother  Giroflee,  "  I  could 
wish  that  all  Theatines  were  at  the  bottom  of  the  sea.  I 
haye  been  tempted  a  hundred  times  to  set  fire  to  the 
monastery,  and  to  go  and  turn  Mohammedan.  My  parents 
forced  me,  when  I  was  only  fifteen  years  of  age,  to  put  this 
detestable  habit  on  my  back,  in  order  to  leave  a  larger 
fortune  to  a  cursed  elder  brother  of  mine,  whom  Heaven 
confound !  Jealousy,  discord,  and  rage  inhabit  the  con- 
vent.   It  is  true  that  I  have  preached  some  bad  sermons 
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which  have  brought  me  in  a  little  money,  thoagh  the  Prior 
robs  me  of  half  of  it ;  the  rest  serres  me  to  entertain  the 
girls  of  my  acquaintance.  But  when  I  return  to  the 
monastery  in  the  evenings  I  am  ready  to  dash  my  head 
against  the  walls  of  the  dormitory,  and  all  my  fellow  friars 
are  in  the  same  case." 

Martin  turned  towards  Candid  with  his  usual  com- 
posiure,  and  said : 

"  Well  now,  have  I  not  won  the  whole  wager  ?  " 

Candid  gave  two  thousand  piastres  to  Paquette,  and  one 
thousand  to  brother  Giroflfe. 

"  I  warrant  you,"  said  he,  "  that  this  will  make  them 
happy." 

"  I  do  not  think  it  at  all  likely,"  said  Martin;  "those 
piastres  of  yours  will  perhaps  render  them  more  wretched 
than  ever." 

"  Be  that  as  it  may,"  said  Candid,  "  still  one  thing 
gives  me  consolation ;  I  see  that  we  often  meet  with  people 
whom  we  never  expected  to  see  any  more,  it  may  very  well 
come  to  pass  that  after  having  found  my  red  sheep  and 
Paquette,  I  may  ifibtid  Cunegund  again  also." 

'*  I  sincerely  wish,"  said  Martin,  "  that  she  may  some 
day  make  you  happy,  but  I  strongly  doubt  it." 

"  Tou  are  very  incredulous,"  said  Candid. 

"  That  is  because  I  have  seen  what  life  is,"  retorted  Martin. 

"  But  look  at  those  gondoliers,"  said  Candid;  "are  they 
not  always  singing  ?  " 

"  You  do  not  see  them  at  home,  with  their  wives  and 
their  brats  of  children,'^  said  Martin.  "  The  Doge  has 
his  vexations,  the  gondoliers  have  theirs.  It  is  true  that« 
taking  everything  into  consideration,  the  lot  of  a  gondolier 
is  to  be  preferred  to  that  of  a  Doge ;  but  I  deem  the  diffe- 
rence so  insignificant,  that  it  is  not  worth  the  trouble  of 
examination." 

"I  hear  people  speak,"  said  Candid,   "of  the  senator 
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Pococurante,^  who  resides  in  that  fine  palace  on  the  Bfenta, 
and  entertains  foreigners  witli  such  magnificence.  They 
saj  that  he  is  a  man  who  has  never  known  an  annoyance/' 

''  I  should  like  to  see  so  rare  a  specimen/'  said  Martin. 

Candid  immediately  sent  a  request  to  Signer  Pococu- 
rante, that  he  might  be  allowed  to  pia*y  him  a  visit  on  the 
morrow. 


CHAPTER  XXV. 

A  VISIT   TO  SIGNOB   POCOCUBAKTE,   A  NOBLE  VENETIAN. 

/^^ANDED  and  Martin  went  in  a  gondola  on  the  Brenta, 
^^  and  arrived  at  the  palace  of  the  noble  Pococurante. 
The  gardens  were  well  laid  out,  and  adorned  with  beautiful 
marble  statues,  and  the  palace  itself  was  a  magnificent 
building.  The  master  of  the  house,  a  man  of  some  sixty 
years  of  age,  received  the  two  inquiring  travellers  very 
politely,  but  without  any  demonstrative  welcome,  which 
somewhat  disconcerted  Candid,  but  was  by  no  means  dis- 
pleasing to  Martin. 

First  of  all  two  pretty  maids,  neatly  dressed,  handed 
round  chocolat-e,  which  they  poured  out  with  a  fine  froth 
upon  it.  Candid  could  not  refrain  from  complimenting 
them  on  their  beauty,  their  graceful  carriage,  and  their 
cleverness. 

"  They  are  very  good  creatures  in  their  way,"  said  the 
senator ;  "  I  sometimes  admit  them  to  my  caresses,'  for  I 
am  quite  tired  of  the  ladies  of  the  town,  with  their  co- 
quettish airs,  their  jealous  quarrels,  petty  humours,  pride, 
aud  silliness,  not  to  speak  of  the  sonnets  which  oiae  must 

'tie.,  one  who  cares  little  for  anything. 

*  **  je  les  fais  quelqnefois  coucher  dans  men  lit." 
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make  or  order  for  their  delectation ;  but,  after  all,  these 
two  girls  b^n  to  bore  me  a  good  deaL" 

After  lunch.  Candid  strolled  up  and  down  a  long 
gallery,  and  was  surprised  at  the  beautj  of  the  pictures 
which  were  hung  there.  He  inqtdred  by  what  master  the 
two  first  were  painted. 

"  They  are  the  work  of  Raphael,"  said  the  senator;  "  I 
paid  a  large  sum  for  them  several  years  ago,  merely  out  of 
vanity.  They  are  considered  the  finest  in  Italy,  but  they 
do  not  please  me  at  all;  the  colouring  is  too  dark,  the 
figures  are  not  well  proportioned,  and  do  not  stand  out 
enough,  the  clothing  has  no  resemblance  to  real  drapery. 
In  a  word,  whatever  people  may  say  of  them,  I  do  not 
find  there  a  true  representation  of  nature.  I  only  care  for 
a  pictiure  when  I  can  fancy  that  I  am  looking  upon  nature 
herself,  and  there  are  none  of  that  sort  to  be  seen.  I 
have  plenty  of  pictures,  but  I  no  longer  take  any  notice  of 
them." 

While  they  were  waiting  for  dinner.  Pococurante  pro- 
vided them  with  a  concert.  Candid  thought  the  music 
exquisite. 

"  This  noise,"  said  Pococurante,  "  may  serve  to  while 
away  half  an  hour ;  but  if  it  lasts  longer,  it  wearies  every- 
body,  though  no  one  dares  confess  it.  The  music  of  the 
present  day  is  nothing  but  the  art  of  executing  difficult 
tasks,  and  what  has  no  other  merit  than  difficulty  fails  to 
give  pleasure  in  the  long  run. 

"  I  might  perhaps  like  the  opera  better,  if  the  secret  had 
never  been  discovered  of  making  it  such  a  monstrous 
absurdity  that  my  reason  revolts  at  it.  Let  those  who  like 
them  go  and  see  inferior  tragedies  set-to  mi&ic,  where  the 
scenes  are  made  only  to  bring  in  by  hook^or  by  crook  two 
or  three  ridiculous  songs  in  whidi~the>oice  of  some  actress 
may  be  employed  to  the  best  a^antage ;  let  all  who  will 
or  can  do  so  die  away  in  raptures  ^t  hearing  a' eunuch  trill 
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out  the  part  of  Ceesar  or  of  Cato,  as  he  struts  upoti  the 
stage  with  awkward  air.  For  mj  part,  I  have  loDg  since 
given  up  these  poor  amusements,  which  constitute  the 
glory  of  the  Italy  of  to-day,  and  for  which  monarchs  are 
wont  to  pay  so  high  a  price." 

Candid  said  a  little  by  way  of  opposition,  but  discreetly 
withal :  Martin  was  quite  of  the  senator's  opinion. 

They  sat  down  to  table,  and,  after  an  excellent  dinner, 
they  entered  the  library.  Candid,  catching  sight  of  a 
splendidly  bound  Homer,  commended  the  good  taste  of 
his  illustrious  host. 

"There,"  said  he,  "is  a  book  which  gave  delight  to  the 
great  Pangloss,  the  first  philosopher  in  all  Germany." 

"It  affords  me  none,"  was  Pococurante's  cold  reply. 
"  I  was  once  so  far  imposed  upon  as  to  fancy  that  I  took 
pleasure  in  reading  him  ;  but  that  constant  repetition  of 
battles  one  exactly  like  another,  those  gods  who  are  always 
meddling  and  never  do  anything  decisive,  that  Helen  who 
is  the  cause  of  the  war,  and  yet  plays  hardly  any  part  at 
all  in  the  action  of  the  poem,  that  Troy  which  is  besieged 
and  never  taken, — all  this  bored  me  most  infernally.  I 
have  sometimes  inquired  of  learned  men  whether  they 
grew  weary  as  I  did  in  reading  him  ;  all  those  who  were 
sincere  confessed  that  the  book  was  apt  to  drop  out  of 
their  hands,  but  that  they  were  obliged  to  keep  it  in 
their  libraries  as  a  famous  monument  of  antiquity,  like 
those  rusty  old  coins  which  are  no  longer  of  any  use  as 
money." 

"Your  Excellency  surely  does  not  think  the  same  of 
Virgil?"  said  Candid. 

"I  am  convinced,"  answered  Pococurante,  "that  the 
second,  fourth,  and  sixth  books  of  the  -^neid  are  excellent ; 
but  as  for  his  pious  ^neas,  ihe  brave  Cloanthus,  the  trusty 
friend  Achates,  the  boy  Ascanius,  the  foolish  king  Latinus, 
the  commonplace  Amata,  and  the  insipid  Lavinia,  I  think 
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fhere  is  nothing  more  frigid  and  disagreeable.  I  like  Tasso 
better,  and  the  drowsy  tales  of  Ariosto." 

"  May  I  venture  to  ask  you,  sir,"  said  Candid,  "whether 
you  do  not  find  great  pleasure  in  reading  Horace  ?  " 

"  He  has  maxims,"  replied  Pococurante,  "  from  which 
a  man  of  the  world  may  derive  some  profit,  and  which, 
being  compressed  into  vigorous  verse,  are  easily  graven 
on  the  memory ;  but  I  care  very  little  for  his  journey  to 
Brundusium,^  or  for  his  description  of  a  bad  dinner,'  or 
for  his  blackguardly  quarrel  between  a  certain  Bupilius,' 
whose  language,  as  he  says,  was  full  of  poisonous  filth,  and 
another  fellow  whose  words  were  steeped  in  vinegar.  1 
have  never  read  without  the  utmost  disgust  his  indecent 
lines  against  old  women  and  witches,  and  I  do  not  see  to 
what  merit  he  can  lay  claim  in  telling  his  friend  Mecsenas 
that  if  he  is  placed  by  him  in  the  rank  of  lyric  bards,  he 
will  strike  the  stars  with  his  exalted  head/  Fools  admire 
everything  in  a  celebrated  author ;  I  read  only  to  please 
myself,  and  I  like  nothing  but  what  answers  my  purpose." 

Candid,  who  had  been  taught  never  to  judge  of  anything 
for  himself,  was  very  much  astonished  at  what  he  heard, 
but  Martin  thought  Pococurante's  way  of  thinking  not  at 
all  unreasonable. 

"  Oh !  here  is  a  Cicero,**  said  Candid  ;  "  now  as  regards 
this  great  writer,  I  do  not  suppose  you  ever  grow  tired  of 
reading  him  ?  " 

**  I  never  read  him  at  all,"  answered  the  Venetian. 
"  What  difference  does  it  make  to  me  whether  he  pleaded 
for  Babirius  or  for  Cluentius?  I  have  quite  enough 
causes  to  decide  myself.  I  should  have  mcH-e  inclination 
for  his  philosophical  works ;  but  when  I  saw  that  there 
was  nothing  about  which  he  did  not  doubt,  I  concluded 

^1  Satires,  i.  5i  '  Satiras,  ii.  & 

»  Satires,  i.  7.  *  Odes,  i  1. 
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that  I  knew  as  much  about  them  as  he,  and  that  I  had  no 
need  of  anybody  to  teach  me  ignorance." 

**y  Ah !  There  are  eighty  Tolumes  of  transactions  of  the 
Academy  of  Science!"  cried  Martin.  "There  may  be 
something  good  there." 

•*  So  there  might  be,"  said  Pococurante,  "  if  a  single 
author  out  of  all  who  have  accumulated  this  lumber  had 
so  much  as  invented  the  art  of  making  pins ;  but  in  all 
these  books  there  is  nothing  but  empty  systems,  and  not  a 
single  thing  of  any  use." 

"  What  a  number  of  plays  I  see  there,"  said  Candid,  "in 
Italian,  Spanish,  and  French ! " 

**  Yes,"  said  the  senator,  "  there  are  three  thousand  of 
them,  and  not  three  dozen  of  any  merit.  As  for  these 
collections  of  sermons,  which,  taken  all  together,  are  not 
worth  a  page  of  Seneca,  and  all  these  big  folios  of  theology, 
you  may  be  sure  I  never  open  them, — neither  I,  nor  any- 
one else." 

Martin  noticed  some  shelves  filled  with  English  books. 

"I  think,"  said  he,  "that  a  republican  may  well  be 
pleased  with  most  of  these  works,  written,  as  they  are, 
with  such  admirable  freedom." 

"  Yes,"  answered  Pococurante,  "  it  is  a  fine  thing  to 
write  what  one  thinks ;  it  is  the  privilege  of  a  human 
being.  In  aU  this  Italy  of  ours,  no  one  writes  anything 
but  what  he  does  not  really  think  true ;  those  who  inhabit 
the  coimtry  of  the  Caesars  and  the  Antonines  do  not  dare 
to  entertain  an  idea  without  the  permission  of  a  Dominican 
friar.  I  should  be  well  enough  pleased  with  the  liberty 
which  inspires  the  works  of  English  genius,  if  passion  and 
party  spirit  did  not  spoil  all  that  that  precious  liberty  holds 
worthy  of  esteem." 

Candid,  perceiving  a  Milton,  asked  him  if  he  did  not 
regard  that  author  as  a  great  man. 

"  Who?  "  exclaimed Tococurante,  "  that  barbarian,  who 
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writes  a  long  commentary  upon  the  first  chapter  of  Genesis 
in  ten  books  of  ragged  verse  ?  ^  That  rude  imitator  of  the 
Greeks,  who  disfigures  the  creation,  and,  whilst  Moses 
represents  the  Almighty  producing  the  universe  with  a 
word,  makes  the  Messiali  take  a  great  pair  of  compasses 
out  of  the  celestial  cupboard,  to  trace  the  outline  of  his 
work  ? '  Can  I  set  any  value  on  an  author  who  has  spoiled 
the  heU  and  the  devil  of  Tasso,  who  disguises  Lucifer 
sometimes  as  «k  toad,'  and  sometimes  as  a  pygmy,*  who 
makes  him  repeat  a  hundred  times  the  same  speech,  who 
puts  into  his  mouth  theological  discussions,  and  who, 
imitating  in  all  seriousness  Ariosto's  comic  introduction  of 
firearms,  represents  the  devils  as  cannonading  heaven  ?  ^ 
Neither  I,  nor  anyone  else  in  Italy,  can  take  any  pleasure 
in  these  deplorable  extravagances.  The  marriage  of  Sin 
and  Death,  and  the  snakes  which  Sin  brings  forth,^  are 
enough  to  make  anyone  sick  who  has  the  least  delicacy  of 
taste ;  and  his  lengthy  description  of  a  lazar-house  ^  is  fit 
ooly  for  a  grave-4igger.  This  obscure  poem,  fantastic  and 
revolting,  was  despised  when  it  first  made  its  appearance, 
and  I  treat  it  now  as  it  was  treated  in  his  own  country  by 
his  own  generation.  In  fine,  I  say  what  I  think,  and  I 
care  very  little  whether  others  think  as  I  do,  or  not." 

Candid  was  distressed  at  these  remarks ;  he  had  a  respect 
for  Homer,  and  a  little  liking  for  Milton. 

"  Alas ! "  said  he  aside  to  Martin ;  '<  I  very  much  feiar 

'  Milton's  "  Paradise  Lost  **  is  written  not  in  ten  but  twelve 
books,  which  are  concerned  with  the  first  three  chapters  of 
Genesis. 

2  "  Paradise  Lost,"  book  vii.  226. 

»  Book  iv.  800. 

'*  'Book  i.  777,  etc  ;  bnt  the  inferior  demons  only  are  thns  trans* 
fbrnied. 

*  Bookvi  568,  etc. 

•  Book  ii.  790,  etc. 
^  Book  xi.  477,  etc 
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that  this  man  has  a  sovereign  contempt  for  our  German 
poets." 

"  He  would  not  be  far  wrong  if  he  had,"  said  Martin. 

"  Oh !  what  a  superior  person ! "  said  Candid  again  in  a 
low  voice.  "  What  a  great  genius,  to  be  sure,  is  this  Poco- 
curante!   Nothing  can  please  him." 

After  having  thus  examined  all  his  books,  thej  went 
down  into  the  garden,  and  Candid  praised  all  its  beauties. 

"I  know  nothing  in  worse  taste,"  said  the  owner;  "every- 
thing here  is  vulgar  and  gaudj,  but  I  am  going  to  begin 
to  have  a  garden  laid  out  to-morrow  on  a  more  noble 
plan." 

When  the  two  inquirers  had  taken  leave  of  His  Excel- 
lency, Candid  said  to  Martin : 

'*  There  now  you  will  agree  with  me  is  the  happiest  man 
in  the  world,  looks  down  upon  all  his  possessions." 

**Do  you  not  see,"  returned  Martin,  "that  he  is  dis- 
gusted with  everything  he  has  ?  Plato  remarked  long  ago 
that  it  is  not  the  healthiest  stomach  which  rejects  all 
food." 

"But,"  continued  Candid,  "is  there  no  pleasure  in 
criticising  everything,  in  perceiving  faults  where  all  other 
men  think  they  see  beauties  ?  " 

"  Which  is  as  much  as  to  say,"  answered  Martin,  "  that 
there  must  be  some  pleasure  in  never  being  pleased." 

"  Ah,  well,"  said  Candid,  "  then  nobody  is  happy  but 
myself  as  soon  as  I  shall  see  Miss  Cunegund  again." 

"  It  is  always  a  good  thing  to  be  hopeful,"  said  Martin. 

Meanwhile  days  and  weeks  passed  by ;  Cacambo  did  not 
return  to  him,  and  Candid  was  plunged  into  such  deep 
distress,  that  he  did  not  even  make  the  reflection  that 
Paquette  and  friar  Girofl^  had  never  come  so  much  as  to 
thank  him  for  his  kindness. 
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CHAPTER  XXVI. 

TBEATS  OF  A  SITPPSK  AT  WHICH  CANDID  AND  MABTIN 
WEBE  PBESENT  WITH  SIX  FOBEIGNEB8,  AND  TELLS  WHO 
THEY   WEBE. 

/^NE  evening,  when  Candid,  followed  by  Martin,  was 
^^  about  to  sit  down  to  table  with  the  other  guests  who 
were  staying  at  the  same  inn,  a  man,  whose  face  was  as 
black  as  soot,  accosted  him  from  behind,  and,  taking  him 
by  the  arm,  said : 

"  Be  ready  to  start  with  us, — do  not  fail." 

He  turned  round,  and  saw  Cacambo.  Nothing  but  the 
sight  of  Cun^und  could  have  surprised  and  pleased  him 
more,  and  he  was  almost  wild  with  joy.  Embracing  his 
dear  friend,  he  exclaimed : 

"Is  Cunegund  here?  Where  is  she  to  be  found? — 
Take  me  to  her,  that  I  may  die  with  joy  in  her  presence!** 

"Cunegund  is  not  here,"  said  Cacambo;  "she  is  at 
Constantinople." 

"  Good  Heavens !  At  Constantinople ! — But  were  she  in 
China,  I  would  fly  to  her. — Let  us  be  off." 

"  We  will  start  after  supper,**  replied  Cacambo.  "  I  can- 
not tell  you  anything  more ;  I  am  a  slave,  my  master  is 
expecting  me,  and  I  must  go  and  wait  upon  him  at  table. 
Do  not  say  a  word,  take  your  supper,  and  hold  yourself  in 
readiness." 

Candid,  divided  in  his  feelings  between  joy  and  disap- 
pointment, delighted  to  have  seen  again  his  faithful  agent, 
but  astonished  at  finding  him  a  slave,  full  of  the  idea  of 
recovering  his  mistress,  with  agitated  heart  and  distracting 
thoughts  sat  down  to  table  with  Martin,  who  regarded  all 
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these  occurrences  quite  calmly,  and  with  six  foreigners, 
who  were  come  to  pass  the  carnival  at  Venice. 

Cacambo,  towards  the  end  of  the  meal,  as  he  was  pour- 
ing out  wine  for  one  of  these  six  strangers,  whispered  in 
his  new  master's  ear : 

.  **  Sire,  Your  Majesty  may  start  when  he  pleases ;  the 
ship  is  ready." 

Having  said  these  words  he  left  the  room.  The  com- 
pany looked  at  each  other  with  surprise,  but  without 
uttering  a  single  word,  when  another  attendant,  ap- 
proaching his  master,  said  to  him  : 

"Sire,  Your  Majesty's  carriage  is  at  Padua,  and  the 
boat  is  ready." 

The  master  made  a  sign,  and  the  servant  retired.  All 
the  guests  stared  at  each  other  again,  and  the  general 
surprise  grew  greater.  A  third  footman,  in  like  manner, 
went  up  to  another  of  the  strangers,  and  said  : 

"  Sire,  believe  me,  Your  Majesty  should  not  remain  here 
any  longer;  I  am  going  to  get  everything  ready" — and 
he  immediately  disappeared. 

Thereupon  Candid  and  Martin  came  to  the  conclusion 
that  this  was  doubtless  some  carnival  masquerade,  when 
a  fourth  servant  said  to  his  master — "  Your  Majesty  can 
start  when  he  pleases,"  and  left  like  the  others. 

A  fifth  footman  said  much  the  same  to  a  fifth  master  ; 
but  the  sixth  addressed  the  last  stranger,  who  sat  beside 
Candid,  in  a  different  manner : 

"  Upon  my  word,  sire,"  said  he,  "  people  here  will  trust 
neither  Your  Majesty  nor  me  any  longer,  and  we  run  a 
great  risk  of  being  locked  up  in  gaol  to-night,  so  I  am 
going  to  look  after  my  own  business.     Farewell." 

All  the  servants  having  taken  their  departure,  the  six 
strangers,  Candid,  and  Martin  sat  on  in  profound  silence, 
which  Candid  at  last  broke  by  saying  : 

"  Gentlemen,  this  is  a  singular  piece  of  pleasantry  on 
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your  part.  How  is  it  you  are  all  Kings  ?  As  for  Martin 
and  myself,  I  must  confess  that  neither  of  us  is  of  royal 
rank." 

Cacambo*s  master  gr9.yely  replied  to  his  question,  saying 
in  Italian : 

**  I  at  least  am  not  joking.  My  name  is  Achmet  III.,^ 
and  I  was  G^rand  Sultan  for  a  good  many  years.  I  de- 
throned my  brother,*  and  my  nephew'  has  done  the  same 
to  me.  My  viziers  have  all  had  their  heads  cut  off,  and  I 
am  eking  out  the  remainder  of  my  days  in  the  old  seraglio ; 
my  nephew  the  Grand  Sultan  Mahmud  allows  me  to  travel 
sometimes  for  my  health,  and  I  am  come  to  spend  the 
eamiyal  at  Venice." 

A  young  man  seated  by  Achmet  spoke  next,  and  said : 

"My  name  is  Ivan;^  I  was  Emperor  of  all  the  Eussias, 
but  was  dethroned  in  the  cradle.  My  father  and  mother 
were  closely  confined,  and  I  was  brought  up  in  prison ;  I 
am  sometimes  permitted  to  travel,  accompanied  by  those 
who  are  responsible  for  my  safe  keeping,  and  I  am  come 
to  spend  the  carnival  at  Venice." 

The  third  stranger  said : 

**  I  am  Charles  Edward,  King  of  England  ;  my  father 
has  resigned  to  me  his  title  to  the  kingdom,  which  I  have 
fought  to  maintain.'      Eight  hundred'  of  my  followers 

^  Achmet  III.  reigned  from  1702  till  1730. 
»  Mustapha  II.  (1696-1702). 

*  Mahmud  I.  (1730-1764). 

*  Ivan  III.  (or  VI.  if  the  Grand  Dukes  of  Moscow  be  reckoned), 
bom  in  1740,  succeeded  to  the  Russian  sceptre  when  an  infant  of 
two  months  old,  but  was  superseded  the  next  year  by  Elizabeth, 
daughter  of  Peter  the  Great,  imprisoned  during  the  remainder 
of  his  life,  and  put  to  death  in  1764. 

*  The  Young  Chevalier  fought  on  his  father's  behalf,  who  was 
proclaimed  King,  as  JamesVIIL,  at  Edinburgh,  September,  1746. 

*  The  number  of  executions  which  followed  the  suppression  of 
the  rebellion  of  1745  were  under  eighty  in  all. 
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have  had  their  hearts  torn  out  and  thrown  in  their  faoes, 
and  I  have  mjself  been  cast  into  prison.^  I  am  on  my 
way  to  Borne,  to  pay  a  visit  to  the  King  my  father,  de- 
throned like  myself  and  my  grandfather ;  and  I  am  come 
to  spend  the  carnival  at  Venice.'* 

The  fourth  then  spoke  as  follows : 

"  I  am  King  of  Poland,  but  the  fortune  of  war  hasr 
deprived  me  of  my  hereditary  dominions;^  my  father 
experienced  the  same  reverse,*  and  I  am  resigned  to 
Providence,  like  Sultan  Achmet,  the  Emperor  Ivan,  and 
King  Charles  Edward  (to  whom  God  grant  a  long  life !), 
and  I  am  come  to  spend  the  carnival  at  Venice." 

The  fifth  said: 

"I  also  am  King  of  Poland;*  I  have  twice  lost  my 
throne,  but  Providence  has  bestowed  on  me  another  State, 
in  which  I  have  done  more  good  than  all  the  Kings  of 
Sarmatia^  together  have  been  able  to  e&ct  upon  the 

'  Prince  Charles  Edward  was  confined  in  the  State  prison  of 
Vincennes,  before  being  banished  from  France,  when  he  refused  td 
leave  that  country  in  1748. 

^  Augustus  III.,  Kinof  of  Poland,  was  driven  from  the  throne 
during  the  War  of  the  Polish  Succession  (1733-1735),  but  was  after- 
wards restored. 

^  Augustus  II.  was  dethroned  by  Charles  XII.  of  Sweden,  in 
1704,  and  Stanislaus  Lesczinski  made  King,  but  Augustus  was 
restored  after  Charles  XII. 's  defeat  at  Pultown  in  1709,  and  died 
in  1732. 

*  Stanislaus  Lesczinski,  elected  King  by  the  Polish  Diet  in  1704, 
and  driven  from  the  throne  in  1709,  was  restored  during  the  war  of 
1733 ;  but  at  its  end  in  1735  Stanislaus  gave  up  his  claim  to  the 
crown  of  Poland,  and,  by  the  influence  of  Louis  XV.  of  France, 
who  was  his  son-in-law,  was  made  Duke  of  Lorraine,  at  whose 
Court  at  Luneville  or  Commercy  Voltaire  was  an  honoured 
visitor. 

'  The  ancient  name  of  Sarmatia  is  used  for  Poland,  the  eastern 
part  of  which  it  embraced,  together  with  the  southern  part  of 
Russia. 
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banks  of  the  Vistula.  I  too  resign  myself  to  Providence, 
and  am  come  to  spend  the  carnival  at  Venice." 

It  onlj  remained  for  the  sixth  monarch  to  speak. 

"Gtentlemen,"  said  he,  "my  royalty  is  of  less  exalted 
rank,  but  for  all  that  I  have  been  a  sovereign  like  your- 
selves. I  am  Theodore,  whom  the  Corsicans  chose  as  their 
King.  I  have  been  styled  *  Your  Majesty,'  and  now  they 
hardly  call  me  '  Sir.'  Money  has  been  struck  in  my  name, 
and  at  present  I  do  not  possess  a  farthing ;  I  have  had 
two  secretaries  of  State,  and  now  I  can  scarcely  be  said  to 
have  any  longer  a  valet;  I  have  sat  upon  a  throne,  and, 
since  then,  have  lain  for  long  upon  straw  in  a  London 
prison.*  I  very  much  fear  I  may  be  treated  in  the  same 
way  here,  though  I  am  come,  like  Your  Majesties,  to  spend 
the  carnival  at  Venice." 

The  five  other  Kings  listened  to  this  speech  with 
generous  compassion,  and  each  of  them  gave  King  Theo- 
dore twenty  sequins'  to  buy  himself  shirts  and  other 
clothing,  while  Candid  made  him  a  present  of  a  diamond^ 
the  value  of  which  was  not  less  than  two  thousand 
sequins.' 

**  Whoever  can  this  man  be,"  said  the  five  Kings,  "  who 
is  in  a  position  to  give  away  a  hundred  times  as  much  as 
any  one  of  us,  and  who  actually  does  it.  Are  you,  sir, 
also  a  King?" 

"No,  gentlemen,  and  I  have  no  desire  to  be  one." 

^  Theodore,  a  Westphalian  baron  and  a  military  adventurer, 
procured  his  election  as  King  of  the  Corsicans  in  1736,  but  found 
himself  obliged  to  abdicate  in  less  than  a  year.  He  died  in 
London  (1756),  soon  after  his  release  from  the  King's  Bench  prison, 
where  he  had  been  confined  for  debt. 

'  A  sequin  was  an  old  Venetian  gold  ooin,  worth  rather  less  than 
an  Englii^  half-sovereign. 

'  There  are  chronological  inconsistencies  in  this  imaginary 
meeting  at  Venice  of  six  dethroned  monarchs,  as  the  preceding 
notes  sufficiently  indicate. 
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• 
At  the  moment  when  they  were  leaving  the  table, 
there  arrived  at  the  same  hostelry  four  Serene  High- 
nesses who  had  likewise  lost  their  territories  by  the 
fortunes  of  war,  and  were  come  to  pass  the  remainder  of 
the  carnival  at  Venice,  but  Oandid  paid  no  heed  to  these 
new  arrivals,  being  altogether  absorbed  in  the  thought 
of  going  to  Constantinople  in  search  of  his  beloved 
Cunegund, 
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OANDID's  voyage   to   CONSTANTnrOPLE. 

n^HE  faithful  Cacambo  had  already  obtained  permis- 
^  sion  from  the  Turkish  captain,  who  was  going  to  take 
back  Sultan  Achmet  to  Constantinople,  for  Candid  and 
Martin  to  be  received  on  board  his  vessel,  where  they 
both  presented  themselves,  after  having  done  obeisance  to 
His  miserable  Highness.  On  their  way  to  the  ship. 
Candid  kept  saying  to  Martin  : 

"  What  a  singular  thing  it  is  now  that  we  should  have 
supped  with  six  dethroned  kings,  and  that  out  of  these 
six  monarchs  moreover  there  should  be  one  on  whom  I 
have  bestowed  alms  !  It  may  be  that  there  are  many 
other  princes  yet  more  unfortunate.  As  for  me,  I  have 
only  lost  a  hundred  sheep,  and  now  I  am  flying  into  the 
arms  of  Cunegund.  My  dear  Martin,  once  more  let  me 
tell  you,  Pangloss  was  in  the  right,  and  all  is  well." 

"  I  wish  it  may  prove  so,"  said  Martin. 

"  But  what  an  adventure  we  have  had  here  at  Venice," 
pursued  Candid,  "  and  how  extremely  improbable  it  would 
have  seemed  beforehand!      When  was  it  ever,  seen  or 
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lieard  of  that  six  dethroned  sovereigns  supped  together  at 
a  tavern  ?  " 

"  It  is  not  more  extraordinary,"  said  Martin,  "  than  most 
of  the  things  that  have  happened  to  us.  It  is  a  very 
common  occurrence  for  kings  to  be  dethroned ;  and  as  for 
the  honour  we  have  had  in  supping  with  them,  that  is  a 
trifle  unworthy  of  our  attention.  What  matters  it  with 
whom  we  sup,  provided  we  meet  with  good  cheer?  " 

Candid  had  no  sooner  reached  the  vessel  than  he  fell  on 
the  neck  of  his  old  servant  and  friend  Cacambo. 

**  Tell  me  now,"  said  he,  "  how  is  Cunegund  getting  on  ? 
Is  she  still  a  prodigy  of  beauty  ?  Does  she  love  me  as  much 
as  ever?  Is  she  well  and  happy?  You  have  doubtless 
bought  a  palace  for  her  at  Constantinople." 

"  My  dear  master,"  answered  Cacambo,  "  Cunegund 
washes  dishes  on  the  shore  of  the  Sea  of  Marmora  for  a 
prince  who  has  very  few  of  such  articles ;  she  is  a  slave  m 
the  house  of  a  foreign  sovereign,  named  Ragotski,^  to  whom 
the  Grand  Turk  grants  a  pension  of  three  crowns  a  day  in 
his  retirement ;  but,  what  is  far  more  melancholy,  she  has 
lost  her  beauty  and  is  become  horribly  ugly." 

'*  Ah,  well !  handsome  or  ugly,"  said  Candid,  "  1  am  a 
man  of  honour,  and  it  is  my  duty  to  love  her  under  all 
circumstances.  But  how  came  she  to  be  reduced  to  a  state 
so  low,  when  you  left  me  with  five  or  six  millions  ?  " 

"  Oh !  for  the  matter  of  that,  was  I  not  obliged  to  give 
two  millions  to  Senor  don  Fernando  d'Ibaraa  y  Figueora  y 
Mascaren^s  y  Lampourdos  y  Souza,  Governor  of  Buenos 
Ayres,  to  obtain  his  permission  to  get  back  Miss  Cimegund  ? 
And  did  not  a  pirate  gallantly  rob  us  of  all  the  rest  ?  And 
(lid  not  that  same  pirate  take  us  to  Cape  Matapan,  to 
Milo,  to  Nicaria,  to  Samos,  to  Petrias,  to  the  Dardanelles, 
to  Marmora,  to  Scutari  ?    Cunegund  and  the  old  woman 

*  Francois  Leopold  Ragotski,  Prince  of  Transylvania,  was  born 
in  1676,  and  died  in  1735. 
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are  slaves  in  the  household  of  the  Prince  I  have  men- 
tioned, and  as  for  me,  I  am  a  slave  of  the  dethroned 
Sultan." 

"  What  a  chain  of  frightful  calamities ! "  said  Candid. 
**  But  after  all  I  have  still  some  diamonds  left,  with  which 
it  will  be  easy  for  me  to  ransom  Miss  Cunegund.  It  is  a 
great  pity  she  is  become  so  ugly." 

Then  turning  to  Martin,  he  said: 

"Which,  think  you,  is  the  most  to  be  pitied,  the  Sultan 
Achmet,  the  Emperor  Ivan,  King  Charles  Edward,  or  I  ?  " 

"  I  cannot  tell,"  said  Martin ;  "  it  would  be  necessary  for 
me  to  look  into  your  hearts  to  know  that." 

"  Ah ! "  said  Candid,  "  if  Pangloss  were  here,  he  would 
know  all  about  it,  and  could  tell  us  at  once." 

*'  I  know  not,"  said  Martin,  **  in  what  scales  this  Pangloss 
of  yours  would  have  weighed  the  misfortunes  of  mankind, 
so  as  to  estimate  their  relative  sufferings.  All  I  presume 
to  assert  is  that  there  are  millions  of  men  upon  the  earth 
more  to  be  pitied  than  King  Charles  Edward,  the  Emperor 
Ivau,  and  the  Sultan  Achmet." 

"  That  may  well  be  so,"  said  Candid. 

In  a  few  days  they  arrived  at  the  Bosphorus.  The  first 
thing  that  Candid  did  was  to  pay  a  heavy  ransom  for 
Cacambo,  and,  without  any  loss  of  time,  he  went  on  board 
a  galley  with  his  companions,  to  coast  along  the  shore  of 
the  Sea  of  Marmora  in  search  of  Cunegund,  however  ugly 
she  might  prove  to  be. 

Now  there  were  among  the  crew  two  galley-slaves  who 
rowed  very  badly,  and  to  whom  the  Levantine  skipper 
applied  the  lash  from  time'to  time  on  the  bare  shoulders. 
Candid,  from  a  natural  feeling  of  sympathy,  regarded  them 
with  more  attention  than  the  rest  of  the  crew,  and  approached 
them  with  a  look  of  pity.  Their  faces,  disfigured  though 
they  were,  seemed  to  him  to  bear  some  resemblance  to  those 
of  Pangloss  and  the  unhappy  Jesuit  Baron,  Miss  Cunegund's 
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brother.  Touched  with  sorrowful  emotion  at  this  idea,  he 
observed  them  still  more  attentively. 

"  Truly,"  said  he  to  Cacambo,  "  if  I  had  not  seen  Dr. 
Pangloss  hanged,  and  if  I  had  not  had  the  misfortune  to 
have  killed  the  Baron,  I  could  believe  that  it  is  they  who 
are  rowing  in  this  galley." 

At  hearing  the  names  of  the  Baron  and  of  Pangloss,  the 
two  galley-slaves  uttered  a  loud  cry,  ceased  rowing,  and 
let  their  oars  fall  from  their  hands.  The  Levantine  skipper 
hurried  up  to  them,  and  applied  the  lash  with  redoubled 
vigour. 

"  Stop !  Stop,  my  good  sir  !  "  exclaimed  Candid ;  "  I 
will  give  you  as  much  money  as  you  like  for  them." 

"  What !    Is  it  Candid  ?  "  said  one  of  the  two  slaves. 

"  What !    Is  it  Candid  ?  "  said  the  other. 

"Is  this  a  dream?"  said  Candid;  "am  I  asleep  or 
awake?  Am  I  really  in  this  galley?  Is  this  my  lord 
Baron,  whom  I  killed  ?  Is  that  Dr.  Pangloss,  whom  I  saw 
hanged?" 

"Yes,  indeed,  it  is  we  ourselves  whom  you  see  before 
you,"  they  answered. 

"  What ! "  exclaimed  Martin ;  "  is  this  the  great  philo- 
sopher of  whom  I  have  heard  so  much  'r " 

Candid  again  accosted  the  Levantine  skipper : 

"  Sir,"  said  he,  "  how  much  money  will  satisfy  you  for 
the  ransom  of  my  lord  Thundertentrunk,  one  of  the  first 
barons  of  the  Empire,  and  of  Dr.  Pangloss,  the  most  prow 
found  metaphysician  in  Germany  ?  " 

"  Dog  of  a  Christian,"  answered  the  Levantine  skipper, 
"  since  these  two  Christian  dogs  of  galley-slaves  are  barons 
and  metaphysicians,  which  is,  no  doubt,  a  high  dignity  in 
their  country,  you  shall  pay  me  for  them  fifty  thousand 
sequins." 

"  You  shall  have  them,  sir ;  only  take  me  back  like  a 
flash  of  lightning  to  Constantinople,  and  you  shall  be  paid 
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on  the  spot.  But  no ;  take  me  to  the  house  where  Miss 
Cunegund  lives." 

The  Levantine  skipper,  on  Candidas  first  offer  of  ransom, 
had  already  turned  the  vessel's  prow  towards  the  city,  and 
now  made  his  crew  row  more  quickly  than  a  bird  cleaves 
the  air. 

Candid  embraced  the  Baron  and  Pangloss  a  hundred 
times. 

"  And  how  was  it  I  never  killed  you,  after  all,  my  dear 
Baron  ?  And,  my  dear  Pangloss,  how  is  it  you  are  alive, 
after  having  been  hanged  ?  And  why  are  you  both  galley- 
slaves  here  in  Turkey  ?  " 

"  Is  it  really  true  that  my  dear  sister  is  in  this  country  ?  " 
asked  the  Baron. 

**  Yes,"  replied  Cacambo. 

"  Do  I  then  indeed  behold  once  more  my  dear  Candid  ?  " 
cried  Pangloss. 

Candid  then  presented  Martin  and  Cacambo ;  they  all 
embraced  each  other,  and  all  began  to  speak  at  the  same 
time,  while  the  galley  flew  on,  and  soon  brought  them 
back  to  the  harbour.  A  Jew  being  sent  for.  Candid  sold 
him  for  fifty  thousand  sequins  a  diamond  worth  a  hundred 
thousand,  though  the  Jew  swore  to  him  by  Abraham  that 
he  could  not  in  conscience  give  more  for  it ;  and  Candid 
immediately  paid  down  the  money  to  ransom  the  Baron 
and  Pangloss.  The  latter  threw  himself  at  his  deliverer's 
feet,  and  bathed  them  with  tears ;  the  other  thanked  him 
with  an  inclination  of  the  head,  and  promised  to  return 
the  money  on  the  earliest  opportunity. 

*'  But  can  it  indeed  be  possible  that  my  sister  is  in  Tur- 
key?" said  he. 

"Nothing  is  more  certain,"  replied  Cacambo,  "  since  she 
scours  the  dishes  and  plates  in  the  house  of  a  Transylva- 
nian  prince." 

Two    other    Jews    were    inimediately    summoned,    to 
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whom  Candid  sold  more  diamonds,  and  they  all  started 
again  in  another  galley  to  go  and  release  Ounegund  from 
bondage. 


CHAPTER  XXVIIL 

WHAT   HAPPENED  TO   CANDID,   CUNEQUND,   PANGLOSS, 
MABTIN,    ETC. 

"  T  CRAVE  yonr  pardon  once  more,"  said  Candid  to  the 
-*■     Baron ;  "  forgive  me,  reverend  father,  for  having 
run  my  sword  through  your  body." 

"  I  beg  you  will  never  speak  of  it  again,"  said  the  Baron; 
"  I  was  a  little  too  hasty,  I  own.  But  as  you  wish  to  know 
how  it  came  to  pass  that  you  found  me  a  galley-slave,  I 
must  tell  you  that,  after  having  been  healed  of  my  wound 
by  the  brother  apothecary  of  the  College,  I  was  attacked 
and  carried  ofE  by  a  party  of  Spaniards,  who  threw  me 
into  prison  at  Buenos  Ayres  just  after  my  sister  had  left 
the  city.  I  asked  and  obtained  permission  to  return  to 
Rome  to  the  Father  General,  who  nominated  me  to  go  and 
serve  as  chaplain  to  the  French  Ambassador  at  Constan- 
tinople. I  had  not  been  a  week  in  my  new  post,  when  I 
met  one  evening  a  very  handsome  young  Icoglan.^  The 
weather  was  very  warm,  the  youth  wished  to  bathe,  and  I 
took  the  opportunity  of  doing  the  same,  not  being  aware 
that  it  was  a  heinous  crime  for  a  Christian  to  be  found 
stark  naked  with  a  young  Mussulman.  A  Cadi*  ordered 
me  to  receive  a  hundred  blows  on  the  soles  of  my  feet,  and 
sentenced  me  to  the  galleys.  I  do  not  believe  that  a  more 
honible  act  of  injustice  was  ever  committed.   But  I  should 

>  t.e.,  a  page  belonging  to  the  Sultan. 
*  Sm  p.  203,  note  3. 
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like  to  know  how  it  came  about  that  my  sister  is  kitchen- 
maid  to  a  sovereign  of  Transylvania  who  has  taken  refuge  ' 
with  the  Turks."                                                                               | 

"  And  you,  my  dear  Pangloss/'  said  Candid,  "  how  can 
it  have  happened  that  I  see  you  again  ?  " 

"  It  is  true,"  said  Pangloss,  **  that  you  saw  me  hanged ; 
I  should,  in  the  ordinary  course  of  things,  have  been 
burned,  but,  as  you  will  remember,  it  rained  in  torrents 
when  I  was  about  to  be  roasted.  The  storm  was  so  violent 
that  there  was  no  hope  of  lighting  the  fire,  so  I  was 
hanged  because  nothing  better  could  be  done.     A  sui^eon  { 

bought  my  body,  carried  me  home  with  him,  and  began  to  j 

dissect  me,  by  making  in  the  first  place  a  crucial  incision 
from  the  navel  to  the  neck.  Now  it  was  impossible  for 
anyone  to  have  been  hanged  more  unskilfully  than  I  was ; 
the  executioner  of  the  high  decrees  of  the  Holy  Inquisition 
— a  sub-deacon — was  indeed  a  perfect  adept  at  burning  \ 
people,  but  hanging  was  not  in  his  line  of  business ;  the 
cord  was  wet,  and,  not  clipping  properly,  failed  to  form  a 
tight  noose.  In  fact,  I  was  still  breathing  when  they  cut 
me  down,  and  the  crucial  incision  made  me  utter  such  a 
piercing  scream,  that  the  surgeon  fell  flat  on  his  back,  and, 
believing  that  it  must  be  the  devil  he  was  dissecting,  rushed 
ofE  in  a  panic  of  fear,  and  fell  down  again  on  the  stairs  in  his 
hurried  flight.  His  wife  came  running  out  of  an  adjoining 
chamber  on  hearing  the  noise,  and,  seeing  me  stretched  out 
upon  the  table  with  the  crucial  incision  made  on  my  body, 
she  was  struck  with  even  greater  consternation  than  her 
husband,  took  to  her  heels,  and  tumbled  on  the  top  of  him 
When  they  had  recovered  a  little  from  their  fright,  I  heard 
the  surgeon's  wife  say  to  her  husband : 

"  *  My  good  man,  what  were  you  thinking  of  to  dissect  a 
heretic  like  that  V  Don't  you  laiow  that  the  devil  is  always 
in  the  bodies  of  such  people  ?     I'll  go  directly  in  search  of  j 

a  priest,  that  he  may  come  and  exorcise  tl^e  corpse.' 
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"  I  shuddered  at  these  words,  and,  gathering  up  the  little 
strength  I  had  left,  cried  out : 

•*  *  Have  pity  on  me ! ' 

"  At  last  the  Portuguese  barber-surgeon  took  courage ; 
he  sewed  up  my  skin,  and  even  his  wife  was  prevailed  upon 
to  nurse  me,  till  at  the  end  of  a  fortnight  I  was  on  mv 
feet  again.  The  barber  then  found  me  a  situation,  and  I 
became  serving-man  to  a  Knight  of  Malta  who  was  going 
to  Venice ;  but  my  master  not  having  the  wherewithal  to 
pay  me  my  wages,  I  entered  the  service  of  a  Venetian  mer- 
chant, and  followed  him  to  Constantinople. 

"  One  day  the  fancy  seized  me  to  enter  a  mosque ;  there 
was  no  one  there  but  an  old  Imam^  and  a  very  pretty 
young  devotee  of  the  fair  sex,  who  was  saying  her  prayers.* 
Her  neck  was  quite  uncovered,  and  in  her  bosom  she  had 
a  beautiful  nosegay  of  tulips,  roses,  anemones,  ranun- 
culuses, hyacinths,  and  auriculas.  She  let  fall  her  nose- 
gay ;  I  picked  it  up,  and  put  it  back  in  its  place  for  her 
with  eager  but  respectful  attention.  I  was  so* long  in 
replacing  it  properly,  that  the  Imam  grew  angry,  and, 
seeing  that  I  was  a  Christian,  shouted  for  assistance.  I 
waa  brought  before  the  Cadi,*  who  sentenced  me  to  receive 
a  hundred  blows  of  a  stick  on  the  soles  of  my  feet,  and 
sent  me  to  the  galleys.  I  was  chained  in  the  identical 
^^alley  and  to  the  very  same  bench  as  my  lord  Baron. 
There  were  also  among  our  number  four  young  men  from 
Marseilles,  five  Neapolitan  priests,  and  two  monks  from 
Corfu,  who  told  us  that  such  adventures  as  ours  are  a 
matter  of  everyday  occurrence.  My  lord  Baron  maintained 
that  he  had  suffered  greater  injustice  than  I  had  done ;  I, 

>  See  note  on  p.  203. 

*  The  reader  will  scarcely  need  to  be  reminded  that  it  is  not 
usual  for  women  to  visit  the  moaques,  and  that,  in  any  case,  they 
are  kept  scrupulously  apart  from  the  men. 

*  See  note,  p.  203. 
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on  the  other  hand,  insisted  that  it  was  far  more  excusable 
to  replace  a  nosegay  in  a  woman's  bosom  than  to  be  found 
stark  naked  with  an  Icoglan.  We  kept  up  a  constant 
dispute  on  the  question,  and  we  were  receiving  twenty  lashes 
a  day,  when  the  chain  of  events  in  this  universe  brought 
you  on  board  our  galley  to  redeem  us  from  bondage." 

"  Well,  my  dear  Pangloss,"  said  Candid,  "  now  that  you 
have  been  hanged,  dissected,  and  thrashed  black  and  blue, 
with  all  your  experience  as  a  galley-slave,  have  you  con- 
tinued to  think  that  everything  happens  so  well  that  it 
could  not  be  better  ?  " 

"  I  have  always  retained  my  original  opinion,"  answered 
Pangloss,  "for  am  I  not  a  philosopher?  It  does  not 
become  me  to  retract  my  words.  Leibnitz  cannot  possibly 
be  wrong ;  besides,  the  "  pre-established  harmony  "  is  the 
finest  thing  in  the  world,  as  well  as  the  "  plenum  "  and 
the  "  materia  subtilis." 


CHAPTER  XXIX. 

HOW   CANDID   FOUND   CUNSGUND   AND   THE   OLD 
WOMAN   AGAIN. 

WHILST  Candid,  the  Baron>  Pangloss,  Martin,  and 
Cacambo  were  recounting  their  adventures,  and 
reasoning  upon  the  contingent  or  non-contingent  events 
that  occur  in  this  world ;  whilst  they  were  disputing  about 
causes  and  effects,  moral  and  physical  evil,  free-will  and 
necessity,  and  particularly  the  sources  from  which  consola- 
tion may  be  derived  when  one  is  a  galley-slave  on  Turkish 
waters,  they  reached  the  shore  of  the  Sea  of  Marmora  at 
the  point  where  the  house  of  the  Transylvanian  Prince  was 
situated.    The  first  objects  that  presented  themselves  were 
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Cunegund  and  the  old  woman,  who  were  spreading  out 
towels  to  dry  on  a  clothes-line. 

The  Baron  turned  pale  at  the  sight.  Candid,  ^ond  lover 
as  he  was,  on  beholding  his  fair  Cunegund's  complexion 
i*uined,  her  bloodshot  eyes,  withered  neck,  wrinkled  cheeks, 
and  coarse  red  arms,  started  back  a  step  or  two  in  horror, 
but  immediately  afterwards  advanced  as  good  manners 
dictated.  She  embraced  Candid  and  her  brother,  and 
after  the  old  woman  had  been  embraced  also.  Candid 
ransomed  them  both. 

There  happened  to  be  a  farm  vacant  in  the  neighbour- 
hood, and  the  old  woman  proposed  that  Candid  should 
take  it  until  something  better  should  turn  up  for  the  whole 
company.  Cunegund  was  not  aware  that  she  had  grown 
ugly,  and  no  one  was  so  impolite  as  to  tell  her  so ;  she 
reminded  Candid  of  his  promises  in  so  confident^  a  tone, 
that  the  good-natured  fellow  did  not  dare  to  refuse  her. 
Then  he  gave  the  Baron  to  understand  that  he  was  going 
to  marry  his  sister. 

"  I  will  never,"  said  the  Baron,  "  tolerate  such  a  low 
connexion  on  her  part,  nor  such  insolent  presumption  on 
yours ;  I  will  never  incur  the  reproach  of  infamy  so  great ; 
my  sister's  children  would  be  unable  to  enter  the  privileged 
circles  of  Germany.  No,  my  sister  shall  never  marry  any- 
one but  a  baron  of  the  Empire.*' 

Cun^und  threw  herself  at  his  feet,  and  bathed  them 
with  tears,  but  he  was  inflexible. 

"  Sir  fool,"  said  Candid,  "  I  have  rescued  you  from  the 
galleys,  I  have  paid  your  ransom  and  that  of  your  sister ; 
she  was  washing  dishes  here  till  I  came,  she  is  ugly,  I  am 
kind  enough  to  make  her  my  wife,  and  yet  you  still  pre- 
sume to  oppose  the  match !  Were  I  only  to  consult  my 
indignation,  I  would  kill  you  again." 

"  Kill  me  again,  if  you  will,"  said  the  Baron,  "  but  you 
shall  not  marry  my  sister  so  long  as  I  am  alive." 
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CHAPTER  XXX. 

CONCLUSION. 

r^ASDTD  in  his  secret  heart  had  no  desire  to  wed  Gune- 
^!^  gund,  but  the  extreme  impertinence  of  the  Baron 
made  him  determined  to  conclude  the  marriage,  and  Cune- 
gund  pressed  him  so  eamestlj  that  he  could  not  go  back 
from  his  word.  He  consulted  Pangloss,  Martin,  and  the 
faithful  Cacambo.  Pangloss  drew  up  a  fine  treatise,  in 
which  he  proved  that  the  Baron  had  no  right  of  control 
over  his  sister,  and  that  she  was  free,  according  to  all  the 
laws  of  the  Empire,  to  form  a  left-handed  marriage  with 
Candid ;  Martin  concluded  that  it  would  be  best  to  throw 
the  Baron  into  the  sea ;  and  Cacambo's  decision  was  that 
he  ought  to  be  given  back  to  the  Levantine  captain,  and 
made  a  gallej-sLave  again,  after  which  he  might  be  sent  to 
Bome  and  the  Father  Qeneral  by  the  first  available  vessel. 
This  advice  seemed  very  good,  and  met  with  the  old 
woman's  approval,  but  nothing  was  said  to  his  sister  about 
the  matter.  The  scheme  was  carried  into  execution  for  a 
certain  sum  of  money,  and  they  had  the  satisfaction  alike 
of  entrapping  a  Jesuit,  and  of  punishing  the  pride  of  a 
German  baron. 

One  would  naturally  suppose  that,  after  so  many  disas- 
ters, married  to  his  mistress,  living  with  the  philosopher 
Pangloss,  the  no  less  philosophic  Martin,  the  shrewd 
Cacambo,  and  the  wise  old  woman,  and  having  moreover 
brought  so  many  diamonds  from  the  countiyof  the  ancient 
Incas,  Candid  would  now  lead  an  existence  the  most  agree- 
able in  the  world;  but  he  had  been  so  cheated  by  the 
Jews,  that  nothing  was  left  him  but  this  little  farm ;  his 
wife,  growing  uglier  every  day,  became  intolerably  peevish 
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as  well;  the  old  woman  was  feeble,  and  eyen  more  ill- 
tempered  than  Cunegund.  Cacambo,  who  worked  in  the 
garden  and  went  to  Constantinople  to  sell  yegetables,  was 
worn  out  with  incessant  toil,  and  cursed  his  fate.  Pan- 
gloss  was  dejected  because  he  could  not  shine  at  some 
German  university.  As  for  Martin,  he  was  firmly  per- 
suaded that  one  is  equally  badly  off  everywhere,  and  so  he 
took  things  patiently.  Candid,  Martin,  and  Pangloss 
sometimes  continued  their  disputes  on  moral  and  meta- 
physical philosophy.  Boats  were  often  seen  passing  under 
the  windows  of  the  farm  laden  with  Effendis,  Pashas,  and 
Cadis,  who  were  being  sent  into  exile  to  Lemnos,  Mytilene, 
or  Erzeroum;  they  saw  other  Cadis,  other  Pashas,  and 
other  Effendis,  who  came  to  take  the  places  of  those  Who 
had  been  banished,  only  to  incur  the  same  fate  in  their 
turn ;  they  saw  heads  neatly  packed  up  in  straw,  ready  to 
be  presented  at  the  Sublime  Porte.  Such  sights  gave  a 
fresh  impeius  to  their  discussions ;  and,  when  they  had 
nothing  to  dispute  about,  they  found  their  life  so  exces- 
sively tedious,  that,  one  day,  the  old  woman  ventured  to 
address  them  as  follows : 

"  I  should  like  to  know  which  is  worst,  to  be  ravished  a 
hundred  times  by  negro  pirates,  to  have  a  buttock  cut  off, 
to  run  the  gauntlet  among  the  Bulgarians,  to  be  scourged 
and  hanged  at  an  au<o-(2a-/e,  to  be  dissected,  to  be  a  galley- 
slave,  to  experience,  in  short,  all  the  wretchedness  through 
which  we  have  all  passed,  or  to  remain  here  doing  nothing." 

**  That  is  an  important  question,"  said  Candid. 

This  speech  of  the  old  woman's  gave  rise  to  new  reflec- 
tions, and  Martin  in  particular  concluded  that  men  were 
bpm  to  live  either  amid  the  convulsions  of  anxiety,  or  in 
the  lethargy  of  dulness.  Candid  did  not  agree  with  this 
view,  but  he  felt  sure  of  nothing.  Pangloss  confessed  that 
he  had  never  been  free  from  horrible  sufferings,  but,  having 
once  taken  up  the  position  that  everything  went  on  won- 
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derfuUy  well,  he  continued  to  assert  the  same  opinion, 
without  really  believing  it. 

There  was  one  incident  that  completely  confirmed  Martin 
in  his  detestable  principles,  that  made  Candid  hesitate 
more  than  ever,  and  embarrassed  Pangloss  himself.  This 
was  the  sight  thej  one  day  had  of  Paquette  and  friar 
Giroflee  landing  at  their  farm  m  a  state  of  extreme  desti- 
tution. They  had  very  quickly  consumed  their  three 
thousand  piastres,  had  parted  from  each  other,  had  been 
reconciled,  had  got  into  trouble,  had  been  put  in  prison, 
had  escaped,  and  finally  brother.  G-irofl^  had  turned  Turk. 
Paquette  continued  to  ply  her  trad©  everywhere,  but  gained 
nothing  more  by  it  than  before. 

"  I  was  right  in  my  foreboding,**  said  Martin  to  Candid, 
**  that  your  gifts  would  soon  be  squandered,  and  would, 
only  serve  to  increase  their  misery.  You  and  Cacambo 
have  been  gorged  with  millions  of  piastres,  yet  are  no 
happier  than  brother  Girofl^e  and  Paquette.*' 

"Ah!**  said  Pangloss  to  Paquette,  "Heaven  then  brings 
you  back  among  us  here.  My  poor  child !  Do  you  know 
that  you  have  cost  me  the  tip  of  my  nose,  an  eye,  and  an 
ear?  What  a  fine  woman  you  have  grown,  to  be  sure! 
Ah !  what  a  world  this  is !  ** 

This  fresh  adventure  set  them  to  work  philosophising 
more  deeply  than  ever. 

Now  there  dwelt  in  the  neighbourhood  a  very  celebrated 
dervish,  who  was  held  to  be  the  best  philosopher  in  Turkey ; 
him  then  they  went  to  consult,  and  Pangloss  acted  as 
spokesman,  saying : 

"  Master,  we  are  come  to  beg  that  you  will  tell  us  why 
such  a  strange  animal  as  man  has  been  created  ?  *' 

"Why  should  you  meddle  with  the  matter?  "  said  the 
dervish ;  "  what  business  is  it  of  yours  ?  " 

"^ut,  reverend  father,**  said  Candid,  "there  is  a  dreadful 
amount  of  evil  in  the  world.** 
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"  What  does  it  signify,"  repKed  the  dervish,  "  whether 
there  be  evil  or  good  ?  When  His  Highness  sends  a  ship 
to  Egypt,  does  he  concern  himself  whether  the  mice  on 
board  are  comfortable  or  not  ?  *' 

"  What  is  to  be  done,  then  ?  "  asked  Pangloss. 

•*  To  hold  your  tongue,'*  said  the  dervish. 

''  I  was  hoping  to  have  the  pleasure,"  continued  Pangloss, 
"  of  arguing  a  little  with  you  on  causes  and  effects,  the  best 
of  all  possible  worlds,  the  origin  of  evil,  the  nature  of  the 
soul,  and  the  pre-established  harmony." 

The  dervish  at  these  words  shut  the  door  in  their  faces. 

While  this  conversation  was  being  carried  on,  the  news 
was  spread  that  two  Viziers  of  the  Bench  and  the  Mufti  ^ 
had  just  been  strangled  at  Constantinople,  and  that  several 
of  their  friends  had  been  impaled.  This  catastrophe  createdL 
a  great  ferment  for  some  hours.  Pangloss,  Candid,  and 
Martin,  as  they  were  returning  to  their  small  farm,  came 
upon  a  good  old  man  who  was  enjoying  the  fresh  air  out- 
side his  door  under  a  bower  of  orai^e  trees.  Pangloss, 
who  was  as  inquisitive  as  he  was  argumentative,  asked 
him  what  was  the  name  of  the  Mufti  who  had  just  been 
executed. 

''  I  know  nothing  whatever  about  it,"  answered  the  good 
man,  "  and  I  never  yet  knew  the  name  of  any  Mufti  or  of 
any  Vizier.  I  am  absolutely  ignorant  of  the  event  to  which 
you  refer ;  I  presume  that  those  who  mix  themselves  up  in 
public  affairs  generally  perish  some  time  or  other  in  a 
miserable  manner,  and  that  they  deserve  it ;  but  I  never 
seek  information  about  what  goes  on  at  Constantimople ;  I 
am  content  to'  send  thither  for  sale  the  fruits  of  this  garden 
which  I  cultivate.*' 

Having  said  these  words,  he  invited  the  strangers  to 
enter  his  house.    His  two  daughters  and  his  two  sons 

'  t.e.,  an  oifidal  interpreter  of  the  Mohammedan  law. 
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offered  tliem  many  different  kinds  of  iced  sherbets,  which 
they  made  themselves  after  the  Turkish  fashion  and 
flavoured  with  candied  citron  peel,  oranges,  lemons,  pine- 
apples, dates,  pistachio-nuts,  and  Mocha  coffee  free  from  ad- 
mixture with  the  inferior  produce  of  Batavia  and  the  West 
Indies.  Afterwards  the  daughters  of  this  good  Moslem 
poured  fragrant  essences  over  the  beards  of  Candid,  Pan- 
gloss,  and  Martin. 

*<  You  must  have  a  vast  and  magnificent  estate,"  said 
Candid  to  the  Turk. 

"  I  have  only  twenty  acres,"  he  answered,  "  which  I  and 
my  children  cultivate ;  Ubour  keeps  aloof  from  us  three 
great  evils, — dulness,  vice,  and  want" 

As  Candid  returned  to  his  farm  he  reflected  deeply  upon 
what  the  Turk  had  said,  and  remarked  to  Pangloss  and 
Martin : 

"  This  excellent  old  man  appears  to  me  to  have  cut  out 
for  himself  a  lot  far  preferable  to  that  of  the  six  kings  with 
whom  we  had  the  honour  of  supping." 

"  Great  positions,"  observed  Pangloss,  "  are  highly  dan- 
gerous,  as  all  philosophers  are  agreed :  for,  let  me  remind 
you,  Eglon,  King  of  the  Moabites,  was  assassinated  by 
Ehud ;  Absalom  was  hung  up  by  his  hair  and  pierced  with 
three  darts ;  King  Nadab,  the  son  of  Jeroboam,  was  slain  by 
Baasha,  King  Elah  by  Zimri,  Ahaziah  by  Jehu,  Athaliah  by 
Jehoiada ;  the  Kings  Jehoiakim,  Jechoniah,  and  Zedekiah 
became  slaves.  You  know  the  miserable  ends  of  Crcesus, 
Astyages,  Darius,  Dionysius  of  Syracuse,  Pyrrhus,  Perseus, 
Hannibal,  Jugurtha,  Ariovistus,  CsBsar,  Pompey,  Nero, 
Otho,  Yitellius,  Domitian,  Eichard  II.  of  England,  Ed- 
ward II.,  Henry  YI.,  Eichard  III.,  Mary  Queen  of  Scots 
and  Charles  I.,  liie  second,  the  third,  and  the  fourth  Henry 
of  Prance,  the  Emperor  Henry  lY.    You  know ** 

**  Yes,"  said  Candid,  "  and  I  know  too  that  we  must 
attend  to  our  garden." 
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"  You  are  right,"  said  Pangloss ;  **  for  when  man  was 
put  into  the  Garden  of  Eden,  he  was  placed  there  *ut 
operaretur  eum* — ^to  dress  it  and  to  keep  it,  which  proves 
that  man  is  not  bom  for  idleness  and  repose.'* 

'*  Let  us  work  without  arguing,"  said  Martin ;  "  that  is 
the  only  way  of  rendering  life  tolerable." 

All  ^e  little  company  entered  into  this  praiseworthy 
resolution,  and  each  began  busily  to  exert  his  or  her  peculiar 
talents.  The  small  orchard  brought  forth  abundant  crops. 
Cunegund,  it  could  not  be  denied,  was  very  ugly,  but  she 
became  an  excellent  hand  at  making  pastry;  Paquette 
embroidered ;  the  old  woman  took  care  of  the  linen.  There 
was  no  one  who  did  not  make  himself  useful,  not  even 
friar  Oirofl^ ;  he  was  a  first-rate  carpenter,  and  actually 
turned  out  an  honest  fellow.  Pangloss  used  sometimes  to 
say  to  Candid : 

"  All  events  are  inextricably  linked  together  in  this  best 
of  all  possible  worlds ;  for,  look  you,  if  you  had  not  been 
driven  out  of  a  magnificent  castle  by  hearty  kicks  upon 
your  hinder  parts  for  presuming  to  make  love  to  Miss 
Cunegund,  if  you  had  not  been  put  into  the  Inquisition,  if 
you  had  not  roamed  over  America  on  foot,  if  you  had 
never  run  your  sword  through  the  Baron,  or  lost  all  your 
sheep  from  the  fine  country  of  El  Dorado,  you  would  not 
be  here  now  eating  candied  citrons  and  pistachio-nuts." 

"Well  said ! "  answered  Candid ;  "  but  we  must  attend 
to  our  garden."  * 

'  A  aecond  part  of  "  Candide,"  pnbUshed  in  1761,  and  probably 
written  by  Thorel  de  Campigneulles  (d.  1809),  has  often  been  re- 
printed as  an  authentic  sequel  to  Voltaire's  tale. 
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Additional  Note  to  p.  293. 

*<  A  bill  payable  to  bearer  for  the  other  world.''— These  hULets  dt 
confession^  which  gave  rise  to  so  much  bitterness  and  controversy 
in  Paris  in  Voltaire's  time,  were  certificates  required  by  many  of 
the  clergy  from  dying  persons  before  receiving  the  last  sacraments. 
They  bore  the  signature  of  some  priest  known  to  be  in  accord  with 
the  Papal  bull  "  Unigenitus,"  directed  against  the  tenets  of 
Jansenism. 
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(1759.) 

T  ONCE  met,  when  on  my  trayels,  an  old  Brahman,  who 
•*•  was  exceedingly  wise,  full  of  native  intelligence,  and 
profoimdly  learned ;  moreover,  he  was  rich,  and,  in  conse- 
quence, aU  the  more  correct  in  his  conduct,  for,  being  in 
want  of  nothing,  he  had  no  need  to  deceive  anybody.  His 
household  was  very  well  managed  by  three  handsome  wives 
who  laid  themselves  out  to  please  him ;  and,  when  he  was 
not  entertaining  himself  with  them,  he  was  engaged  in 
studying  philosophy. 

Near  his  house,  which  was  a  fine  one  situated  in  the 
midst  of  charming  gardens,  dwelt  an  old  Hindoo  woman, 
bigoted,  half-witted,  and  extremely  poor. 

One  day  the  Brahman  said  to  me : 

•*  Would  that  I  had  never  been  bom ! " 

I  asked  him  what  made  him  say  that,  and  he  replied  as 
follows : 

"  I  studied  for  forty  years,  and  they  are  so  many  years 
wasted ;  I  have  been  teaching  for  the  rest  of  my  life,  and 
I  am  ignorant  of  everything.  This  state  of  things  fills 
my  soul  with  such  humiliation  and  disgust,  that  life 
is  to  me  intolerable.  I  have  been  bom  into  the  world,  I 
live  subject  to  the  limitations  of  time,  and  I  know  not 
what  time  is ;  I  find  myself  on  a  point  between  two  eterni- 
ties, as  our  sages  say,  and  I  have  no  conception  of  eternity. 
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I  am  composed  of  matter,  and  I  can  think ;  yet  I  have 
never  been  able  to  satisfy  myself  as  to  what  produces 
thought;  I  know  not  whether  my  understanding  is  a 
simple  faculty  within  me,  like  the  power  of  walking  or  of 
digesting  food,  and  whether  I  think  with  my  head  in  the 
same  way  as  I  grasp  with  my  hands.  Not  only  is  the 
essential  nature  of  my  powers  of  thought  unknown  to  me, 
but  that  of  my  muscular  movements  is  equally  obscure ;  I 
cannot  tell  why  I  exist ;  yet  I  am  questioned  every  day  on 
all  these  points,  and  I  am  obliged  to  make  some  answer. 
I  have  nothing  to  say  worth  hearing,  but  I  am  not  sparing 
of  my  words,  and,  after  all  has  been  said,  I  remain  eon- 
fused  and  ashamed  of  myself. 

"  It  is  even  worse  when  people  ask  me  if  Brahma  was 
produced  by  Vishnu,  or  if  they  are  both  eternal.  Heaven 
is  my  witness  that  I  know  nothing  about  the  matter,  as 
my  answers  only  too  plainly  show.  *  Ah,  reverend  father,' 
they  say,  '  teach  us  how  it  is  that  evil  floods  the  whole 
earth  ? '  I  am  as  much  at  a  loss  as  those  who  ask  me 
that  question ;  I  tell  them  sometimes  that  all  is  well  and 
could  not  be  better,  but  those  who  have  been  ruined 
and  maimed  in  the  wars  do  not  believe  a  word  of  it,  any 
more  than  I  do  myself.  I  retire  into  my  own  house 
crushed  by  the  weight  of  my  own  ignorance  and  unsatisfied 
curiosity.  I  read  our  ancient  books,  and  they  only  make 
my  darkness  greater.  I  speak  to  my  companions ;  some 
tell  me  in  reply  that  we  must  enjoy  life  and  laugh  at 
mankind ;  others  think  that  they  know  a  secret  that  ex* 
plains  everything,  and  lose  themselves  m  a  maze  of  extrava- 
gant notions.  All  tends  to  increase  the  painful  feeling  of 
uncertainty  that  possesses  me ;  and  I  am  ready  sometimes 
to  fall  into  despair,  when  I  consider  that,  after  all  my 
investigations,  I  know  neither  whence  I  come,  nor  what  I 
am,  nor  whither  I  go,  nor  what  will  become  of  me." 

1  was  really  pamed  at  the  state  of  this  good  soul ;  no 
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one  could  be  more  rational  than  he  was,  nor  more  sinoerelj 
in  earnest.  I  conoeived  that  the  brighter  the  light  of  his 
understanding,  and  the  keener  the  sensibility  of  his  heart, 
the  greater  was  his  nnhappiness. 

The  same  daj  I  saw  the  old  woman  who  lived  in  his 
neighbourhood,  and  I  asked  her  if  she  had  ever  been  dis« 
tressed  at  not  knowing  how  her  soul  was  formed.  She 
did  not  eTen  comprehend  my  question;  she  had  n^yer 
reflected  for  a  single  moment  of  her  life  on  any  one  of 
those  points  which  tormented  the  Brahman ;  she  believed 
in  the  incarnation  of  Vishnu  with  all  her  heart,  and  pro- 
vided she  might  sometimes  have  a  little  water  from  the 
Gkmges  with  which  to  wash  herself,  she  deemed  herself  the 
most  fortunate  of  women. 

Struck  with  this  poor  creature's  happiness,  I  returned  to 
my  philosopher,  and  said : 

**  Are  you  not  ashamed  of  being  unhappy,  whilst  at  your 
very  gate  there  is  an  old  automaton  who  thinks  about 
nothing  and  lives  contented  ?  " 

"  You  are  right,"  he  answered ;  "  I  have  told  myself  a 
hundred  times  that  I  should  be  happy  if  I  were  as  silly  as 
my  neighbour,  and  yet  somehow  I  have  no  wish  to  attain 
such  happiness." 

This  reply  of  my  Braliman  impressed  me  more  than 
anything  else.  I  examined  my  own  heart  and  discovered 
that,  if  I  had  the  offer,  I  should  not  have  wished,  any 
more  than  he,  to  be  happy  at  the  expense  of  my  intelligence* 
I  referred  the  problem  to  some  philosophers,  and  their 
opinions  were  the  same  as  mine. 

"  For  all  that,"  said  I,  "  There  is  a  wild  contradiction  in 
this  manner  of  thinking;  for,  after  all,  what  is  the  ques- 
tion?— ^How  to  be  happy.  What  does  it  matter  whether 
one  is  intelligent  or  silly  ?  Moreover,  those  who  are  con- 
tented with  their  existence  are  quite  sure  that  they  are  so, 
whereas  those  who  exercise  their  reason  are  by  no  means 
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so  certain  that  they  exercise  it  aright.  It  is  clear  theid/' 
said  I,  "  that  we  should  be  constrained  to  choose  the  loss 
of  reason,  if  reason  contributes  to  our  unhappiness  in 
however  small  a  degree." 

Eyerybodj  agreed  with  me  in  this  opinion,  and  yet  I 
found  no  one  willing  to  accept  the  bargain,  when  it  was  a 
question  of  purchasing  contentment  at  the  price  of  becom- 
ing a  fool.  Hence  I  concluded  that  if  we  set  a  high  value 
on  happiness,  we  value  reason  even  more. 

But,  after  having  reflected  on  this  matter,  it  appears  to 
me  that  to  prefer  reason  to  happiness  is  to  be  very  sense- 
less. How  can  this  contradiction  be  explained  ?  Like  all 
the  others, — ^whereon  there  is  a  great  deal  to  be  said. 
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Tj*  VERTBODY  in  the  province  of  Candahar  knows  the 
^^■^  story  of  young  Eustem's  adventures.  He  was  the 
.  only  son  of  a  mirza  of  that  country,  a  title  which  is  much 
the  same  aojbl^t  of  marquis  amongst  us,  or  that  of  baron 
in  Germany.  1?he  Mirza,  his  father,  had  a  competent  for- 
tune, and  the  youthful  Bustem  was  to  be  married  to  a 
young  lady,  a  minasse  of  his  own  rank.  Both  families 
passionately  desired  the  match ;  he  was  to  be  a  comfort  t^ 
his  parents,  the  source  of  happiness  to  his  wife,  and  happy 
himself  in  her  society. 

But  unfortunately  he  had  seen  the  Princess  of  Cashmere 
at  the  fair  of  Cabul,  which  is  the  most  important  fair  in 
the  world,  and  more  frequented,  beyond  all  comparison, 
than  those  of  Bassorah  and  of  Astrakhan. 

Now  this  was  the  reason  why  the  old  Prince  of  Cash- 
mere came  to  the  fair,  with  his  daughter.  He  had  lost 
the  two  rarest  and  most  valuable  of  his  possessions ;  one 
was  a  diamond  as  big  as  a  man's  thumb,  on  which 
were  engraved  the  features  of  his  daughter,  by  an  art 
then  known  to  the  natives  of  India,  but  which  has  since 
been  lost;  the  other  was  a  javelin  which  went  of  itself 
wherever  one  wished  it  to  go, — ^nothing  very  extraordinary 
with  us,  but  it  was  a  great  curiosity  at  Cashmere.^ 

'  There  is  no  city  of  that  name  in  the  Vale  of  Cashmere,  as  Vol- 
taire seems  to  have  supposed. 
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A  fakir  in  his  Highness'  service  had  stolen  these  trea- 
sures and  carried  them  to  the  Princess. 

"  Keep  these  two  objects  carefully,"  said  he ;  "  your  fate 
depends  upon  them." 

Then  he  departed  and  was  never  seen  again. 

The  Prince  of  Cashmere,  in  despair,  determined  to  go 
and  see  whether  among  all  the  merchants  who  resort  to  the 
fair  of  Cabul  from  the  four  quarters  of  the  globe  there 
might  be  one  who  had  met  with  his  diamond  or  this  ma^c 
weapon.  He  took  his  daughter  with  him  wherever  he 
travelled,  and  she  carried  the  diamond  well  concealed  in 
her  girdle,  but,  as  for  the  javelin,  as  she  could  not  hide  it 
so  well,  she  had  carefully  shut  it  up  in  her  large  Chinese 
chest  at  Cashmere. 

Eustem  and  she  saw  each  other  at  Cabul,  and  fell  in 
love  with  all  the  sincerity  of  youth  and  all  the  warmth  of 
their  climate.  The  Princess  gave  him  her  diamond  as  a 
pledge  of  her  affection,  and  Bustem  at  his  departure  pro- 
mised to  go  and  pay  her  a  clandestine  visit  at  Cashmere. 

The  young  Mirza  had  two  favourites,  who  served  him  as 
secretaries,  squires,  stewards,  and  body-servants.  One  of 
them  was  called  Topaz ;  he  was  a  weU  made  and  handsome 
fellow,  as  fair  as  a  Circassian  maiden,  as  pleasant  and 
obliging  as  an  Armenian,  and  as  prudent  as  a  Parsee. 
The  name  of  the  other  was  Ebony ;  he^  was  a  very  nice- 
looking  negro,  more  clever  and  enterprising  than  Topaz, 
and  one  who  found  nothing  too  difficult.  To  them  Bustem 
communicated  his  intention  of  taking  a  journey.  Topaz 
tried  to  persuade  him  therefrom  with  the  cautious  zeal  of 
a  servant  who  did  not  wish  to  displease  his  master,  and  set 
before  him  all  the  dangers  that  he  would  incur.  How 
could  he  leave  two  families  in  despair?  How  could  he 
thrust  a  knife  into  his  parents'  hearts  ?  He  shook  Bus- 
tem's  resolution;  but  Ebony  confirmed  it,  and  removed  all 
his  scruples. 
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The  young  man  wanted  money  for  so  long  a  journey ; 
the  prudent  Topaz  would  not  have  helped  him  to  borrow 
any,  but  Ebony  provided  him  with  plenty.  He  cleverly 
took  his  master's  diamond,  had  a  false  one  made  just  like 
it,  which  he  put  in  its  place,  and  pawned  the  genuine  one 
to  an  Armenian  for  some  thousands  of  rupees. 

When  the  young  Mirza  had  his  rupees,  all  was  ready 
for  departure.  An  elephant  was  loaded  with  his  baggage, 
and  he  and  his  party  mounted  their  horses.  Topaz  said 
to  his  master: 

**  I  took  the  liberty  of  remonstrating  against  your  enter- 
prize,  but,  having  done  so,  it  is  my  duty  to  obey ;  I  am 
devoted  to  your  service,  I  love  you,  and  will  follow  you  to 
the  end  of  the  earth ;  but  let  us  consult  on  our  way  the 
orade  which  is  at  a  distance  of  two  parasai^  ^  from  this 
place." 

Bustem  consented*  and  the  oracle  delivered  this  reply: 
— "  If  you  go  to  the  east,  you  will  be  at  the  west."  Bustem 
could  make  nothing  of  this  reply.  Topaz  maintained  that 
it  boded  no  good.  Ebony,  always  accommodating,  per- 
suaded him  that  it  was  highly  favourable. 

There  was  yet  another  oracle  in  Oabul,  and  thither  they 
also  went.  The  oracle  of  Cabul  answered  them  in  these 
words :  ''  If  you  possess,  you  will  not  possess,  if  you  are  a 
ocmqueror,  you  will  not  prevail;  if  you  are  Bustem,  you 
will  not  be  he."  This  utterance  appeared  more  unintel- 
ligible even  than  the  other. 

**  Take  heed  to  yourself,"  said  Topaz. 

*'  Fear  nothing,"  said  Ebony ;  and  that  servant,  as  one 
may  well  believe,  was  always  right  in  his  master's  eyes, 
flattering  as  he  did  his  passion  and  his  hopes. 

On  setting  out  from  Cabul,  they  marched  through  a  vast 
forest,  where  they  sat  down  on  the  grass  to  refresh  them- 

*  A  Persian  measure  of  distance,  equal  to  nearly  four  English 
miles. 

A  A 
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selves,  letting  their  horses  graze.  They  were  preparing  to 
unload  the  elephant  which  carried  the  dinner  service,  when 
they  perceived  that  Topaz  and  Ebony  were  no  longer  with 
the  little  caravan.  They  called  them  till  the  forest  re-echoed 
with  the  names  of  Ebony  and  of  Topaz.  They  sought  for 
them  in  all  directions,  and  filled  the  forest  with  their 
shouts ;  but  they  came  back  without  having  seen  anything 
of  them,  or  any  answer  having  been  returned. 

"  We  saw  nothing  but  a  vulture,"  said  they  to  Eustem, 
**  which  was  fighting  with  an  eagle,  and  tearing  out  all  its 
feathers." 

The  account  of  this  conflict  excited  Bustem's  curiosity, 
he  went  on  foot  to  the  spot,  he  perceived  neither  vulture 
nor  eagle,  but  he  saw  his  elephant,  still  heavily  laden  with 
his  baggage,  attacked  by  a  huge  rhinoceros  which  charged 
with  its  horn,  while  the  elephant  defended  itself  with  its 
trunk.  The  rhinoceros  relinquished  the  contest  on  seeing 
Bustem ;  his  elephant  was  led  back,  but  nothing  more  was 
seen  of  the  horses. 

"  Strange  things  happen  to  travellers  in  the  forests," 
cried  Bustem. 

The  attendants  were  in  a  state  of  consternation,  and 
their  master  was  in  despair  at  having  lost  at  once  his 
horses,  his  dear  negro,  and  the  prudent  Topaz,  for  whom 
he  always  had  an  affection,  though  his  opinions  were  never 
the  same  as  his  own. 

He  was  consoling  himself  with  the  hope  that  he  should 
soon  be  at  the  feet  of  the  lovely  princess  of  Cashmere, 
when  he  met  a  large  striped  ass,  which  a  stout  and  formi- 
dable rustic  was  belabouring  soundly  with  a  stick.  There 
is  no  animal  so  rare  and  beautiful,  none  so  Ught  of  foot  as 
asses  of  this  sort.  The  ass  responded  to  the  boor's  vigorous 
blows  with  kicks  which  might  have  uprooted  an  oak  tree. 
The  Mirza,  as  was  natural,  took  the  part  of  the  ass,  which 
was  a  charming  creature.     The  countryman  went  off,  sayr 
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ing  to  the  ass : — "  I  will  pay  you  out  for  this."  The  ass 
thanked  its  deliverer  in  its  own  language,  drawing  near, 
allowing  itself  to  be  stroked,  and  returning  Bustem's 
caresses.  After  dinner,  he  mounted  the  animal,  and  took 
the  road  to  Cashmere  with  his  servants,  who  followed  him, 
some  on  foot,  and  others  riding  on  the  elephant 

Scarcely  had  he  seated  himself  on  his  ass,  when  it  turned 
towards  Cahul,  instead  of  following  the  road  to  Cashmere. 
In  vain  did  its  master  turn  the  bridle,  jerk  it,  press  with 
his  knees,  apply  the  spurs,  alternately  slacken  and  pull  the 
bridle,  whipping  it  now  on  the  right  and  now  on  the 
left,  the  obstinate  animal  kept  running  in  the  direction  of 
Cabul. 

Eustem,  sweating  with  his  exertions,  was  losing  all  hope 
of  mastery,  when  he  met  a  camel  merchant,  who  said  to 
him: 

"Master,  you  have  a  very  stubborn  ass  there  which 
seems  to  be  taking  you  where  you  do  not  want  to  go ;  if 
you  will  give  it  up  to  me,  I  will  let  you  choose  four  of  my 
camels  instead." 

Eustem  thanked  Providence  for  having  put  it  into  his 
power  to  make  so  good  a  bargain. 

"  Topaz  was  very  far  wrong,"  said  he,  "  in  telling  me 
that  my  journey  would  be  imfortunate." 

He  mounts  the  finest  of  the  camels,  and  the  three  others 
follow  him  ;  he  rejoins  his  caravan,  and  sees  himself  on 
the  high  road  to  happiness. 

Hanily  had  he  proceeded  four  parasangs  when  his  further 
progress  was  stayed  by  a  deep  torrent,  wide  and  boisterous, 
which  rolled  rocks  along,  and  whitened  them  with  foam. 
The  banks  on  either  side  were  frightful  precipices,  that 
made  the  eye  giddy  and  froze  the  blood  in  one's  veins. 
There  were  no  means  of  crossing,  none  of  going  to  the 
right  or  to  the  left. 

"  I  begin  to  be  afraid,"  said  Eustem,  "  that  Topaz  was 
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justified  in  disapproying  of  my  journey,  and  that  I  vas 
quite  wrong  in  undertaking  it;  still,  if  he  were  here,  he 
would  not  refuse  to  give  me  some  good  adyice.  If  I  had 
Ebony,  he  would  encourage  me,  and  find  a  way  out  of  this 
difficulty ;  but  I  have  neither  one  nor  the  other." 

His  perplexity  was  increased  by  the  consternation  of  his 
party ;  the  night  was  dark  and  they  passed  it  in  lamenta- 
tions. At  last  fatigue  and  exhaustion  brought  sleep  to  the 
amorous  traveller ;  and  when  he  awoke  at  daybreak,  he  saw 
a  beautiful  marble  bridge  raised  above  the  torrent  from 
one  side  to  the  other. 

There  were  exclamations  of  astonishment  and  cries 
of  joy : — "  Is  it  possible  ?  Is  this  a  dream  ?  What  a 
miracle !  What  a  work  of  enchantment ! — Shall  we  ven- 
ture to  cross  ?  "  All  the  company  fell  on  their  knees,  rose, 
and  went  to  the  bridge,  kissed  the  ground,  looked  up  to 
heaven,  spread  forth  their  hands,  placed  their  larembling 
feet  upon  the  bridge,  went  forward,  came  back,  and  fell 
into  ecstasies  of  wonder*    Bustem  said : 

"  For  once  Heaven  is  on  my  side.  Topaz  did  not  know 
what  he  was  saying,  the  oracles  were  in  my  favour.  Ebony 
was  right ;  but  why  is  he  not  here  ?  " 

Scarcely  had  the  party  reached  the  other  side  of  the 
torrent,  when  lo  and  behold,  the  bridge  sank  into  the  water 
with  a  frightful  crash. 

"So  much  the  better!  So  much  the  better!"  cried 
Eustem;  "Heaven  be  blessed!  Otod  be  praised,  whose 
will  it  is  that  I  should  not  retrun  to  my  own  country, 
where  I  should  have  been  a  simple  nobleman ;  whose  will 
it  is  that  I  should  marry  her  whom  I  love !  I  shall  be 
Prince  of  Cashmere.  So  it  is  that  in  po88e$9ing  my  mis- 
tress, I  shall  not  possess  my  petty  peerage  at  Candahar ;  / 
shcM  he  Bustemf  and  I  shaU  not  he  he,  since  I  shall  become 
a  great  prince.  Thus  then  a  large  part  of  the  oracle  is 
clearly  explained  in  my  favour ;  the  rest  will  be  fulfilled 
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in  the  same  maimer.  I  am  only  too  happy, — but  why  is 
Ebony  not  at  my  side  ?  I  regret  him  a  thousand  times 
more  than  Topaz." 

He  advanced  a  few  parasangs  more  with  the  utmost 
alacrity,  but,  as  the  day  drew  towards  its  close,  a  range  of 
mountains  all  around  steeper  than  a  rampart,  and  higher 
than  the  tower  of  Babel  would  have  been,  if  it  had  been 
finished,  completely  barred  the  way,  and  filled  the  travel- 
lers with  fear. 

They  all  exclaimed : 

"  It  is  the  will  of  God  that  we  should  perish  here !  He 
has  broken  down  the  bridge  only  that  he  may  take  away 
from  us  all  hope  of  return ;  He  has  raised  up  these  moun- 
tains only  to  deprive  us  of  all  possibility  of  advance.  O 
Bustem !  O  unhappy  Mirza !  we  shall  never  see  Cashmere ! 
we  shall  never  re-enter  the  land  of  Oandahar ! " 

The  most  poignant  grief  and  the  most  crushing  despair 
succeeded  in  Rustem's  soul  to  the  excessive  joy  which 
he  had  felt,  to  the  hopes  with  which  he  had  been  intoxi- 
cated. He  was  very  far  now  from  interpreting  the  oracles 
to  his  own  advantage. 

"Gracious  Heaven!  God  of  my  fathers!"  he  cried, 
"  Have  I  indeed  lost  my  friend  Topaz  ?  " 

As  he  pronounced  the  words,  with  deep-drawn  sighs  and 
floods  of  tears,  surrounded  by  his  despondent  followers, 
suddenly  the  base  of  the  mountain  opened,  and  a  long 
vaulted  gallery,  lighted  by  a  hundred  thousand  torches, 
presented  itself  to  their  dazzled  eyes.  Bustem  uttered  an 
exclamation  of  surprise,  while  his  people  threw  themselves 
upon  their  knees,  and,  falling  backwards  in  their  astonish- 
ment, shouted — "  A  miracle ! "  and  said : 

"  Kustem  is  the  favourite  of  Vishnu,  the  well  beloved  of 
Brahma ;  he  will  be  master  of  the  world." 

Bustem  believed  it  all,  he  was  in  raptures,  and  uplifted 
beyond  measure. 
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*'  Oh !  Ebony,  my  dear  Ebony !  where  are  you  ?  why  are 
you  not  a  witness  of  all  these  wonders  ? — ^How  is  it  that  I 
have  lost  you  ?  Fair  Princess  of  Cashmere,  when  shall  I 
look  upon  your  charms  again  ?  " 

He  advances  with  his  train  of  attendants,  his  elephant, 
and  his  camels,  into  the  vaulted  passage  under  the  moun- 
tains, at  the  further  end  of  which  he  enters  a  meadow, 
enamelled  with  flowers  and  bordered  by  brooks.  Beyond 
the  meadow  are  avenues  of  trees  which  are  lost  to  sight  in 
the  distance,  and,  after  traversing  these  avenues,  they 
come  upon  a  river,  along  the  banks  of  which  stand  a  thou- 
sand pleasure  houses  with  charming  gardens.  He  every- 
where hears  concerts  of  vocal  and  instiTimental  music,  and 
sees  dancing  going  on.  He  hastens  to  cross  one  of  the 
bridges  over  the  river,  and  asks  the  first  man  he  meets 
what  is  the  name  of  this  beautiful  country. 

The  person  whom  he  addressed  replied  as  follows : 
**  Tou  are  in  the  province  of  Cashmere,  and  the  inhabi- 
tants, as  you  see,  are  feasting  and  rejoicing ;  we  are  cele- 
brating the  nuptials  of  our  beautiful  Princess,  who  is  going 
to  be  married  to  the  lord  Bababou,  to  whom  her  father 
has  betrothed  her.  May  Heaven  make  their  happiness 
lasting!" 

On  hearing  these  words  Eustem  fell  down  in  a  swoon, 
and  the  nobleman  of  Cashmere,  thiliking  he  must  be  in  a 
a  fit,  had  him  carried  into  his  own  house,  where  he 
remained  a  long  while  insensible.  The  two  most  skilful 
physicians  in  the  neighbourhood  were  sent  for  and  felt 
the  patient's  pulse,  who,  having  recovered  a  little  from  the 
shock,  sobbed  violently,  rolled  his  eyes,  and  cried  out  from 
time  to  time : 

"  Topaz !  Topaz !  you  were  right  after  all  1 " 
One  of  the  physicians  said  to  the  nobleman  of  Cashmere : 
"  I  perceive  from  this  young  man's  accent  that  he  comes 
from  Candahar ;  the  air  of  this  country  disagrees  with  him 
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and  he  must  be  sent  home  again ;  I  see  insanity  in  his  eyes ; 
leave  him  to  me,  I  will  take  him  back  to  his  own  country, 
and  cure  him." 

The  other  physician  asserted  that  grief  was  his  only 
malady,  that  he  ought  to  be  taken  to  the  wedding  of  the 
princess,  and  persuaded  to  dance.  Whilst  they  were  in 
consultation  the  invalid  recovered  his  strength ;  so  the  two 
physicians  were  sent  away,  and  Eustem  remained  alone 
with  his  host. 

"My  lord,"  said  he,  "1  ask  your  pardon  for  having 
fainted  in  your  presence,  I  know  that  it  is  not  a  polite  thing 
to  do.  I  beg  that  you  will  be  pleased  to  accept  my  ele- 
phant as  a  token  of  gratitude  for  the  kindnesss  you  have 
shown  me." 

He  then  related  to  him  all  his  adventures,  taking  good 
care,  however,  to  say  nothing  about  the  object  of  his  journey. 

"But  in  the  name  of  Yishnu  and  Brahma,"  said  he, 
"  inform  me  who  is  this  lucky  Bababou,  who  is  to  marry 
the  Princess  of  Cashmere.  Why  has  her  father  chosen  him 
for  his  son-in-law,  and  why  has  the  Princess  accepted  him 
as  her  husband  ?  " 

"  My  lord,"  returned  the  nobleman  of  Cashmere,  "the 
Princess  has  not  accepted  Bababou  at  all ;  on  the  contrary, 
she  is  in  tears,'  whilst  all  the  province  is  celebrating-iier 
marriage  with  deUght.  She  has  shut  herself  up  in  the 
tower  of  her  palace,  unwilling  to  witness  any  of  the  fes- 
tivities that  are  being  held  in  her  honour." 

Bustem,  on  hearing  these  words,  felt  his  soul  revive ; 
the  bloom  of  his  complexion,  which  anguish  had  blighted, 
appeared  once  more  upon  his  countenance. 

"Tell  me,  I  entreat  you,"  he  continued,  "why  the 
Prince  of  Cashmere  is  so  obstinately  bent  upon  giving 
his  daughter  to  this  Bababou,  for  whom  she  has  such  a 
disUke." 

"  These  are  the  facts  of  the  case,"  answered  the  noble- 
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man.  **  Are  you  aware  that  our  august  Prince  has  lost  a 
big  diamond  and  a  javelin  which  he  prized  exceedingly  P  " 

"Ah,  yes!  I  am  well  aware  of  it,"  said  Eustem. 

"Know  then,"  said  his  host,  "that  our  Prince,  in  de- 
spair at  receiving  no  news  of  either  of  his  treasures^  after 
having  instituted  a  long  search  for  them  all  over  the  earth, 
promised  his  daughter's  hand  to  any  one  who  should  bring 
one  or  the  other  back  to  him.  A  certain  lord  Bababou 
presented  himself  one  day,  with  the  diamond  in  his  pos- 
session, and  so  he  is  to  marry  the  Princess  to-morrow." 

Bustem  turned  pale,  stammered  out  a  complim^at  or 
two,  and  took  leave  of  his  host.  He  rode  at  full  speed  on 
his  dromedary  to  the  capital,  where  the  ceremony  was  to 
take  place.  When  he  arrived  at  the  Prince's  palace,  he 
said  that  he  had  matters  of  importance  to  communicate  to 
him,  and  craved  an  audience.  The  answer  he  received  was 
that  the  Prince  was  engaged  in  making  preparations  for 
the  wedding. 

"  It  is  on  that  very  subject,"  said  he,  "  that  I  wish  to 
speak  to  him." 

He  was  so  urgent  that  at  last  he  was  admitted. 

"  Sire,"  said  he,  "  may  Heaven  crown  all  your  days  with 
glory  and  magnificence !    Your  son-in-law  is  a  knave." 

"What?  A  knave!  How  dare  you  say  so?  Is  that 
the  way  to  speak  to  a  Sovereign  of  Cashmere  about  the  son- 
in-law  of  his  choice  ?  " 

"Yes,  I  say  a  knave,"  repeated  Bustem;  "and,  to  prove 
it  to  Your  Highness,  here  is  your  diamond,  which  I  bring 
back  to  you." 

The  Prince  in  utter  astonishment,  compared  the  two 
diamonds,  and,  as  he  was  not  a  good  judge  of  precious 
stones,  he  could  not  t-ell  whidii  was  the  genuine  one. 

"  Here  are  two  diamonds,"  said  he,  "  and  I  have  only 
one  daughter ;  what  an  embarrassing  position  to  be  in !  " 

He  sent  for  Babadou,  and  asked  him  if  ]^e  had  not  im- 
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posed  xrpon  him.  Bababou  swore  tliat  he  had  purchased 
his  diamond  from  an  Armenian ;  the  other  did  not  say 
from  whom  he  got  his,  but  he  proposed  an  expedient  for 
deciding  between  them,  which  was  that  it  might  please 
His  Highness  to  order  him  to  engage  immediatly  in  single 
combat  with  his  rival. 

**  It  is  not  enough  for  your  son-in-law  to  give  a  diamond," 
said  he ;  *'  he  must  also  give  proofs  of  valour.  Do  you  not 
think  it  would  be  a  good  arrangement  that  the  one  who 
kills  the  other  should  marry  the  Princess?  " 

"Very  good,"  answered  the  Prince;  "it  will  afford  a 
fine  spectacle  for  the  Ck>urt.  Contend  together  you  two 
without  loss  of  time ;  the  victor  shall  take  the  arms  of  the 
vanquished,  according  to  the  custom  of  Cashmere,  and  he 
shall  also  wed  my  daughter.*' 

The  two  claimants  forthwith  stepped  down  into  the 
courtyard.  A  magpie  and  a  raven  were  perched  at  the 
head  of  the  stairs.  The  raven  croaked  out:  "Fight! 
Fight!"  The  magpie  screamed:  "Don't  fight!  Don't 
fight ! "  This  made  the  Pnnce  laugh,  but  the  two  rivals 
scarcely  noticed  it.  They  began  the  combat,  while  all  the 
courtiers  formed  a  ring  round  them. 

The  Princess,  still  keeping  herself  shut  up  in  her  tower, 
wotild  not  witness  the  spectacle ;  she  had  not  the  fiuntest 
suspicion  that  her  lover  was  at  Cashmere,  and  she  had  such 
a  horror  of  Bababou,  that  she  was  determined  to  see  nothing. 
The  combat  passed  off  capitally;  Bababou  was  slain  on 
the  spot,  and  the  people  were  delighted  thereat,  for  he  was 
ugly  and  Bustem  was  remarkably  handsome,  a  circum- 
stance which  nearly  always  decides  the  favour  of  the  public. 

The  victor  donned  the  coat  of  mail,  the  scaif ,  and  the 
helmet  of  the  vanquished,  and,  followed  by  all  the  Court, 
and  amidst  a  flourish  of  trumpets  presented  himself  under 
his  lady's  windows.  The  whole  company  cried  out  as  with 
one  voice : 
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♦*  Beautiful  Princess,  come  and  behold  your  handsome 
husband  who  has  killed  his  hideous  rival ! " 

As  her  women  repeated  the  words,  the  Princess  unfortu- 
nately put  her  head  out  of  the  window,  and,  seeing  the 
armour  of  the  man  whom  she  detested,  ran  in  a  state  of 
desperation  to  her  Chinese  chest,  drew  forth  the  fatal 
javelin,  which  darted  at  her  beloved  Bustem  and  pierced 
him  in  spite  of  his  corselet.  He  uttered  a  loud  cry,  and 
the  Princess,  hearing  it,  thought  that  she  recognised  the 
voice  of  her  unhappy  lover. 

She  runs  down,  her  hair  streaming  over  her  shoulders, 
with  a  mortal  terror  alike  in  her  eyes  and  in  her  heart. 
Eustem  had  already  fallen,  covered  with  blood,  into  her 
father's  arms.  She  sees  him — Oh,  what  a  moment  1  What 
a  sight !  What  words  can  express  the  pain,  the  tenderness, 
the  horror  of  that  recognition ! — She  flings  herself  upon  his 
prostrate  form,  and  clasps  him  in  her  arms : 

"  Take,"  said  she,  '*  these  the  first  kisses  and  the  last  of 
your  mistress  and  your  murderess ! " 

She  withdraws  the  weapon  from  the  wound,  plunges  it 
into  her  own  heart,  and  dies  upon  the  body  of  the  lover 
whom  she  adores.  Her  father,  horrified,  dismayed,  and 
feeling  ready  to  die  like  her,  strives  in  vain  to  recall  her  to 
life — She  had  ceased  to  breathe!  He  curses  that  fatal 
dart,  and  breaks  it  to  pieces,  then  casts  far  from  him  the 
two  ill-omened  diamonds,  and,  whilst  preparations  ai'e 
being  made  for  his  daughter's  funeral  instead  of  her 
wedding,  he  gives  command  for  Eustem  to  be  carried 
into  his  palace,  who,  though  bleeding,  had  still  a  spark  of 
hfe. 

After  he  had  been  carried  to  bed,  the  first  object  that 
meets  his  eyes  is  Topaz  on  one  side  of  the  bed  of  death, 
and  Ebony  on  the  other.  His  surprise  gives  him  back  a 
little  strength : 

"  Ah !  cruel  men ! "  said  he,  "  Why  did  you  desert  me  ? 
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Percliance  the  Princess  might  yet  be  living,  if  you  had 
been  beside  unhappy  Bustem!  " 

^'  I  have  not  deserted  you  for  a  single  moment,"  said 
Topaz. 

"  I  have  been  constantly  beside  you,"  said  Ebony* 

*•  Ah !  What  is  it  you  say  ?  Why  mock  my  last  moments  ?  " 
— said  Eustem  in  a  feeble  voice. 

**  You  may  believe  'vhat  I  say,"  answered  Topaz ;  "  you 
know  that  I  never  approved  of  this  fatal  journey,  the 
dreadful  consequences  of  which  I  foresaw.  I  was  the 
eagle  which  fought  with  the  vulture,  and  was  despoiled 
of  its  feathers ;  I  was  the  elephant  which  carried  oft  the 
l>aggage,  in  order  to  force  you  to  return  to  your  own 
country;  I  was  the  striped  ass  which  tried  to  take  you 
back  against  your  will  to  your  father's  house ;  it  was  I  who 
led  your  horses  astray;  it  was  I  who  made  the  torrent 
which  hindered  your  passage ;  I  too  it  was  who  raised  up 
the  moimtain  which  shut  up  against  you  a  road  so  dis- 
astrous; I  was  the  physician  who  recommended  for  you 
your  native  air;  I  was  the  magpie  which  screamed  out 
to  you  not  to  fight — " 

"And  I,"  said  Ebony,  "  was  the  vulture  which  stripped 
the  eagle  of  its  feathers,  the  rhinocerous  which  charged  the 
elephant  a  hundred  times  with  its  horn,  the  boor  who  was 
beating  the  striped  ass,  the  merchant  who  gave  the  camels 
to  speed  you  to  your  destruction ;  I  it  was  who  built  the 
bridge  over  which  you  went ;  I  it  was  who  excavated  the 
tunnel  which  you  traversed ;  I  was  the  physician  who  en- 
couraged you  to  proceed,  the  raven  that  croaked  out  to  you 
to  fight—" 

' "  Alas !  remember  the  oracles,"  said  Topaz :   ***If  you 
go  to  the  east,  you  will  he  at  the  wed* " 

"  Yes,"  said  Ebony,  "  for  here  the  dead  are  buried  with 
faces  turned  to  the  west :  the  oracle  was  clear  enough,  how 
was  it  that  you  failed  to  understand  it  ?     You  have  pos- 
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sessed,  and  you  possessed  not ;  for  you  liad  the  diamond, 
but  it  was  a  false  one,  without  your  knowing  it.  You  are 
a  conqueror,  and  yet  you  die ;  you  are  Bustem,  and  are 
ceasing  to  be  he.    All  has  been  fulfilled." 

As  he  spoke  thus,  four  white  wings  covered  the  body  of 
Topaz,  and  four  black  wings  that  of  Ebony. 

"What do  I  see  ? "  cried  Rustem. 

Topaz  and  Ebony  answered  together: 

"  You  see  your  two  genii." 

"  O  sirs !  "  said  the  unhappy  Bustem,  **  ifrhat  reason  had 
you  for  meddling  in  my  affairs  ?  and  why  should  there  be 
two  genii  for  one  poor  man  ?  " 

"  It  is  the  law,"  said  Topaz ;  "  every  man  has  his  two 
genii.  It  was  Plato  who  first  said  it,  and  others  have 
repeated  it  after  him.  You  see  that  nothing  can  be  more 
true;  I,  who  am  now  speaking  to  you,  are  your  good 
genius,  and  my  charge  was  to  keep  watch  close  beside  you 
till  the  last  moment  of  your  life.  I  have  faithfully  acquitted 
myself  of  that  task." 

"  But,"  said  the  dying  man,  "  if  your  business  was  to 
serve  me,  I  must  be  of  a  nature  far  superior  to  your  own. 
How  then  do  you  dare  to  say  that  you  are  my  good  genius, 
when  you  have  suffered  me  to  be  deceived  in  everything 
that  I  have  undertaken,  leaving  me  at  last  to  die,  and  my 
mistress  too,  in  this  miserable  plight  ?  " 

**  Alas !  it  was  your  destiny,"  said  Topaz. 

"  If  itisdestiny  that  does  everything,"  continued  thedying 
man,  "what  is  the  good  of  havinga  genius  ?  Andyou,  Ebony, 
with  your  four  black  wings,  are,  I  suppose,  my  evil  genius  ?  " 

"  You  say  right,"  answered  Ebony. 

"  Were  you  then  the  evil  genius  of  my  princess  also  ?  " 

"  No,  she  had  one  of  her  own,  and  I  have  backed  him  up 
most  sucoessfxdly." 

"  Ah !  accursed  Ebony,  if  you  are  so  wicked,  you  cannot 
belong  to  the  same  master  as  Topaz ;  you  and  he  have 
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been  created  by  two  different  powers,  one  of  which  is  of  a 
good,  and  the  other  of  a  wiclfed  disposition." 

*'  That  does  not  necessarilj  follow,"  said  Ebonj,  "  but 
the  subject  is  one  of  great  difficulty." 

"It  is  impossible,"  pursued  Bustem,  ahnost  at  the  last 
gasp,  "  for  a  benerolent  Being  to  have  made  a  genius  so 
malign." 

*^  Possible,  or  impossible,"  replied  Ebony,  "  the  truth  is 
as  I  tell  you." 

**  Alas ! "  said  Topaz,  *'  my  poor  friend,  do  you  not  see 
that  this  Tillain  has  still  the  malice  to  make  you  argue,  in 
order  to  inflame  your  blood  and  hasten  the  hour  of  your 
death?" 

"  Gk> ;  I  am  hardly  better  {leased  with  you  than  with 
him,"  said  the  dejected  Bustem ;  "he  at  least  confesses  that 
he  wished  to  work  me  e^il,  whereas  you,  who  pretended  to 
protect  me,  have  done  me  no  good  service  whatever." 

**  I  am  very  sorry  for  it,"  said  the  good  genius. 

**  And  so  am  I,"  said  the  dying  man ;  "  There  is  some- 
thing at  the  bottom  of  all  this  that  I  do  not  understand." 

**  No  more  do  I,"  said  the  poor  genius. 

'<  I  shall  know  all  about  it  in  a  momait,"  said  Bustem. 

**  We  shall  see,"  said  Topaz. 

Thereupon  the  whole  scene  vanished  and  Bustem  found 
himself  once  more  in  his  father's  house,  which  he  had  never 
quitted,  and  in  his  bed,  wherein  he  had  been  asleep  for  an 
hour. 

He  awoke  with  a  start,  in  a  cold  sweat,  and  quite  bewil- 
dered ;  he  pinched  himself,  he  called,  he  cried  aloud»  and 
rang  his  bell.  His  servant  Topaz  quickly  made  his  appear- 
ance in  his  nightcap,  yawning  and  stretching  himself. 

**  Am  I  dead  or  am  laUve?  "  exclaimed  Bustem.  ^Will 
the  beautiful  Princess  of  Cashmere  ever  recover  ?  " 

''  Is  my  master  dreaming  ?  "  said  Topaz,  with  a  shrug  of 
the  shoulders. 
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**  Ah. ! "  cried  Bustem,  "  what  is  become  of  that  barba* 
rous  Ebony,  with  his  four  bikck  wings  ?  He  is  the  cause 
of  my  dying  a  death  so  cruel.'* 

"  My  lord,  I  left  him  snoring  upstairs.  Shall  I  tell  him 
to  come  down  ?  " 

'*  The  scoundrel !  He  has  been  tormenting  me  for  six 
months  without  intermission;  it  was  he  who  took  me  to 
that  fatal  fair  of  Oabul ;  it  was  he  who  stole  the  diamond 
which  the  Princess  had  given  me ;  he  alone  is  responsible 
for  my  journey,  the  death  of  my  Princess,  and  the  javelin 
wound  which  has  cut  me  off  in  the  prime  of  youth." 

"  Tou  need  not  distress  yourself,"  said  Topaz ;  "  you 
were  never  at  Oabul,  and  there  is  no  Princess  of  Cash- 
mere ;  her  father  has  never  had  any  children  except  two 
boys,  who  are  now  at  school.  You  have  never  had  a 
diamond;  the  Princess  cannot  be  dead,  since  she  never 
was  bom,  and  you  yourself  are  in  perfect  health." 

"  What !  Can  you  deny  that  you  saw  me  dying  in  the 
Prince  of  Cashmere's  bed  ?  Did  you  not  tell  me,  that  in 
order  to  guard  me  from  a  multitude  of  calamities,  you 
became  in  succession  an  eagle,  an  elephant,  a  striped  ass, 
a  physician,  and  a  magpie  P  " 

'*  My  lord,  you  have  dreamed  all  this.  Our  ideas  are  no 
more  subject  to  our  own  control  when  we  are  asleep  than 
when  we  are  awake.  It  is  the  will  of  Heaven  that  this 
train  of  thoughts  should  have  passed  through  your  mind, 
in  order  to  give  you,  as  it  would  seem,  some  instruction 
from  which  you  may  derive  profit" 

**You  are  trifling  with  me,"  replied  Bustem.  "How 
long  have  I  slept  ?  " 

"  My  lord,  you  have  not  been  asleep  more  than  an  hour." 

"What,  you  pestilent  prater!  Would  you  have  me 
believe  that  in  the  course  of  a  single  hour  I  could  have 
been  at  the  fair  of  Oabul  six  months  ago,  that  I  could  have 
returned  home,  have  taken  a  journey  to  Cashmere,  and 
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all  of  US  have  been  killed, — Bababou,  the  Princess,  and 
myself?" 

**  My  lord,  there  is  nothing  easier  or  more  a  matter  of 
course,  and  you  might  actually  have  travelled  all  round  the 
world,  and  met  with  many  more  adventures  than  you  have 
had,  in  much  less  time. 

''  Is  it  not  a  fact  that  you  can  read  in  the  course  of  an  hour 
the  summary  of  the  history  of  Persia,  written  by  Zoroaster  ? 
Yet  that  summary  embraces  eight  hundred  thousand  years. 
All  those  events  pass  before  your  eyes,  one  after  the  other, 
in  an  hour.  Then  you  must  admit  that  it  is  as  easy  for 
Brahma  to  compress  them  all  within  the  limits  of  an  hour 
as  to  extend  them  over  the  space  of  eight  hundred  thousand 
years ;  it  comes  to  very  much  the  same  thing.  Eepresent 
to  yourself  time  as  turning  on  a  wheel  the  diameter  of 
which  is  infinite  ;  under  this  immense  wheel  is  an  innume- 
rable multitude  of  other  wheels,  one  within  another ;  the 
central  wheel  is  invisible,  and  makes  an  infinite  num- 
ber of  turns  in  precisely  the  same  time  as  the  great  wheel 
takes  to  accomplish  a  single  revolution.  It  is  evident  that 
all  the  events  from  the  beginning  of  the  world  to  its  end 
might  take  plaoe,  one  after  the  other,  in  far  less  time  than 
the  hundred  thousandth  part  of  a  second,  and  it  may  even 
be  asserted  that  such  is  actually  the  case." 

"  I  understand  nothing  of  all  this,"  said  Bustem. 
"  I  have  a  parrot,"  said  Topaz,  which  will,  if  you  like, 
»  make  you  comprehend  it  all  without  any  difficulty.  It  wan 
I  hatched  some  time  before  the  Flood,  and  was  preserved  in 
^  the  Ark ;  it  has  seen  a  great  deal,  yet  it  is  no  more  than  a 
I  year  and  a  haK  old.  It  will  tell  you  its  history,  which  is 
I         extremely  interesting." 

I  **Qo,  make  haste  and  fetch  your  parrot,"  said  Rus- 

I        tern.     **  It  will  serve  to  amuse  me  imtil  I  can  fall  asleep 
[*        again." 
I  "  My  sister,  the  nun,  has  it,"  repUed  Topaz ;  "  I  will  go 
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and  fetch  it.  You  will  be  very  pleased  with  it,  I  think ; 
it  has  a  good  memoiy,  tells  its  story  simply,  without  try- 
ing to  show  off  its  wit  at  erery  turn,  and  witiiout  any  l)eat- 
ing  about  the  bush." 

**  So  much  the  better,"  said  Bustem ;  "  that  is  how  I  like 
to  hear  stories  told." 
The  parrot  was  brought  to  him  and  spoke  as  follows : 
[N.B.  Miss  Catherine  Yad^  has  never  been  able  to  find 
the  parrot's  history  among  the  papers  of  her  cousin,  the 
late  Anthony  Yad^  author  of  this  tale.  It  is  a  great  pity, 
considering  the  age  in  which  the  parrot  lived.] 
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TiTANY  trostwortbj  persons  have  seen  Jeannot  and 
^^•^  Colin  when  theywent  to  school  at  Issoire  in  AuTergne, 
a  town  &jnous  all  over  the  world  for  its  college  and  its 
kettles.  Jeannot  was  the  son  of  a  dealer  in  mules,  a  man 
of  considerable  reputation ;  Colin  owed  his  existence  to  a 
worthy  husbandman  who  dwelt  in  the  outskirts  of  the 
town,  and  cultiyated  his  farm  with  the  help  of  four  mules, 
and  who,  after  paying  tolls  and  tallage,  scutage  and  salt 
duty,  poundage,  poll-tax,  and  tithes,  did  not  find  himself 
particularly  well  off  at  the  end  of  the  year. 

Jeannot  and  Colin  were  very  handsome  lads  for  natives 
of  AuTergne ;  they  were  much  attached  to  each  other,  and 
had  little  secrets  together  and  private  understandings, 
such  as  old  comrades  always  recall  with  pleasure  when 
they  afterwards  meet  in  a  wider  world. 

Their  schooldays  were  drawing  near  their  end,  when  a 
tailor  one  day  brought  Jeannot  a  velvet  coat  of  three 
colours  with  a  waistcoat  of  Lyons  silk  to  match  in  excellent 
taste;  this  suit  of  clothes  was  accompanied  by  a  letter 
addressed  to  Monsieur  de  La  Jeannotiere.  Colin  admired 
the  coat,  and  was  not  at  all  jealous ;  but  Jeannot  assumed 
an  air  of  superiority  which  distressed  Colin.  From  that 
moment  Jeannot  paid  no  more  heed  to  his  lessons,  but  was 
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always  looking  at  bis  reflection  in  the  glass,  and  despised 
eyerybodj  but  himself.  Some  time  afterwards  a  footman 
arrived  post-haste,  bringing  a  second  letter,  addressed  this 
time  to  His  Lordship  the  Marquis  de  La  Jeannotiire ;  it 
contained  an  order  from  his  father  for  the  young  noble- 
man, his  son,  to  be  sent  to  Paris.  As  Jeannot  mounted 
the  chaise  to  drive  off,  he  stretched  out  his  hand  to  OoUb 
with  a  patronising  smile  befitting  his  rank.  Oolin  felt  his 
own  insignificance,  and  wept.  So  Jeannot  departed  in  all 
his  glory. 

Beaders  who  like  to  know  all  about  things  may  be  in- 
formed that  Monsieur  Jeannot,  the  father,  had  rapidly 
gained  immense  wealth  in  business.  You  ask  how  those 
great  fortunes  are  made?  It  all  depends  upon  luck. 
Monsieur  Jeannoti&re  had  a  comely  person,  and  so  had  his 
wife;  moreover  her  complexion  was  fresh  and  blooming. 
They  had  gone  to  Pkiris  to  prosecute  a  law-suit  which  was 
ruining  them,  when  Fortune,  who  lifts  up  and  casts  down 
human  beings  at  her  pleasure,  presented  them  with  on 
introduction  to  the  wife  of  an  army  hospital  contractor,  a 
man  of  great  talent,  who  could  boast  of  having  killed  more 
soldiers  in  one  year  than^the  cannon  had  destroyed  in  ten. 
Jeannot.  took  the  lady's  fancy,  and  Jeannot's  wife  capti- 
vated the  gentleman.  Jeannot  soon  became  a  partner 
in  the  business,  and  entered  into  other  speculations.  When 
one  is  in  the  current  of  th^  stream  it  is  only  necessary  to 
let  oneself  drift,  and  so  an  immense  fortune  may  some- 
times be  made  without  any  trouble.  The  beggars  who 
watch  you  from  the  bank,  as  you  glide  along  in  full  sail, 
open  their  eyes  in  astonishment ;  they  wonder  how  you 
have  managed  to  get  on ;  they  envy  you  at  all  events,  and 
write  pamphlets  against  you  which  you  never  read.  That 
was  what  happened  to  Jeannot  senior,  who  was  soon  styled 
Monsieur  de  La  Jeannotiere,  and,  after  buying  a  marqui- 
sate  at  the  end  of  six  months,  he  took  the  young  nobleman 
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his  son  away  from  school^  to  launch  him  into  the  fashion- 
able world  of  Paris. 

Colin,  always  affectionately  disposed,  wrote  a  kind  letter 
to  his  old  schoolfellow  in  order  to  offer  his  congratulations. 
The  little  marquis  sent  him  no  answer,  which  grieved 
Colin  sorely. 

The  first  thing  that  his  father  and  mother  did  for  the 
young  gentleman  was  to  get  him  a  tutor.  This  tutor,  who 
was  a  man  of  distinguished  manners  and  profound  igno- 
rance, could  teach  his  pupil  nothing.  The  marquis  wished 
his  son  to  learn  Latin,  but  the  marchioness  would  not  hear 
of  it.  They  consulted  the  opj^^n  of  a  certain  author  who 
lukd  obtained  considerable  celebrity  at  that  time  from  some 
popular  works  which  he  had  written.  He  was  invited  to 
dinner,  and  the  master  of  the  house  b^an  by  saying : 

**  Sir,  as  you  know  Latin,  and  are  conversant  with  the 
manners  of  the  Court " 

"  I,  sir !  Latin !  I  don't  know  a  word  of  it,"  answered 
the  man  of  wit ;  '*  and  it  is  just  as  well  for  me  that  I  don't, 
for  one  can  speak  one's  own  language  better,  when  the 
attention  is  not  divided  between  it  and  foreign  tongues. 
Look  at  all  our  ladies ;  they  are  far  more  charming  in  con- 
versation than  men,  their  letters  are  written  with  a  hun* 
dred  times  more  grace  of  expression.  They  owe  that 
superiority  over  us  to  nothing  else  but  their  ignorance  of 
Latin." 

"  There  now  !  Was  I  not  right  ?  "  said  the  lady.  «I  want  ^ 
my  son  to  be  a  man  of  wit,  and  to  make  way  in  the  world- 
You  see  that  if  he  were  to  learn  Latin,  it  would  be  his 
ruin.  Tell  me,  if  you  please,  are  plays  and  operas  per- 
formed in  Latin  ?  Are  the  proceedings  in  court  conducted 
in  Latin,  when  one  has  a  lawsuit  on  hand  ?  Do  people 
make  love  in  Latin  ?  " 

The  marquis,  confounded  by  these  arguments,  passed 
sentence,  and  it  was  decided  that  the  young  nobleman 
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should  not  waste  his  time  in  studying  Cicero,  Horace,  and 
Virgn. 

''  But  what  is  he  to  learn  then  P  For  still,  I  suppose,  he 
will  have  to  know  something.  Might  he  not  be  taught  a 
little  geography  ?** 

**  What  good  will  that  do  him? "  answered  the  tutor. 
"  When  my  lord  marquis  goes  to  visit  his  coiintry  seat, 
will  not  his  postillions  know  the  roads  P  There  will  be  no 
fear  of  their  going  astray.  One  does  not  want  a  sextant  in 
order  to  travel,  and  it  is  quite  possible  to  make  a  journey 
between  Paris  and  Auvergne  without  knowii^  anything 
^  about  the  latitude  and  longitude  of  either." 

"Very  true,"  replied  the  father;  "but  I  have  heard 
people  speak  of  a  noble  science,  which  is,  I  think,  called 
astronomy'' 

"Bless  my  soul!"  rejoined  the  tutor,  "Do  we  regu- 
late our  behaviour  in  this  world  by  the  stars  P  Why  should 
my  lord  marquis  wear  himself  out  in  calculating  an  eclipse, 
when  he  will  find  it  predicted  correctly  to  a  second  in  the 
almanac,  which  will  moreover  inform  him  of  all  the  movable 
feasts,  the  age  of  the  moon,  and  that  of  all  the  princesses 
iaEun^P" 

The  marchioness  was  quite  of  the  tutor's  opinion,  the 
little  marquis  was  in  a  state  of  the  highest  delight,  and  his 
father  was  very  undecided. 

"  What  then  is  my  son  to  be  taught  P  "  said  he. 

"  To  make  himself  agreeable,"  answered  the  friend  whom 
they  had  consulted ;  "  for,  if  he  knows  the  way  to  please, 
he  will  know  everything  worth  knowing ;  it  is  an  art  which 
he  will  learn  from  her  ladyship,  his  mother,  without  the 
least  trouble  to  either  of  them." 

The  marchioness,  at  these  words,  smiled  graciously  upon 
the  courtly  ignoramus,  and  said : 

"  It  is  easy  to  see,  sir,  that  you  are  a  most  accomplished 
gentleman ;  my  son  will  owe  all  his  education  to  you.    I 
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imagine,  however,  that  it  will  not  be  a  bad  thing  for  him 
to  know  a  little  history." 

"Nay,  madam, — ^what  good  would  that  do  him?"  he 
answered.  "Assuredly  the  only  entertaining  and  useful 
history  is  that  of  the  passing  hour.  All  ancient  histories, 
as  one  of  our  clever  writers  ^  has  observed,  are  admitted  to 
be  nothing  but  fables ;  and  for  us  modems  it  is  an  inex- 
tricable chaos.  What  does  it  matter  to  the  young  gentle- 
man, your  son,  if  Charlemagne  instituted  the  twelve 
Paladins  of  France,  or  if  his  successor  ^  had  an  impediment 
in  his  speech  ?  " 

"  Nothing  was  ever  said  more  wisely ! "  exclaimed  the 
tutor.  "The  minds  of  children  are  smothered  under  a 
mass  of  useless  knowledge ;  but  of  all  sciences  that  which 
seems  to  me  the  most  absurd,  and  the  one  best  adapted  to 
extinguish  every  spark  of  genius,  is  geometry.  That 
ridiculous  science  is  concerned  with  surfaces,  lines,  and 
points  which  have  no  existence  in  nature.  In  imagination 
a  hundred  thousand  curved  lines  may  be  made  to  pass 
between  a  circle  and  a  stra^ht  line  which  touches  it, 
although  in  reality  you  could  not  insert  so  much  as  a  straw. 
G^metry,  indeed,  is  nothing  more  than  a  bad  joke." 

The  marquis  and  his  lady  did  not  understand  much  of 
the  meaning  o4  what  the  tutor  was  saying ;  but  they  were 
quite  of  his  way  of  thinking. 

"  A  nobleman  like  his  lordship,"  he  continued,  "  should 
not  dry  up  his  brain  with  such  unprofitable  studies.  If, 
some  day,  he  should  require  one  of  those  sublime  geome- 
tricians to  draw  a  plan  of  his  estates,  he  can  have  them 
measured  for  his  money.  If  he  should  wish  to  trace  out 
the  antiquity  of  his  lineage,  which  goes  back  to  the  most 
remote  a^s,  all  he  will  have  to  do  will  be  to  send  for  some 

*  Bernard  Fontenelle,  who  died  in  the  year  1757. 
^  Louis  le  Begne,  t.e.  the  Stammerer^  was  third  in  succession 
from  Cliarlemagne. 
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learned  Benedictine.  It  is  the  same  with  all  the  other  arts. 
A  young  lord  bom  \inder  a  lucky  star  is  neither  a  painter, 
nor  a  musician,  nor  an  architect,  nor  a  sculptor;  but  he 
may  make  all  these  arts  flourish  by  encouraging  them  with 
his  generis  approval.  Doubtless  it  is  much  better  to 
patronise  than  to  practise  them.  It  will  be  quite  enough  if 
my  lord  the  yoimg  nuirquis  has  taste;  it  is  th^  part  of 
artists  to  work  for  him,  and  thus  there  is  a  great  deal  of 
truth  in  the  remark  that  people  of  quality  (that  is  if  they 
are  very  rich)  know  everything  without  learning  anything, 
because,  in  point  of  fact  and  in  the  long  run,  they  are 
masters  of  all  the  knowledge  which  they  can  command  and 
pay  for." 

The  agreeable  ignoramus  then  took  part  again  in  the 
conversation,  and  said : 

"  You  have  well  remarked,  madam,  that  the  great  end  of 
man's  existence  is  to  succeed  in  society.  Is  it,  forsooth, 
any  aid  to  the  attainment  of  this  success  to  have  devoted 
oneself  to  the  sciences  ?  Does  anyone  ever  think  in  select 
company  of  talking  about  geometry?  Is  a  well-bred 
gentleman  ever  asked  what  star  rises  to-day  with  the  sun  ? 
Does  anyone  at  the  supper  table  ever  want  to  know  if 
Clodion  the  Long  Haired  crossed  the  Ehine  ?  " 

"  No,  indeed !  "  exclaimed  the  Marchioiiess  de  la  Jean- 
notiere,  whose  charms  had  been  her  passport  into  the  world 
of  fashion ;  "  and  my  son  must  not  stifle  his  genius  by 
studying  all  that  trash.  But,  after  all,  what  is  he  to  be 
taught  ?  For  it  is  a  good  thing  that  a  young  lord  should 
be  able  to  shine  when  occasion  offers,  as  my  noble  husband 
has  said.  I  remember  once  hearing  an  abbe  remark  that 
the  most  entertaining  science  was  something  the  name  of 
which  I  have  forgotten — it  begins  with  a  5." 

**  With  a  B,  madam  ?     It  was  not  botany,  was  it  ?  " 

**  No,  it  certainly  was  not  botany  that  he  mentioned ;  it 
began,  as  I  tell  jrn,  with  a  B,  and  ended  in  onry.** 
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"Ah,  madam,  I  understand! — It  was  blazonry  or 
heraldry.  That  is  indeed  a  most  profound  science ;  but  it 
has  ceased  to  be  fashionable  since  the  custom  has  died  out 
of  haying  one's  coat  of  arms  painted  on  the  caniage  doors ; 
it  was  the  most  useful  thing  imaginable  in  a  well-ordered 
State.  Besides,  that  line  of  study  would  be  endless,  for  at 
the  present  day  there  is  not  a  barber  who  is  without  his 
armorial  bearings,  and  you  know  that  whatever  becomes 
common  loses  its  attraction." 

Finally,  after  all  the  pros  and  cons  of  the  different 
sciences  had  been  examined  and  discussed,  it  was  decided 
that  the  young  marquis  should  learn  dancing. 

Dame  Nature,  who  disposes  everything  at  her  own  will 
and  pleasure,  had  given  him  a  talent  which  soon  developed 
itself  with  prodigious  success ;  it  was  that  of  singing  street 
ballads  in  a  charming  style.  His  youthful  grace  accom- 
panying this  superlatire  gift,  caused  him  to  be  regarded  as 
a  young  man  of  the  highest  promise.  He  was  a  favourite 
with  the  ladies,  and,  having  his  head  crammed  with  songs, 
hie  had  no  lack  of  mistresses  to  whom  to  address  his 
verses.  He  stole  the  line — **  Bacchus  with  the  Loves  at 
play  " — ^from  one  ballad,  and  made  it  rhyme  with — "  night 
and  day  " — taken  out  of  another,  while  a  third  furnished 
him  with  "  charms "  and  ''  alarms."  But  inasmuch  as 
there  were  always  some  feet  more  or  less  than  were  wanted 
in  his  verses,  he  had  them  corrected  at  the  rate  of  twenty 
sovereigns  a  song.  And  "  The  Literary  Year  "  placed  him 
in  the  same  rank  with  such  sonneteers  as  La  Tare,  Chaulieu, 
Hamilton,  Sarrasin,  and  Yoiture. 

Her  ladyship  the  marchioness  then  believed  that  she 
was  indeed  the  mother  of  ac  genius,  and  gave  a  supper  to 
all  the  wits  of  Paris.  The  young  man's  head  was  soon 
turned  upside  down,  he  acquired  the  art  of  talking  without 
knowing  the  meaning  of  what  he  said,  and  perfected  himself 
in  the  habit  of  being  fit  for  nothing.    When  his  father  saw 
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film  80  eloquent,  he  keenly  regretted  that  he  had  not  had 
him  taught  Latin,  or  he  would  hare  purchased  some  high 
appointment  for  him  in  the  Law.  His  mother,  who  was  of 
more  heroic  sentiments,  took  upon  herself  to  solicit  a 
regiment  for  her  son ;  in  the  meantime  he  made  love, — 
and  love  is  sometimes  more  expensive  than  a  re^ment 
He  squandered  his  money  freely,  while  his  parents  drained 
their  purses  and  credit  to  a  lower  and  lower  ebb  by  living 
in  the  grandest  style. 

A  young  widow  of  good  position  in  their  neighbourhood, 
who  had  only  a  moderate  income,  was  well  enough  dis- 
posed to  make  some  effort  to  prevent  the  great  wealth  of 
the  Marquis  and  Marchioness  de  La  Jeannoti^re  from 
going  altogether,  by  marrying  the  young  marquis  and  so 
appropriating  what  remained.  She  enticed  him  to  her 
house,  let  him  make  love  to  her,  allowed  him  to  see  that 
she  was  not  quite  indifferent  to  him,  led  him  oi^by  degrees, 
enchanted  him,  and  made  him  her  devoted  slave  without 
the  least  difficulty.  She  would  give  him  at  one  time  com- 
mendation and  at  another  time  counsel ;  she  became  his 
father  and  mother's  best  friend.  An  old  neighbour  pro- 
posed marriage;  the  parents,  dazzled  with  the  splendour 
of  the  alliance,  joyfully  fell  in  with  the  scheme,  and  gave 
their  only  son  to  their  most  intimate  lady  friend.  The 
young  marquis  was  thus  about  to  wed  a  woman  whom  he 
adored,  and  by  whom  he  was  beloved  in  return.  The 
friends  of  the  family  congratulated  him,  the  mar- 
riage settlement  was  on  the  point  of  being  signed,  the 
bridal  dress  and  the  epithalamium  were  both  well  under 
way. 

One  morning  our  young  gentleman  was  on  his  knees 
before  the  charmer  whom  fond  affection  and  esteem  were 
sc  soon  to  make  his  own ;  they  were  tasting  in  animated 
and  tender  converse  the  first  fruits  of  future  happiness ; 
they  were  settling  how  they  should  lead  a  life  of  perfect 
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bliss,  when  one  of  his  lady  mother's  footmen  presented 
himself,  scaled  out  of  his  wits. 

'*  Here's  fine  news  which  maj  surprise  jou ! "  said  he ; 
"  the  bailiffs  are  in  the  house  of  mj  lord  and  lady,  remov- 
ing the  furniture.  All  has  been  seized  by  the  creditors. 
They  talk  of  personal  arrest,  and  I  am  going  to  do  what  I 
can  to  get  my  wages  paid." 

''Let  us  see  what  has  happened,"  said  the  marquis, 
''and  discover  the  meaning  of  all  this." 

"  Yes,"  said  the  widow,  "  go  and  punish  those  rascals — 
go,  quick ! " 

He  hurried  homewards,  he  arrived  at  the  house,  his  father 
was  already  in  prison,  all  the  servants  had  fled,  eachin  adif- 
f  erent  direction,  carrying  off  whatever  they  could  lay  their 
hands  upon.  His  mother  was  alone,  helpless,  forlorn,  and 
bathed  in  tears ;  she  had  nothing  left  her  but  the  remem- 
brance of  her  former  prosperity,  her  beauty,  her  f&vlts, 
and  her  foolish  extravagance. 

After  the  son  had  condoled  with  his  mother  for  a  long 
time,  he  said  at  last : 

"  Let  us  not  despair ;  this  young  widow  loves  me  to  dis- 
traction ;  she  is  even  more  generous  than  she  is  wealthy,  I 
can  assure  you,  I  will  fly  to  her  for  succour,  and  bring  her 
to  you." 

So  he  returns  to  his  mistress,  and  finds  her  conversing  in 
private  with  a  fascinating  young  officer. 

"What!  Isthatyou,  my  lorddeLa  Jeannotifere?  What 
business  have  you  with  me?  How  can  you  leave  your 
mother  by  herself  in  this  way  ?  Go,  and  stay  with  the 
poor  woman,  and  tell  her  that  she  shall  always  have  my 
good  wishes.  I  am  in  want  of  a  waiting-woman  now,  and 
will  gladly  give  her  the  preference." 

"  My  lad,"  said  the  officer,  "you  seem  pretty  tall  and 
straight ;  if  you  would  like  to  enter  my  company,  I  will 
make  it  worth  your  while  to  enlist." 
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The  marquis,  stupefied  with  astonishment,  and  secretly 
enraged,  went  off  in  search  of  his  former  tutor,  confided  to 
him  all  his  troubles,  and  asked  his  advice.  He  proposed 
that  he  should  become,  like  himself,  a  tutor  of  the  young. 

"  Alas !  I  know  nothing ;  you  have  taught  me  nothing 
whatever,  and  you  are  the  primary  cause  of  all  my  unhap- 
piness."    And  as  he  spoke  he  began  to  sob. 

"Write  novels,"  said  a  wit  who  was  present;  "  it  is  an 
excellent  resource  to  fall  back  upon  at  Paris." 

The  young  man,  in  more  desperate  straits  than  ever, 
hastened  to  the  house  of  his  mother's  father-confessor ;  he 
was  a  Theatine  monk  of  the  very  highest  reputation,  who 
directed  the  souls  of  none  but  ladies  of  the  first  rank  in 
society.  As  soon  as  he  saw  him,  the  reverend  gentleman 
rushed  to  meet  him. 

"  Gk)od  gracious  !  My  lord  Marquis,  where  is  your  car- 
riage ?    How  is  your  honoured  mother,  the  Marchioness  ?  " 

The  unfortunate  young  fellow  related  the  disaster  that 
had  befallen  his  family.  As  he  explained  the  matter 
further  the  Theatine^  assumed  a  graver  air,  one  of  less 
concern  and  more  self-importance. 

**  My  son,  herein  you  may  see  the  hand  of  Providence ; 
riches  serve  only  to  corrupt  the  heart.  The  Almighty  has 
shown  special  favour  then  to  your  mother  in  reducing  her 
to  beggary.  Yes,  sir,  so  much  the  better! — she  is  now 
sure  of  her  salvation." 

"  But,  father,  in  the  meantime  are  there  no  means  of 
obtaining  some  succour  in  this  world  ?  " 

"  Farewell,  my  son !  There  is  a  lady  of  the  Court  wait- 
ing for  me." 

The  marquis  felt  ready  to  faint.  He  was  treated  after 
much  the  same  manner  by  all  his  friends,  and  learned  to 
know  the  world  better  in  half  a  day  than  in  all  the  rest  of 
his  life. 

^  See  p.  900,  note  1. 
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As  he  was  plunged  in  oyerwhelming  despair,  he  saw  an 
old-fashioned  trayelling  chaise,  more  like  a  covered  tnmbril 
than  anything  else,  and  furnished  with  leather  curtains, 
followed  by  four  enormous  wi^gons  all  heavily  laden.  In 
the  chaise  was  a  young  man  in  rustic  attire ;  his  round  and 
rubicund  face  had  an  air  of  kindness  and  good  temper. 
His  little  wife,  whose  sunburnt  countenance  had  a 
pleasing  if  not  a  refined  expression,  was  jolted  about  as 
she  sat  beside  him.  The  vehicle  did  not  go  quite  so  fast 
as  a  dandy's  chariot,  the  traveller  had  plenty  of  time  to 
look  at  the  marquis,  as  he  stood  motionless,  absorbed  in 
his  grief. 

''  Oh !  good  Heavens ! "  he  exclaimed ;  "  I  believe  that 
is  Jeannot  there ! " 

Hearing  that  name  the  marquis  raised  his  eyes, — ^the 
chaise  stopped. 

"  *Tis  Jeannot  himself !    Yes,  it  is  Jeannot ! " 

The  plump  little  man  with  one  leap  sprang  to  the 
ground,  and  ran  to  embrace  his  old  companion.  Jeannot 
recognised  Oolin ;  signs  of  sorrow  and  shame  covered  his 
countenance. 

**  You  have  forsaken  your  old  friend,"  said  Colin ;  "  but 
be  you  as  grand  a  lord  as  you  Uke,  I  shall  never  cease  to 
love  you.** 

Jeannot,  confounded  and  cut  to  the  heart,  told  him  with 
sobs  something  of  his  history. 

"  Gome  into  the  inn  where  I  am  lodging,  and  tell  me  the 
rest,'*  said  Oolin ;  "  kiss  my  little  wife,  and  let  us  go  and 
dine  together." 

They  went,  all  three  of  them,  on  foot,  and  the  baggage 
followed. 

"  What  in  the  world  is  all  this  paraphernalia  P  Does  it 
belong  to  you?** 

"  Yes,  it  is  all  mine  and  my  wife's,  we  are  just  come 
from  the  country.    I  am  at  the  head  of  a  large  tin,  iron. 
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and  copper  f actoiy,  and  liave  married  the  daughter  of  a^ 
rich  tradesman  and  general  provider  of  all  useful  com- 
modities for  great  folks  and  small.  We  work  hard,  and 
God  gives  us  his  blessing.  We  are  satisfied  with  our  con- 
dition in  life,  and  are  quite  happy.  We  will  help  our 
friend  Jeannot — Give  up  being  a  marquis ;  all  the  gran- 
deur in  the  world  is  not  equal  in  value  to  a  good  friend. 
Tou  will  return  with  me  into  the  country ;  I  will  teach  you 
my  trade,  it  is  not  a  dif&cult  one  to  learn ;  I  will  give  you 
a  share  in  the  business,  and  we  will  live  together  with  light 
hearts  in  that  comer  of  the  earth  where  we  were  bom." 

Jeannot,  overcome  by  this  kindness,  felt  himself  divided 
between  sorrow  and  joy,  tenderness  and  shame ;  and  he 
said  within  himself : 

**  All  my  fashionable  friends  have  proved  false  to  me,  and 
Colin,  whom  I  despised,  is  the  only  one  who  comes  to  my 
succour.    What  a  lesson ! " 

Golin's  generosity  developed  in  Jeannot's  heart  the  germ 
of  that  good  disposition  which  the  world  had  not  yet 
choked.  He  felt  that  he  could  not  desert  his  father  and 
mother. 

"  We  will  take  care  of  your  mother,"  said  Colin ;  "  and 
as  for  the  good  man  your  father,  who  is  in  prison, — I' 
know  something  of  business  matters, — ^his  creditors,  when 
they  see  that  he  has  nothing  more,  will  agree  to  a  moderate 
composition.     I  will  see  to  all  that  myself." 

Colin  was  as  good  as  his  word,  and  succeeded  in  effecting 
the  Other's  release  from  prison.  Jeannot  returned  to  his  old 
home  with  his  parents,  who  resumed  their  former  occupa- 
tion. He  married  Colin's  sister,  who,  being  like  her  brother 
in  disposition,  rendered  her  husband  very  happy.  And  so 
Jeannot  the  father,  and  Jeannotte  the  mother,  and  Jeannot 
the  son  came  to  see  that  vanity  is  no  true  source  of 
happiness. 
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k  TRUE  STORY,  AS  FOUND  AMONG  THE  MANU- 
SCRIPTS OP  FATHER  QUESNEL/ 

(1767.) 
CHAPTER  I. 

DE8CBIBES   HOW   THE   PSIOB   OF  OUR  LADT  OF  THE  HOUK- 
TAIN   AND    HIS   SISTER   FELL   IN   WITH  A   HURON. 

/^NE  day  Saint  Dunstan,  an  Irishman  bj.nationalitj '  and 
^^  a  saint  by  profession,  left  Ireland  on  a  small  monntaiji, 
which  was  wafted  towards  the  French  coast,  and  arrived  by 
that  mode  of  convey ance  in  the  Bay  of  St.  Malo.  As  soon 
as  he  had  landed,  he  bestowed  his  benediction  upon  the 
mountain,  which  made  a  profoimd  courtesy,  and  then 
returned  to  Ireland  by  the  same  way  as  it  had  come. 

Dunstan  founded  a  little  priory  in  that  neighbourhood, 
and  gave  it  the  name  of  the  Priory  of  the  Mountain,  which 
it  still  bears,  as  everybody  knows. 

On  the  evening  of  the  fifteenth  day  of  July,  in  the  year 
1689,  the  Abbe  de  Kerkabon,  Prior  of  Our  Lady  of  the 
Mountain,  was  walking  on  the  sea  shore  with  Mademoiselle 

^  Tlie  Father  Qaesnel  to  whom  Voltaire  attributes  **L'Ing^nu" 
was  the  Jansenist  anthor  of  "  Reflexions  morales,"  condemned  by  a 
Papal  bull. 

'  The  historical  St.  Danstan  was  an  Englishman,  bom  at  or  near 
(ilastonbury  in  Somersetshire,  925  A.D. 

c  c 
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de  Eerkalx>n,  his  sister,  to  take  the  air.  The  Prior,  already 
a  little  advanced  in  years,  was  a  very  good  clei^yman, 
beloved  by  his  neighbours  as  he  had  formerly  been  by  their 
wives.  What  had  established  his  high  reputation  more  than 
anything  else  was  the  fact  that  he  was  the  only  beneficed 
divine  of  that  part  of  the  country  who  did  not  require  to 
be  carried  to  bed,  after  suppii^  with  his  brethren  of  the 
cloth.  He  had  a  very  decent  knowledge  of  theology; 
atid,  when  he  was  tired  of  reading  St.  Augustine,  he  enter- 
tained himself  with  Babelais ;  moreover,  nobody  had  an  ill 
word  to  say  of  him. 

Mademoiselle  de  Kerkabon,  who  had  never  been  married, 
though  that  was  not  for  want  of  wishing  it,  had  preserved 
the  freshness  of  her  complexion  to  the  age  of  five  and  forty 
years.  Her  character  was  benevolent  and  sympathetic; 
she  was  fond  of  pleasure,  no  less  than  of  devotion. 

ThePrior,  as  he  cast  his  eyes  over  the  sea,  said  to  his  sister : 

"  AJas,  it  was  here  that  our  poor  brother  embarked  with 
our  dear  sister-in-law,  Madame  de  Kerkabon  his  wife,  on 
board  the  *  Swallow '  frigate  in  1669,  to  go  and  serve  in 
Canada.  If  he  had  not  been  killed,  we  might  be  hoping  to 
see  him  again." 

**Do  you  believe,"  said  Mademoiselle  de  Kerkabon, 
"  that  our  sister-in-law  was  devoured  by  Iroquois  Indians, 
as  we  have  heard  ?  " 

"  It  is  quite  certain  that  if  she  had  not  been  eaten  up, 
she  would  have  returned  home.  I  shall  mourn  for  her  all 
my  life — she  was  a  charming  woman;  and  our  brother, 
who  was  remarkably  clever,  would  assuredly  have  risen  to 
a  high  position." 

As  both  of  them  were  melted  to  tears  at  these  tender 
recollections,  they  saw  a  small  vessel  enter  the  mouth  of 
the  Sance  with  the  tide ;  it  contained  some  Englishmen 
who  had  come  to  sell  certain  produce  of  their  country. 
They  leapt  ashore,  without  taking  any  notice  of  tTie  Prior 
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6r  his  sister,  who  was  much  shocked  at  this  want  of  atten- 
tion to  herself. 

This  was  not  the  case,  however,  with  a  very  handsome 
young  man,  who  sprang  forward  ahead  of  his  companions, 
and  found  himself  face  to  face  with  the  lady.  He  saluted 
her  with  an  inclination  of  the  head,  not  being  accustomed 
to  making  a  bow.  His  figure  and  clothing  attracted  the 
notice  of  the  brother  and  sister.  His  head  and  his  legs 
were  bare,  his  feet  were  shod  with  low  sandals,  and  down 
his  neck  hung  plaits  of  long  hair;  a  tight-fitting  jerkin 
showed  off  to  advantage  his  slim  and  lithe  figure.  He  had 
a  martial  mien,  but  not  without  a  touch  of  mildness.  He 
held  in  one  hand  a  small  flask  of  Barbadoes  water,^  and  in 
the  other  a  sort  of  bag  in  which  he  carried  a  goblet  and 
some  excellent  sea  biscuit.  He  spoke  French  very  intelli- 
gibly, and  offered  his  Barbadoes  water  to  Mademoiselle 
de  Kerkabon  and  her  brother ;  he  drank  some  of  it  with 
them,  he  invited  them  to  drink  again,  and  all  with  an  air  so 
simple  and  natural,  that  both  brother  and  sister  were 
delighted  with  him.  They  asked  how  they  could  serve 
him,  who  he  was,  and  where  he  was  going.  The  young 
man  answered  them  that  he  had  no  idea,  that  he  was  inquisi- 
tive and  wished  to  see  what  the  shores  of  France  were  like, 
so  he  had  come  and  was  going  to  return. 

His  Beverence  the  Prior,  judging  from  his  accent  that 
he  was  not  an  Englishman,  took  the  liberty  of  inquiring  to 
what  country  he  belonged. 

"  I  am  a  Huron,"  replied  the  young  man. 

Mademoiselle  de  Kerkabon,  surprised  and  enchanted  to 
see  a  Huron  with  such  polite  manners,  invited  the  young 
fellow  to  supper ;  he  did  not  require  to  be  asked  twice,  and 
all  three  went  together  to  the  Priory  of  Our  Lady  of  the 
the  Mountain. 

'  A  kind  of  nun. 
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The  plump  little  woman  gazed  at  the  stranger  with  2AI 
her  eyes,  which  were  not  very  large  even  when  wide  open, 
and  whispered  to  the  Prior  every  now  and  again : 

"  This  tall  lad  beside  us  has  a  colour  like  that  of  the 
lily  and  the  rose ! — What  a  fair  skin  he  has  for  a  Huron ! " 

"  Very  true,  sister,"  said  the  Prior. 

She  showered  a  hundred  questions  upon  the  traveller  in 
quick  succession,  and  he  always  answered  her  with  great 
good  sense. 

The  rumour  soon  spread  that  tliere  was  a  Huron  staying 
at  the  Priory.  Those  who  belonged  to  the  best  society  in 
the  neighbourhood  were  eager  to  go  and  sup  there.  The 
Abb^  de  Saint- Yves  came  with  his  sister,  a  beauty  of 
Lower  Brittany,  young  and  very  well  educated.  The  mi^s* 
trate  of  the  district,  the  receiver  of  taxes,  and  their  wives 
were  also  at  supper.  The  stranger  was  placed  between 
Mademoiselle  de  Kerkabon  and  Mademoiselle  de  Saint- 
Yves.  Everybody  looked  at  him  with  admiration,  every- 
body spoke  to  him  and  questioned  him  at  once ;  but  the 
Huron  was  not  in  the  least  disconcerted,  it  seemed  as  if  he 
had  taken  for  his  motto  that  of  Lord  Bolingbroke :  NU 
admirari,^  But  at  last,  unable  to  stand  so  much  noise, 
he  said  with  a  good  natured  smile,  but  also  with  some 
decision : 

**  Gentlemen,  in  my  country  we  are  in  the  habit  of  speak- 
ing one  after  another ;  how  do  you  expect  me  to  answer 
you,  when  you  prevent  me  from  hearing  what  you  say  ?  " 
The  voice  of  reason  always  brings  people  to  their  senses  at 
least  for  some  moments,  and  a  dead  silence  ensued.  The 
magistrate,  who  always  regarded  strangers  as  his  peculiar 
property,  in  whatever  house  he  happened  to  find  himself, 
and  who  was  famous  as  an  interrogator  all  over  the  pro- 
vince, opened  his  mouth  about  half  a  foot  wide  and  said : 

'  Originally  a  maxini  of  the  Stoics — '*  to  let  nothing  disturb  one's 
equanimity.'*    See  Horace's  Epistles,  i.  6,  1. 
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•"  What  is  your  name,  sir  ? '* 

"  I  have  always  been  called  '  the  Unsophistocated  Child 
of  Nature,' "  answered  the  Huron,  "  and  this  name  of  mine 
was  ratified  in  England,  because  I  always  say  what  I  think 
in  the  most  artless  manner,  and  do  whateyer  I  like." 

"  Being  bom  a  Huron,  how,  sir,  did  you  manage  to  get 
to  England?" 

**  Because  I  was  taken  there ;  I  was  made  prisoner  by 
the  English  in  a  battle,  after  having  defended  myself 
pretty  stoutly ;  and  the  English,  who  love  bravery,  because 
they  are  brave  themselves  and  as  honourable  as  we  are, 
having  proposed  to  restore  me  to  my  kinsfolk  or  to  take 
me  with  them  to  England,  I  accepted  the  latter  offer, 
liecause  from  my  natural  disposition  I  am  passionately  fond 
of  seeing  new  countries." 

*'But,  sir,"  said  the  magistrate,  in  his  most  imposing 
tone,  "  how  could  you  desert  your  father  and  mother  in 
that  way  *r  " 

"  Because  neither  father  nor  mother  were  ever  known  to 
me/'  said  the  stranger. 

The  company  were  moved  with  compassion,  and  every- 
body repeated : 

"  Neither  father  nor  mother !  " 

**  We  will  supply  their  place,"  said  the  mistress  of  the 
house  to  her  brother  the  Prior.  "  How  interesting  this 
Huron  gentleman  is,  to  be  sure ! " 

The  Unsophisticated  thanked  her  with  generous  cordi- 
ality, and  gave  her  to  understand  that  he  needed  nothing. 

"  I  perceive,  Mr.  Unsophisticated,"  said  the  grave  magis- 
trate, **  that  your  French  is  better  than  could  be  expected 
from  a  Huron." 

"  A  Frenchman,"  he  replied,  "  whom  we  had  captured, 
and  with  whom  I  formed  a  warm  friendship,  taught  me 
his  language  when  I  was  very  young,  in  my  own  couutry  ; 
I  learn  very  quickly  what  I  wish  to  learn.    On  arriving  at 
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Plymouth,  I  met  with  one  of  your  French  refugees,  whom 
you  call  Huguenots,  why  I  know  not.  Under  his  instruc- 
tion I  made  further  progress  in  the  knowledge  of  your 
tongue ;  and,  now  that  I  can  express  myself  intelligibly,  I 
am  come  to  see  your  country,  for  I  like  French  people  very 
much — when  they  don't  ask  too  many  questions.*' 

The  Abb^  de  Saint-Yves,  in  spite  of  this  little  hint, 
inquired  which  of  the  three  languages  he  liked  best,  his 
own  natiye  tongue,  English,  or  French. 
.    "  My  own,  undoubtedly,"  answered  the  Child  of  Nature. 

*'  Is  it  possible  ?  "  exclaimed  Mademoiselle  de  Kerkabon. 
'*  I  always  thought  that  French  was  the  most  beautiful  of 
all  languages,  next  to  that  of  Lower  Brittany." 

Then  a  rivalry  arose  as  to  who  should  ask  the  Un- 
sophisticated how  the  Hurons  called  different  things,  such 
as  what  name  they  gave  to  "tobacco,"  to  which  he  answered 
taya;^  how  they  expressed  "to  eat,"  and  he  answered 
essenten.  Mademoiselle  de  Kerkabon  insisted  upon  know- 
ing what  they  said  f  or  "  to  make  love ; "  he  replied  trovander, 
and.jnaintained,  not  without  some  show  of  reason,  that 
those  words  were  quite  as  good  as  their  French  and  English 
equivalents.  Trovander  especially  seemed  to  all  the  company 
a  very  pretty  expression. 

The  Prior,  who  had  in  his  library  a  Huron  grammar, 
which  had  been  given  him  by  the  Reverend  Father  Sagar 
Thcodat  of  the  Keformed  Franciscans,  the  famous  mis- 
sionary, left  the  table  for  a  moment  in  order  to  go  and 
consult  it.  He  returned  quite  out  of  breath  with  tender  and 
joyful  emotion;  he  acknowledged  the  Unsophisticated  as  a 
genuine  Huron.  A  short  discussion  next  arose  on  the  mul- 
tiplicity of  languages,  and  there  was  a  general  agreement 
that,  had  it  not  been  for  what  happened  at  the  Tower  of 
Babel,  all  the  world  would  have  spoken  French. 

The  question-loving  magistrate,  who  had  hitherto  shown 
^  TliiRLand  those  that  follow  are  genuine  Indian  words. 
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some  distrust  of  the  stranger,  now  began  to  feel  towards 
Hm  a  profound  respect,  and  addressed  him  more  politely 
than  he  had  done  before,  upon  what  ground  the  Child  of 
Nature  could  not  comprehend. 

Mademoiselle  de  Saint- Yves  evinced  great  curiosity  to 
know  how  the  Hurons  made  love  in  their  own  country. 

"By  doing  noble  deeds/'  replied  the  youth,  "to  please 
persons  like  yourself." 

All  the  guests  were  astonished,  and  applauded  so  apt  an 
answer.  Mademoiselle  de  Saint- Yves  blushed,  and  was 
very  pleased.  Mademoiselle  de  Kerkabon  also  blushed, 
but  was  not  quite  so  well  pleased ;  she  was  a  little  piqued 
that  the  compliment  had  not  been  addressed  to  her,  but 
she  was  so  good-natured  that  her  liking  for  the  Huron 
underwent  no  alteration.  She  asked  him,  with  kindly 
interest,  how  many  sweethearts  he  had  had  in  his  own 
land. 

"  I  have  never  had  mote  than  one,"  said  the  Unsophisti- 
cated ;  "  it  was  Miss  Abacaba,  my  dear  nurse's  great  friend ; 
the  reeds  were  not  more  straight,  the  ermine  was  not  whitet, 
lambs  were  not  so  mild,  eagles  not  so  proud,  and  the  deer 
were  less  fleet  of  foot  than  Miss  Abacaba.  One  day  she 
was  chasing  a  hare  in  our  neighbourhood,  about  fifty 
leagues  from  our  settlement,  when  an  Algonquin,  an  ill- 
bred  fellow  who  lived  a  hundred  leagues  farther  from  us, 
came  up  and  took  the  hare  away  from  her.  I  heard  of  it, 
ran  to  the  place,  knocked  down  the  Algonquin  with  a  blow 
of  my  dub,  and  brought  him  to  the  feet  of  my  mistress, 
bound  hand  and  foot.  Abacaba's  relations  wanted  to  eat 
him,  but  I  never  had  much  taste  for  such  kinds  of  feasts. 
I  gave  him  back  his  libei'ty  and  made  him  my  fiiend. 
Abacaba  was  so  touched  by  my  conduct,  that  she  preferred 
me  to  all  her  other  suitors.  She  would  have  loved  me  still, 
if  she  had  not  had  the  misfortune  to  be  devoured  by  a  bear. 
I  had  my  revenge  on  the  bear  and  wore  its  skin  for  a  long 
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time,  but  somehow  that  did  not  seem  to  give  me  much 
consolatiiHi." 

Mademoiselle  de  Saint- Yves,  on  hearing  this  narration, 
felt  a  secret  pleasure  at  learning  that  the  Child  of  Nature 
had  noTer  had  more  than  one  sweetheart,  and  that  Abacaba 
was  no  longer  alive ;  but  she  did  not  know  the  cause  of  her 
pleasure.  All  the  company  fixed  their  eyes  on  the  Un- 
sophisUcated,  and  he  was  highly  commended  for  haying 
prerented  his  comrades  from  eating  up  an  Algonquin. 

The  inexorable  magistrate,  whose  rage  for  asking  ques- 
tions was  irrepressible,  pushed  his  curiosity  so  far  as  t^o 
inquire  to  what  religion  the  Huron  gentleman  belonged ; 
whether  he  had  chosen  the  Anglican,  the  Gallican,  or  the 
Huguenot  church. 

"  I  am  of  my  own  religion,  as  you  are  of  yours,"  said  he. 

"  Alas  I "  said  the  Prior's,  sister, "  I  see  plainly  that  those 
wretched  English  people  have  not  eyen  thought  of  baptizing 
him" 

"  Good  Heavens ! "  said  Mademoiselle  de  Saint- Yves ; 
<*  how  comes  it  that  the  Hurons  are  not  Catholics  ?  Have 
not  the  Beverend  Jesuit  Fathers  converted  them  all  ?  '* 

The  Unsophisticated  assured  her  that  in  his  country  no 
one  was  ever  converted,  that  a  true  Huron  had  never 
changed  his  opinion,  and  that  there  was  not  even  a  term 
in  their  language  to  signify  "inconstancy."  These  last 
words  pleased  Mademoiselle  de  Saint- Yves  exceedingly. 

"We'll  baptize  him!  Yes,  we'll  baptize  him!"  said 
Mademoiselle  de  Kerkabon  to  the  Prior ;  "  you  shall  have 
the  honour  of  administering  the  rite,  my  dear  brother,  and 
I  am  determined  to  be  his  godmother ;  the  Abb^  de  Saint- 
Yves  shall  present  him  at  the  font;  it  will  be  a  most 
brilliant  ceremony,  and  talked  of  all  over  Lower  Brittany, 
moreover  it  will  be  an  infinite  honour  to  us." 

All  the  company  supported  the  mistress  of  the  house, 
eydaiming :  *'  We'll  have  him  baptized !  " 
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The  Unsophisticated  replied  that  in  England  people  were 
allowed  to  live  according  to  their  fancy ;  he  intimated  that 
the  proposal  did  not  please  him  at  all,  and  that  the  laws  of 
the  Hurons  were  at  least  as  good  as  those  of  the  people  of 
Lower  Brittany ;  he  ended  by  saying  that  he  was  going  to 
take  his  departure  on  the  morrow.  When  his  bottle  of 
Barbadoes  water  was  quite  finished,  all  the  company  retired 
to  bed. 

After  the  Child  of  Nature  had  been  conducted  to  his 
chamber.  Mademoiselle  de  Kerkabon  and  her  friend  Made- 
moiselle de  Saint-Yves  could  not  help  looking  through  the 
key  hole,  to  see  how  a  Huron  slept ;  they  saw  that  he  had 
spread  the  bed-clothes  on  the  floor  and  was  reposing  in  the 
most  graceful  attitude  imaginable. 


CHAPTER  II. 

THE    HXTBON,    KNOWN    AS    THE    UNSOPHISTICATED,    IS    RE- 
COGNISED    BY    HIS   RELATIONS. 

'^PHE  Unsophisticated  awoke,  as  he  was  accustomed  to 
-^  do,  at  cock-crow,  which  the  English  and  the  Hurons 
call,  "the  bugle  of  the  mom."  He  was  not  like  those 
people  of  fashion  who  lounge  in  a  bed  of  idleness  till  the 
sun  has  passed  the  middle  of  his  course,  who  can  neither 
sleep  nor  get  up,  who  lose  so  many  precious  hours  in  a  state 
between  life  and  death,  and  who  yet  complain  that  life  is 
too  short. 

He  had  already  traversed  two  or  three  leagues,  and  had 
killed  some  thirty  head  of  game,  with  bullets  only,  when 
on  his  return  he  found  the  Prior  of  our  Lady  of  the  Moun- 
tain  and  his  discreet  sister  walking  in  their  little  garden. 
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with  nightcaps  on  their  heads.  He  presented  them  with 
all  his  spoils,  and,  drawing  from  his  bosom  a  sort  of  little 
talisman  which  he  always  wore  round  his  neck,  b^ged 
them  to  accept  it  as  some  acknowledgment  of  their  kind 
hospitality. 

"  It  is  the  most  precious  possession  that  I  have,"  said 
he«  '*  I  have  been  assured  that  I  should  be  always  happy 
so  long  as  I  wore  this  little  trinket ;  and  I  give  it  to  you 
in  order  that  you  may  always  be  happy." 

The  Prior  and  his  sister  smiled  feelingly  at  the  simplicity 
of  this  Child  of  Nature ;  the  present  consisted  of  two  little 
portraits,  badly  executed,  and  fastened  together  with  a  very 
greasy  string. 

Mademoiselle  de  Kerkabon  asked  him  if  there  were 
artists  among  the  Hurons. 

"No,"  said  the  Unsophisticated;  "this  curiosity  was 
given  me  by  my  nurse.  Her  husband  had  obtained  pos- 
session of  it  by  conquest,  when  stripping  some  Frenchmen 
from  Canada  who  had  made  war  upon  us.  That  is  all  I 
know  about  it." 

The  Prior  gazed  attentively  at  the  portraits ;  he  changed 
colour,  he  was  strongly  moved,  and  his  hands  trembled. 

"  By  our  Lady  of  the  Mountain,"  he  exclaimed,  "  I 
believe  that  these  are  the  faces  of  my  brother,  the  Captain, 
and  his  wife  ! " 

His  sister,  after  regarding  them  with  no  less  emotion, 
(tame  to  the  same  conclusion.  Both  of  them  were  seized 
with  astonishment  and  joy,  not  unmixed  with  pain ;  both 
were  overcome,  both  shed  tears,  their  hearts  beat  fast,  they 
gave  vent  to  little  cries,  and  snatched  the  pictures  out  of 
each  other's  hands,  taking  them  and  giving  them  back 
twenty  times  in  a  second ;  they  devoured  with  their  eyes 
alike  the  pictures  and  the  Huron ;  they  asked  one  after 
the  other,  and  both  together,  where,  when,  and  ho]^  these 
miniatures  had  fallen  into  his  nurse's  hands ;  they  entered 
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into  oomparisons.and  calculated  the  time  since  the  Captain's 
departure ;  they  remembered  having  heard  tidings  that  he 
had  advanced  as  far  as  the  country  of  the  Hurons,  and 
since  that  time  they  had  never  heard  anything  more  of 
him. 

The  Unsophisticated  Lad  told  them  that  he  had  known 
neither  father  nor  mother.  The  Prior,  who  was  a  man  of 
intelligence,  noticed  that  the  young  man  had  a  little  beard, 
though  he  knew  very  well  that  the  Hurons  have  none. 

"  His  chin  is  covered  with  down,  he  is  doubtless  the  son 
of  some  European.  My  brother  and  sister-in-law  dis- 
appeared altogether  after  the  expedition  against  the  Hurons 
in  1669 — my  nephew  must  have  been  an  infant  in  arms — 
the  Huron  nurse  saved  his  life,  and  supplied  the  place  of  a 
mother." 

Finally,  after  a  hundred  questions  and  answers,  the 
Prior  and  his  sister  came  to  the  conclusion  that  the  Huron 
was  their  own  nephew.  They  embraced  him  with  tears, 
and  the  Unsophisticated  laughed,  for  how  could  he  suppose 
that  a  Huron  was  the  nephew  of  a  prior  of  Lower  Brittany  ? 

All  the  company  now  came  downstairs,  and  the  Abb^  de 
Saint- Yves,  who  was  a  great  physiognomist,  compared  the 
two  portraits  with  the  countenance  of  the  youth  before  him. 
He  very  cleverly  remarked  that  he  had  his  mother's  eyes, 
while  his  forehead  and  nose  were  those  of  the  late  Captain 
de  Kerkabon,  and  his  cheeks  bore  some  likeness  to  both. 

Mademoiselle  de  Saint- Yves,  who  had  never  seen  either 
the  father  or  the  mother,  was  positive  that  the  Unsophisti- 
cated resembled  them  exactly.  They  all  admired  the  ways 
of  Providence  and  the  concatenation  of  events  in  this  world. 
At  last  everybody  seemed  so  firmly  persuaded  and  conviticed 
of  the  young  man's  origin,  that  the  Child  of  Nature  was 
himself  content  to  })e  the  Prior's  nephew,  saying  that  he 
would  as  soon  have  him  for  an  uncle  as  anyone  else. 

All  the  party  went  to  return  thanks  to  Ood  in  the  church 
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of  Our  Lady  of  the  Mountain,  except  the  Huron,  who, 
meanwhile,  with  an  air  of  perfect  indifference,  amused 
himself  in  the  house  drinking. 

The  Englishmen,  who  had  brought  him  over  and  were 
now  ready  to  set  sail,  came  to  tell  him  that  it  was  time  to 
start. 

"  Apparently,"  safd  he,  "  you  have  not  discovered  any 
uncles  and  aunts.  I  shall  remain  here,  while  jpu.  return 
to  Plymouth ;  I  give  you  all  my  wearing  apparel,  for  I  no 
longer  need  anything  at  all,  since  I  am  the  nephew  of  a 
prior.'* 

The  Englishmen  accordingly  sailed  away,  caring  very 
little  whether  the  Unsophisticated  had  or  had  not  found 
relations  in  Lower  Brittany. 

After  the  unde  and  aunt  with  their  guests  had  sung  a 
^Te  Deurrif  after  the  magistrate  had  again  overwhelmed  the 
Child  of  Nature  with  questions,  and  after  they  had  ex- 
hausted all  the  language  that  astonishment,  joy,  and 
tenderness  could  prompt,  the  Prior  of  the  Mountain  and 
the  Abb^  de  Saint- Yves  determined  to  have  the  Unsophisti- 
cated baptized  as  soon  as  possible.  But  a  tall  Huron^ 
twenty-two  years  of  age,  was  not  to  be  treated  in  the  same 
way  as  an  infant  which  is  regenerated  without  knowing 
anything  about  it.  He  would  have  to  undergo  a  course 
of  instruction,  and  that  seemed  difficult,  for  the  Abbe  de 
Saint- Yves  supposed  that  a  man  who  was  not  bom  in 
France  must  be  devoid  of  ordinary  sense. 

The  Prior  remarked  to  the  company  that  even  though 
his  nephew,  the  Unsophisticated,  had  not  had  the  happi- 
ness of  being  bom  in  Lower  Brittany,  his  intelligence  was 
none  the  less  on  that  account,  as  could  be  perceived  from 
all  his  answers,  and  that  Nature  had  certainly  favoured 
him  highly  as  well  on  his  father's  as  on  his  mother's  side. 

They  asked  him  first  if  he  had  ever  read  any  book.  He 
said  that  he  had  read  Eabelais  translated  into  English, 
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and  some  extracts  from  Shakespeare  -which  he  knew  bj 
heart,  that  he  had  met  with  these  books  in  the  Captain's 
cabin,  on  board  the  vessel  which  had  brought  him  from 
America  to  Plymouth,  and  that  he  had  been  verj  pleased 
with  them.  The  magistrate  did  not  fail  to  examine  him 
upon  these  books. 

'*  I  confess,"  said  the  Unsophisticated,  "  that  though  I 
thought  I  could  fathom  the  meaning  of  some  parts,  others 
were  imintelligible  to  me." 

The  Abbe  de  Saint-Yves,  on  hearing  this  speech,  reflected 
that  it  was  thus  he  himself  had  always  read,  and  that  most 
X)eople  read  in  much  the  same  way. 

"  You  have  nodoubt  read  the  Bible  ?  "  said  he  to  the  Huron. 

**  Not  at  all,  reverend  sir ;  it  was  not  among  the  Cap- 
tain's books— 1  have  never  even  heard  it  mentioned." 

''  See  what  sort  of  people  those  execrable  English  are ! " 
exclaimed  Mademoiselle  de  Kerkabon;  ''they  will  care 
more  for  a  play  of  Shakespeare,  a  plum  pudding,  and  a 
bottle  of  rum  than  for  the  five  books  of  Moses !  They  have 
never  converted  a  single  soul  in  America.  Assuredly  they 
are  under  the  curse  of  heaven,  and  we  shall  take  from 
them  Jamaica  and  Virginia  before  very  long." 

However  that  might  be,  the  cleverest  tailor  in  St. 
Malo  was  sent  for  to  fit  out  the  Child  of  Nature  from  top 
to  toe.  The  party  then  broke  up,  and  the  Magistrate  went 
off  to  ply  his  questions  elsewhere.  Mademoiselle  de  Saint- 
Yyes,  as  she  was  going  away,  turned  back  several  times  to 
take  another  look  at  the  Unsophisticated ;  and  each  time 
he  made  her  lower  bows  than  he  had  ever  made  io  anyone 
in  all  his  life. 

The  Magistrate,  before  taking  his  leave,  introduced  to 
Mademoiselle  de  Saint-Yves  his  great  booby  of  a  son  who 
had  just  come  from  college,  but  she  scarcely  noticed  him, 
so  much  was  her  mind  occupied  with  the  Huron's  polite 
behaviour. 


898  Voltaire's  tales. 


CHAPTER  in. 

THE  HURON,  CALLED  THE  UNSOPHISTICATED,  IS  CONTEETED 
TO  CHBISTIANITY. 

T^HE  good  Prior,  seeing  that  lie  was  a  little  advanced 
^  in  years,  and  that  Heaven  had  sent  him  a  nephew  for 
his  comfort  and  consolation,  took  it  into  his  head  that  he 
might  resign  his  benefice  in  that  nephew's  favour,  if  he 
could  only  succeed  in  baptizing  him  and  getting  him  to 
take  holy  orders. 

The  Unsophisticated  had  an  excellent  memory :  the  sound 
constitution  inherited  from  his  ancestors  of  Lower  Brittany, 
fortified  by  the  climate  of  Canada,  had  rendered  his  head 
so  strong  that  when  it  was  struck  on  the  top  he  hardly  felt 
it,  and  when  anything  was  once  imprinted  within  nothing 
could  efface  it — ^he  had  never  forgotten  anything.  His 
receptive  powers  were  all  the  more  lively  and  clear  from 
the  fact  that  his  childhood  had  not  been  burdened  with 
such  a  load  of  futile  and  senseless  learning  as  oppresses 
and  overwhelms  our  own,  so  that  new  ideas  could  enter  his 
brain  unclouded.  The  Prior  resolved  that  he  should  read 
the  New  Testament.  The  Unsophisticated  devoured  it 
with  great  delight,  but  knowing  neither  at  what  time  nor 
in  what  country  the  events  related  in  the  book  took  place, 
he  never  doubted  that  they  had  all  happened  in  Lower 
Brittany,  and  he  swore  that  he  would  cut  off  the  rascals' 
noses  and  ears,  if  he  ever  met  Caiaphas  or  Pontius  Pilate. 
His  uncle,  charmed  at  finding  him  so  well  disposed, 
hastened  to  acquaint  him  with  the  true  state  of  the  case ; 
he  commended  his  zeal,  but  informed  him  that  it  was 
futile,  inasmuch  as  those  persons  had  been  dead  for  about 
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sixteen  hundred  and  ninety  years.  The  Unsophisticated 
soon  knew  almost  all  the  book  by  heart.  He  sometimes 
propounded  difficulties  which  gave  the  Prior  a  great  deal 
of  trouble,  and  he  was  often  obliged  to  consult  the  Abbt' 
de  Saint- Yves,  who,  knowing  not  what  to  answer,  sent  for 
a  Breton  Jesuit  to  complete  the  Huron's  conversion. 

At  last  the  work  of  grace  was  accomplished,  and  the 
Child  of  Nature  promised  to  become  a  Christian.  He 
never  doubted  that  the  first  thing  to  be  done  was  to  be 
circumcised : 

*'  For,"  said  he,  **  I  do  not  find  in  this  book  which  hias 
been  given  me  to  read  a  single  instance  of  a  person  exempted ; 
it  is  evident  then  that  this  is  a  sacrifice  required  of  me,^ 
and  the  sooner  it  is  offered  the  better.  Without  a  moment*  s 
hesitation  he  sent  to  fetch  the  village  surgeon,  and  re- 
quested him  to  perform  the  operation,  thinking  that  Made- 
moiselle de  Kerkabon  and  all  his  new  friends  would  be 
extremely  pleased  when  once  the  deed  was  done.  The  saw- 
bones, who  had  never  yet  performed  this  operation,  informed 
the  family  of  what  he  had  been  asked  to  do,  and  they 
received  the  intelligence  with  cries  of  horror  and  alarm. 
The  kind  hearted  little  lady  trembled  lest  her  nephew,  who 
appeared  to  be  as  hasty  as  he  was  determined,  should 
attempt  to  operate  upon  himself,  and  that  so  unskilfully 
as  to  bring  about  deplorable  results.^ 

The  Prior  set  himself  to  correct  the  Huron's  ideas  on 
this  subject,  telling  him  that  circumcision  had  gone  quite 
out  of  fashion,  that  baptism  was  a  far  more  agreeable  and 
wholesome  rite,  and  that  the  law  of  grace  was  very  dif- 
ferent from  the  old  law  of  seveirity.  The  Unsophisticated, 
who  had  plenty  of  good  sense  and  straightforward  frank- 
ness, after  a  little  dispute,  admitted  his  mistake  (which  is 

^  **  Que  je  dois  faire  le  sacrifice  de  mon  prepuce." 
'  '^Tristes  effets,  auxquels  lea  dames  s'interessent  toujours  par 
bont4  d*ftme." 
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rarely  done  in  Europe  by  people  who  argue),  and  at  last 
promised  to  have  himself  baptized  whenever  they  liked. 

Before  his  baptism,  he  would  have  to  goto  confession, 
— and  that  presented  the  greatest  difficulty  of  all.  The 
Unsophisticated  always  kept  in  his  pocket  the  book  which 
his  undo  had  given  him,  and  he  could  not  find  therein  that 
a  single  apostle  had  set  such  an  example,  and  this  rendered 
him  very  stubborn.  The  Prior  shut  his  mouth  by  pointing 
out  to  him,  in  the  epistle  of  Saint  James  the  Less,  these 
words :  "  confess  yowr  sins  one  to  another.**  The  Huron  was 
silent,  and  consented  to  make  his  confession  to  a  Bef ormed 
Franciscan  friar.  When  he  had  finished,  he  caught  hold 
of  the  friar  with  a  strong  arm,  dragged  him  out  of  the 
Confessional  box,  and  taking  his  seat  himself,  made  the 
other  kneel  before  him. 

"  Come,  my  friend,  it  is  written :  *  confess  one  to  another; ' 
I  have  told  you  my  sins,  and  you  shall  not  leave  this  place 
till  you  have  told  me  yours." 

So  saying,  he  kept  his  great  knee  pressed  a^inst  his 
opponent's  chest,  while  the  friar  made  the  church  resound 
with  his  yells.  Those  who  ran  to  his  help  saw  the  catechu- 
men pommelling  the  friar  in  the  name  of  St  James  the 
Less.  The  pleasure  of  baptizing  a  Huron-English  Breton 
was  so  great,  that  these  singularities  on  his  part  were 
easily  passed  over.  There  were  even  a  considerable  num- 
ber of  theologians  who  held  that  confession  was  unneces- 
sary, since  baptism  supplied  the  lack  of  everything  else. 

A  day  was  appointed  with  the  Bishop  of  St.  Malo,  who, 
gratified  as  may  well  be  believed  at  the  prospect  of  bap- 
tizing a  Huron,  arrived  in  a  grand  carriage  attended  by  his 
clergy.  Mademoiselle  de  Saint-Yves  had  put  on  her  pret- 
tiest frock,  and  sent  for  a  hair-dresser  from  St.*  Malo,  in 
order  that  she  might  shine  at  the  ceremony.  The  magistrate 
who  was  so  fond,  of  asking  questions,  with  people  from  all 
the  country  roundt  hastened  to  the  church,  which  was  ma^!^- 
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nificentlj  decorated.  But,  wlien  the  time  came  for  con- 
ducting the  Huron  to  the  baptismal  font,  he  was  nowhere 
to  be  found. 

The  uncle  and  aunt  searched  for  him  in  all  directions ; 
they  thoi^ht  that  he  might  be  following  the  chase,  as  he 
was  so  fond  of  doing.  All  who  had  been  invited  to  the 
ceremony  scoured  the  woods  and  neighbouring  villages,  but 
could  hear  no  news  of  the  Huron. 

They  began  to  fear  that  he  had  returned  to  England,  for 
they  remembered  hearing  him  say  that  he  liked  that 
country  very  much  indeed.  The  Prior  and  his  sister  were 
positive  that  no  one  was  ever  baptized  there,  and  trembled 
for  their  nephew's  soul.  The  Bishop  was  perplexed,  and 
prepared  to  return  home;  the  Prior  and  the  Abb^  were  in 
despair ;  the  Ma^strate  asked  questions  with  his  customary 
gravity  of  all  who  passed  by  ;  Mademoiselle  de  Kerkabon 
wept;  Mademoiselle  de  Saint- Yves,  though  she  shed  no 
tears,  ever  and  anon  gave  a  deep  sigh,  which  clearly  showed 
her  interest  in  the  sacraments.  The  two  ladies  were  walk- 
ing together  sadly  enough  beside  the  wiljows  and  flags 
which  fringed  the  bank  of  the  little  river  Eance,  when  they 
perceived,  in  mid  stream,  a  tail  white  figure,  with  hands 
crossed  upon  its  breast.  They  uttered  a  loud  scream,  and 
turned  to  run  away.  But  curiosity  soon  overcoming  every 
other  consideration,  they  crept  gently  through  the  reeds, 
and,  when  they  were  quite  sure  of  not  being  seen  them- 
selves, they  determined  to  watch  what  was  going  on. 


BD 
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CHAPTER  IV. 

THE   UNSOPHISTICATED   IS   BAPTIZED. 

T^HE  Prior  and  the  Abbe,  hurrying  to  the  spot,  asked 
^    the  Unsophisticated  what  he  was  doing  there. 

**  Upon  my  word,  gentlemen,  this  is  too  bad ;  I  am  wait- 
ing to  bq  baptized.  I  have  been  standing  up  to  my  neck 
in  water  for  the  last  hour,  and  it  is  not  fair  to  let  me  catch 
my  death  of  cold." 

"  My  dear  nephew,"  said  the  Prior  tenderly,  "  we  do  not 
baptize  people  in  this  way  here  in  Lower  Brittany.  Put  on 
your  clothes  again,  and  come  with  us." 

Mademoiselle  de  Saint-Yves,  hearing  these  words,  whis- 
pered to  her  companion : 

"  Do  you  think.  Mademoiselle,  that  he  will  be  so  ready 
to  leave  the  water  ?  " 

The  Huron,  meanwhile,  answered  the  Prior : 

"  You  will  not  get  me  to  believe  you  this  time  as  you  did 
before — I  have  studied  the  subject  well  since  then,  and  I 
am  quite  certain  that  people  are  not  baptized  in  any  other 
way  i  the  eimuch  of  Queen  Candace  was  baptized  in  a 
stream — I  defy  you  to  show  me  in  the  book  which  you  gave 
me  that  the  rite  was  ever  administered  otherwise — I  will 
not  be  baptized  at  all  unless  it  be  in  the  river." 

It  was  all  in  vain  that  they  pointed  out  to  him  that  cus- 
toms had  changed ;  the  Child  of  Nature  was  obstinate,  for 
he  was  both  a  Breton  and  a  Huron.  He  always  returned 
to  the  eunuch  of  Queen  Candace ;  and,  although  his  aunt 
and  Mademoiselle  de  Saint- Yves,  who  had  been  .watching 
him  from  the  willows,  would  have  been  fully  justified  in 
telling  him  that  it  had  no  bearing  upon  his  own  case  to 
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quote  the  example  of  a  man  like  tHat^^^ej  nievertlieless 
abstained,  so  great  was  their  discretion.  The  Bishop  him- 
self came  to  speak  to  him,  which  was  great  condescension, 
on  his  part ;  but  he  gained  nothing  by  it,  for  the  Huron 
dared  even  to  dispute  with  the  Bishop. 

"  Show  me,"  said  he,  "  in  the  book  which  my  uncle  gave 
me  a  single  man  who  was  not  baptized  in  a  river,  and  I 
will  do  all  that  you  wish.*' 

His  aunt  had  remarked  that  the  first  time  her  nephew 
had  made  a  bow,  he  had  made  a  more  profound  one  to 
Mademoiselle  de  Saint- Yves  than  to  any  other  person  in 
the  company,  and  that  he  had  not  even  saluted  the  Bishop 
with  the  same  cordial  respect  which  he  had  shown  towards 
that  beautiful  young  lady.  In  her  despair  she  took  the 
course  of  applying  to  Mademoiselle  de  Saint-Yves  in  this 
moment  of  extreme  embarrassment ;  she  begged  her  to  use 
her  influence  to  prevail  upon  the  Huron  to  let  himself  be 
baptized  in  the  same  manner  as  the  Bretons,  believing  that 
her  nephew  could  never  be  made  a  Christian,  if  he  persisted 
in  wishing  to  be  baptized  in  running  water. 

Mademoiselle  de  Saint- Yves  blushed  with  a  sense  of 
secret  pleasure  at  being  charged  with  such  an  important 
commission ;  she  modestly  approached  the  Child  of  Nature 
and,  squeezing  his  hand  in  a  way  that  was  quite  magnani- 
mous, asked  him  this  question : 

"  WiU  you  do  nothing  for  my  sake  ?  " 

As  she  uttered  these  words,  she  cast  down  her  eyes,  and 
then  gracefully  raised  them  again  with  a  tender  glance. 

"I  will  do  whatever  you  wish.  Mademoiselle,  what- 
ever you  shall  command  me,— to  be  baptized  in  water,  to 
be  baptized  in  fire,  to  be  baptized  in  blood ;  there  is  nothing 
that  I  can  refuse  you." 

So  Mademoiselle  de  Saint- Yves  had  the  glory  of  achiev- 
ing with  two  words  what  the  earnest  entreaties  of  the 
Prior,  the  repeated  interrogations  of  the  Magistrate,  and 
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even  the  arguments  of  the  Bishop  had  been  unable  to 
effect.  She  was  sensible  of  her  triumph,  but  she  did  not 
realise  its  whole  extent. 

The  sacrament  of  baptism  was  administered  and  received 
with  all  possible  dignity  and  magnificence,  and  amid  tokens 
of  general  interest  The  uncle  and  aunt  resigned  to  the 
Abb^  de  Saint- Yves  and  his  sister  the  privilege  of  standing 
sponsors  to  the  Unsophisticated.  Mademoiselle  de  Saint- 
Tves  was  radiant  with  joy  at  finding  herself  the  godmother. 
She  knew  not  to  what  hard  conditions  this  important  title 
bound  her ;  she  accepted  the  honour  without  knowing  its 
fatal  consequences. 

As  there  never  was  an  important  ceremony  which  was 
not  followed  by  a  grand  dinner,  they  had  no  sooner 
come  from  the  christening  than  they  sat  down  to  table. 
The  wags  of  Lower  Brittany  observed  that  there  was  no 
occasion  to  baptize  the  wine.  His  Beverence  the  Prior 
remarked  that  wine,  according  to  Solomon,  ''  maketh  glad 
the  heart  of  man."  *  My  lord  Bishop  added,  that  the 
patriarch  Judah  was  to  "  tie  his  ass's  colt  to  the  vine,  and 
wash  his  garments  in  the  blood  of  grapes ; '' '  and  expressed 
his  regret  that  this  could  not  be  done  in  Lower  Brittany, 
to  which  vines  had  not  been  vouchsafed  by  the  Almighty. 
Each  of  the  guests  tried  to  say  something  clever  about  the 
christening,  and  to  pay  gallant  compliments  to  the  god-' 
mother.  The  Magistrate,  who  must  needs  be  still  putting 
questions,  asked  i^e  Huron  if  he  would  be  faithful  to  his 
promises. 

"  How  can  you  suppose  that  I  should  fail  to  keep  them," 
answered  the  Huron,  "  since  I  have  committed  my  pledges 
into  the  hands  of  Mademoiselle  de  Saini-Tves  ?  " 

The  Child  of  Nature  grew  warm ;  he  drank  much  and 
often  to  the  health  of  his  godmother. 

*  Psahn  dv.  15.  »  Genesis  xlix.  IL 
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"  If  I  had  been  baptized  by  your  hand/^  said  lie,  *•  I  feel 
sure  that  the  cold  water  which  was  poured  over  the  back 
of  my  head  would  have  scalded  me." 

The  magistrate  considered  this  speech  too  poetical,  not 
knowing  how  familiar  allegorical  modes  of  expression  are 
in  Canada.  But  the  godmother  was  extremely  pleased 
with  it. 

The  name  of  Hercules  had  been  given  to  the  Huron  at 
his  baptism.  The  Bishop  of  St.  Malo  asked  repeatedly  who 
that  patron-saint  might  he,  for  he  had  never  heard  of  him. 
The  Jesuit,  who  was  extremely  learned,  told  him  that 
he  was  a  saint  who  had  wrought  twelve  miracles;  there 
was  indeed  a  thirteenth  which  was  as  greskt  as  all  the  others 
put  together,  but  of  that  it  did  not  become  a  Jesuit  to 
speak ; — it  was  changing  fifty  girls  into  women  in  a  single 
night.  A  lively  fellow  who  was  one  of  the  party  highly 
extolled  this  miracle.  All  the  ladies  cast  down  their  eyes, 
and  judged  from  the  young  Huron's  appearance  that  he 
was  worthy  of  the  saint  whose  name  he  bore. 


CHAPTEE  V. 

THE  CHILD  OF  NATURE  IN  LOVE. 

T  T  must  be  confessed  that  since  the  christening  and  the 
^  dinner  that  followed.  Mademoiselle  de  Saint- Yves 
passionately  wished  that  the  Bishop  would  make  her  again 
a  partner  in  some  imposing  ceremony  with  Monsieur 
Hercules,  the  Child  of  Nature.  However,  as  she  was  well 
brought  up  and  extremely  modest,  she  did  not  quite  dare 
to  own  those  tender  sentiments  even  to  herself ;  but  if  a 
look,  a  word,  a  gesture,  or  a  thought  of  the  kind  escaped 
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her,  she  wrapped  it  all  in  a  yeil  of  bashf ulness  that  was 
infinitely  becoming,  for  she  was  as  discreet  as  she  was 
tender  and  impassioned. 

^  As  soon  as  the  Bishop  had  taken  his  departure,  the 
Unsophisticated  and  Mademoiselle  de  Saint- Ytos  found 
themselves  together  without  being  aware  that  they  had 
been  looking  for  each  other.  They  talked  together  without 
having  imagined  what  they  were  going  to  say.  The  Child 
of  Nature  told  her  forthwith  that  he  loved  her  with  all  his 
heart,  and  that  the  beautiful  Abacaba,  of  whom  he  had 
been  so  enamoured  in  his  own  land,  could  not  be  com- 
pared with  her.  The  young  lady  answered  him  with  her 
usual  modesty,  that  he  had  better  take  the  earliest  oppor- 
tunity of  speaking  to  his  uncle  the  Prior,  and  to  his  aimt, 
and  that  she.  on  her  side  would  say  a  few  words  about  his 
proposal  to  her  dear  brother  the  Abb^  de  Saint- Yves,  and 
that  she  was  pleased  to  think  that  there  was  every  prospect 
of  a  general  consent. 

The  Unsophisticated  replied  that  he  had  no  need  of  any- 
one's consent,  that  it  seemed  to  him  exceedingly  ridiculous 
to  go  and  ask  other  people  what  they  should  do,  that,  when 
two  parties  were  agreed,  there  was  no  occasion  for  a  third 
to  bring  them  together. 

"I  consult  nobody,"  said  he,  "when  I  wish  to  take 
breakfast,  to  go  hunting,  or  to  sleep.  I  know  perfectly 
well  that  in  love  affairs  it  is  not  a  bad  thing  to  win  the 
consent  of  the  person  immediately  concerned ;  but,  as  it  is 
neither  my  uncle  nor  my  aimt  with  whom  I  am  in  love,  it 
is  not  to  them  that  I  have  to  address  myself  in  the  present 
case ;  and,  if  you  will  be  guided  by  me,  you  will  likewise 
dispense  with  the  opinion  of  your  respected  brother,  the 
Abbe  de  Saint-Tves." 

It  may  be  imagined  that  the  fair  maid  of  Brittany  used 
her  most  delicate  powers  of  persuasion  to  induce  the  Huron 
to  conform  to  the  usa^s  of  polite  society ;  she  even  showed 
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a  little  displeasure,  but  soon  relented.  It  is  doubtful  bow 
tbis  conyersation  migbt  bave  ended,  bad  not  tbe  Abbe,  as 
tbe  sun  was  setting,  taken  bis  sister  borne.  Tbe  Unso- 
pbisticated  saw  bis  uncle  and  aunt  retire  to  rest,  a  little 
fatigued  witb  tbe  ceremony  of  tbe  day  and  tbeir  long 
dinner  party,  and  spent  a  good  deal  of  tbe  nigbt  compos- 
ing yerses  in  tbe  Huron  language  addressed  to  tbe  idol  of 
bis  beart;  for  you  must  know  tbat  tbere  is  no  country 
under  beayen  wbere  loye  bas  not  turned  loyers  into  poets. 

On  tbe  morrow  bis  uncle,  after  breakfast,  addressed 
bim  tbus,  in  tbe  presence  of  Mademoiselle  de  Kerkabon^ 
wbo  was  mucb  affected : 

"Heayen  be  praised  tbat  you  now,  my  dear  nepbew, 
enjoy  tbe  double  priyilege  of  being  a  Cbristian  and  a 
Breton !  But  you  will  need  sometbing  more  ;  I  am  not  so 
young  as  I  was ;  my  poor  brotber  left  notbing  bebind  bim 
but  a  small  patcb  of  ground  wbicb  is  not  enougb  to  support 
you, — I  baye  a  good  liying  in  my  Priory ;  if  you  will  only 
take  orders  and  become  a  sub-deacon,  as  I  bope  you  will,  I 
am  ready  to  resign  my  benefice  to  you,  and  you  will  baye 
quite  an  easy  life  of  it,  after  being  tbe  comfort  of  my  old 
age." 

Tbe  Unsopbisticated  replied : 

**  May  great  good  betide  you,  uncle ! — liye  as  long  as  you 
-can !  I  do  not  know  wbat  it  is  to  become  a  sub-deacon, 
nor  wbat  you  mean  by  resigning ;  but  all  sball  be  agree- 
able to  me,  proyided  tbat  I  baye  Mademoiselle  de  Saint- 
Yyes  at  my  disposal." 

"  Good  gracious,  nepbew !  wbat  is  tbat  you  say  ?  Are 
you  tben  so  desperately  in  loye  witb  tbat  bandsome  young 
lady?" 

"Yes,  uncle." 

"  Alas !  nepbew,  it  is  impossible  tbat  you  can  eyer  marry 
ber." 

"  It  is  perfectly  possible,  uncle ;  for  not  only  did  sbe 
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squeeze  my  hand,  when  she  left  me,  but  she  has  promised 
to  ask  her  brother's  consent  to  our  ^aarriage.  Tes,  I 
certainly  will  make  her  my  wife." 

"  That  is  impossible,  I  tell  you ;  she  is  your  godmother, 
and  it  is  a  dreadful  sin  for  a  godmother  to  squeeze  the 
hand  of  her  godson — still  less  may  he  marry  her,  the  laws 
of  God  and  man  are  against  it." 

"  Deuce  take  it  all !  Uncle,  you  must  be  mocking  me. 
Why  should  it  be  forbidden  to  marry  one's  godmother, 
when  she  is  young  and  pretty?  I  have  never  read  in  the 
book  you  gave  me  that  there  is  any  harm  in  marrying  the 
fair  assistants  at  the  rito  of  baptism.  I  perceive  every 
day  that  there  are  an  infinite  number  of  things  done  here 
which  are  not  in  your  book,  and  that  nothing  is  done  which 
it  enjoins.  %  freely  confess  that  I  am  astonished  and  dis- 
pleased at  tjiis.  If  I  am  to  be  deprived  of  the  lovely 
Mademoiselle!  de  Saint-Tves  on  account  of  our  baptismal 
relationship,  1  give  you  fair  warning  that  I  wiU  carry  her 
off,  and  unbaptize  myself." 

The  Prior  was  confounded,  his  fister  wept. 

"My  dear  ojrother,"  said  she,  "our  nephew  must  not 
bring  about  l^s  own  damnation;  our  Holy  Father  the 
Pope  can  grant^  him  a  dispensation,  and  then  he  may  be 
happy  in  a  Christian  manner  with  the  object  of  his  affection." 

The  Unsophisticated  kissed  his  aunt,  and  inquired : 

''Pray,  who  is  that  delightful  man,  who  so  kindly 
interests  himself  in  the  love  affairs  of  youths  and  maidens? 
— I  will  go  and  speak  to  l^im  at  once." 

They  explained  to  him  who  and  what  the  Pope  was,  and 
the  Unsophisticated  was  even  more  astonished  than  before. 

"  There  is  not  a  word  of  all  this  in  your  book,  my  dear 
uncle ! — ^I  have  travelled,  and  know  something  of  the  sea. 
^— We  are  here  on  the  shores  of  the  Atlantic  Ocean ;  and 
shall  I  quit  Mademoiselle  de  Saint-Yyes  to  ask  leave  to 
love  her  of  a  man  who  lives  at  the  other  end  of  the  Mediter- 
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ranean,  four  tiuiidred  leases  off,  and  whose  language  I  do 
not  understand!  Such  a  proceeding  is  incomprehensible 
and  absurd. — ^I  am  going  straight  to  the  Abbe  de  Saint- 
Yves,  whose  house  is  not  more  than  a  league  from  yours; 
and  I  warrant  you  Til  marry  my  sweetheart  before  the 
day  is  done." 

Whilst  he  was  still  speaking  the  magistrate  entered, 
and,  according  to  his  usual  custom,  asked  where  he  was 
going. 

"  I  am  going  to  get  married,"  said  the  rnsophisticated 
in  passing ;  and  before  another  quarter  of  an  hour  he  had 
already  reached  the  home  of  his  beautiful  and  beloved 
maid  of  Brittany,  who  was  still  asleep. 

**  Ah !  brother,"  said  Mademoiselle  de  Kerkabon ;  "  you 
will  never  make  a  sub-deac6ii  of  cmr  nephew." 

The  magistrate  was  not  at  all  pleased  at  this  step,  for 
he  intended  his  son  to  wed  Mademoiselle  de  Saint- Yves 
— a  son  who  was,  if  possible,  even  more  insufferably  foolish 
than  his  father.  • 


CHAPTEE  VI. 

THE  CHILD   OTSf  NATUBE   FLIES  TO   HIS  MISTRESS,  AKD 
BECOMES  FTTBIOUSLY   ENBAGED. 

^\0  sooner  had  our  Unsophisticated  friend  arrived 
^  ^  than  he  asked  an  old  servant  which  was  his  sweet- 
heart's chamber,  and  with  a  strong  push  burst  T>pen  the 
door,  which  was  badly  secured,  and  rushed  towards  the 
bed.  Mademoiselle  de  Saint- Yves  awoke  with  a  start, 
exclaiming — 
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"  Oh !  -what's  the  matter  ?  It  can't  be  you  ?  Yes,  it  is  I 
Stop !  what  are  you  about  ?  " 

He  answered,  "I  am  going  to  marry  you;"  and  he 
would  have  been  as  good  as  his  word,  if  she  had  not 
resisted  with  all  the  modesty  of  a  young  person  of  good 
breeding. 

The  Child  of  Nature  did  not  understand  being  baffled 
in  this  way ;  he  thought  all  this  fuss  quite  out  of  place. 

"  Abacaba,  my  first  sweetheart,  behaved  very  differently. 
You  want  common  h<mesty.  You  promised  to  be  my 
wife,  and  yet  you  will  not  complete  our  marriage ;  that  is 
failing  in  the  first  law  of  honour.  I  will  teach  you  to 
keep  your  word,  and  bring  you  back  to  the  path  of 
virtue." 

The  Child  of  Nature  possessed  a  masculine  and  intrepid 
virtue,  worthy  of  his  patron  Hercules,  whose  name  had 
been  given  him  at  his  baptism,  and  he  was  about  to  exert 
it  to  its  fullest  extent  when  the  piercing  cries  of  the 
young  lady,  whose  virtue  was  of  a  more  discreet  character, 
brought  the  good  Abb^  quickly  upon  the  scene,  together 
with  his  housekeeper,  an  old  man-servant  devoted  to  the 
family,  and  a  parish  priest.  The  sight  of  these  spectators 
cooled  the  courage  of  the  assailant. 

"  Gracious  heavens !  my  dear  neighbour,"  said  the  Abbe, 
•*  what  are  you  doing  there  ?  " 

**  My  duty,"  replied  the  young  man.  **  I  am  fulfilling 
my  promises,  which  are  sacred," 

Mademoiselle  de  Saint- Yves  re-arranged  her  disordered 
attire  with  a  blush,  and  the  Unsophisticated  was  led  into 
another  room.  The  Abb^  pointed  out  to  him  the  enormity 
of  his  conduct.  The  Unsophisticated  relied  for  his  defence 
on  the  privileges  of  the  laws  of  Nature,  with  which  he  was 
perfectly  well  acquainted.  The  Abbe  tried  to  make  him 
understand  that  the  positive  laws  of  Society  ought  to  have 
superior  weight,  and  that  without  the  mutual  concessions 
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agreed  upon  by  mankind,  natural  law  would  be  little  better 
than  natural  license  and  robbery. 

"  There  must  needs  be  lawyers,"  said  be,  "  priests,  wit- 
nesses, contracts,  and  diispensations." 

The  Child  of  Nature  answered  with  the  observation 
which  savages  have  always  made : 

"  You  must  be  very  dishonest  people,  then,  since  you 
require  to  take  so  many  precautions  against  each  other ! " 

The  Abbe  had  some  trouble  in  settling  this  difficulty. 

"  There  are,"  said  he,  "  in  our  nStst  many  who  have  no 
fixed  principles,  as  well  as  deliberate  rogues;  and  there 
would  be  as  many  among  the  Hurons  if  they  were  gathered 
into  large  towns.  But  we  have  also  wise,  upright,  and 
enlightened  souls ;  these  are  the  men  who  have  made  the 
laws ;  and  the  better  a  man  is  the  more  willing  he  ought 
to  be  to  submit  to  them.  Such  a  one  sets  an  example  to 
the  vicious,  who  learn  to  respect  a  curb  which  even  virtue 
does  not  disdain  to  accept." 

The  Child  of  Nature  was  struck  with  this  reply.  It 
has  been  remarked  already  that  he  had  a  fair  and  honest 
judgment.  He  was  soothed  with  flattering  words  and 
buoyed  up  with  hope  (these  are  the  two  traps  in  which 
men  of  both  hemispheres  are  taken) ;  he  was  even  allowed 
to  see  Mademoiselle  de  Saint- Yves  when  she  had  made  her 
toilette.  All  went  on  now  with  the  greatest  propriety,  but 
in  spite  of  this  decorum  the  sparkling  eyes  with  which  the 
Unsophisticated  Hercules  regarded  his  mistress  made  her 
cast  down  her  own,  and  caused  the  company  to  tremble. 

They  had  the  utmost  difficulty  in  getting  him  to  return 
to  his  relations.  It  was  found  necessary  to  have  recourse 
once  more  to  the  influence  of  the  fair  !MiidemoiseIle.  The 
more  she  felt  her  power  over  him  the  more  she  loved  him. 
She  persuaded  him  to  go,  and  then  was  much  distressed 
at  his  departure.  At  last,  when  he  was  really  gone,  the 
Abbe,  who  was  not  only  the  young  lady's  brother  and 
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mucli  Older  than  herself,  but  also  her  legal  gnafdian, 
determined  to  remove  his  ward  out  of  all  danger  from  the 
importunity  of  this  terrible  lover.  He  went  to  consult  the 
Magistrate,  who,  still  setting  his  heart  upon  a  match 
between  his  son  and  the  Abbe*s  sister,  advised  him  to 
place  the  poor  girl  in  a  convent.  This  was  a  dreadful 
blow  to  her.  A  maiden  whose  heart  was  imtouched  might 
have  filled  the  air  with  loud  lamentations,  but  beiuig  as 
she  was  in  love  (and,  with  all  her  discretion,  passionately 
in  love),  this  was  a  step  to  throw  her  into  despair. 

The  Unsophisticated,  on  his  return  to  the  Prior's  house, 
related  all  that  had  happened,  with  his  usual  frankness. 
He  was  met  with  the  same  remonstrances,  which  had  some 
effect  indeed  upon  his  judgmisnt  but  none  upon  his  feel- 
ings ;  and  when  on  the  morrow  he  was  minded  to  go 
back  to  his  dear  mistress,  to  reason  with  her  upon  the  law 
j  of  Nature  and  social  conventions,  the  Magistrate  informed 

I  him,  with  an  air  of  insolent  triumph,  that  she  was  in  a 

j  convent. 

"  Very  weU,"  said  he ;  "  then  I  will  go  and  reason  with 
her  in  this  convent." 

''That  cannot  be,"  said  the  Magistrate;  and  he  ex- 
plained at  considerable  length  what  a  convent  was,  how 
the  word  was  derived  from  the  Latin  ConventiM,  which 
signifies  ''an  assembly;"  but  the. Huron  could  not  com- 
prehend why  he  might  not  be  admitted  into  the  assembly. 
As  soon  as  he  understood  that  this  assembly  was  a  kind 
of  prison  in  which  young  girls  were  shut  up  (a  horrible 
thing,  unknown  among  the  Hurons  and  the  English),  he 
became  as  furiously  enraged  as  his  patron  Hercules  had 
been  when  Burytus,  King  of  (Echalia,  with  a  cruelty  equal 
to  that  of  the  Abb^  de  Saint- Yves,  had  refused  to  give  him 
his  lovely  daughter  lole,  who  was  no  less  beautiful  than 
the  Abba's  sister.  He  wanted  to  go  and  set  fire  to  the 
convent  and  carry  off  his  mistress  or  die  in  the  flames  with 
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her.  Mademoiselle  de  Kerkabon  was  horrified,  and,  more 
than  erer  renouncing  all  hope  of  seeing  her  nephew  a  sub- 
deaoon,  declared,  with  a  burst  of  tears,  that  he  had  been 
possessed  with  the  devil  ever  since  his  baptism. 


CHAPTER  Vn. 

THB   TmSOPHISTIGATBD   PUTS  THE   ENGLISH  TO   BOTTT. 

nPHB  Child  of  Nature,  plunged  in  deep  and  gloomj 
-*■  melancholy,  walked  towards  the  sea-shore,  his  double- 
barrelled  gun  upon  his  shoulder,  his  big  cutlass  by  his 
side,  firing  now  and  then  at  some  birds,  and  often  tempted 
to  shoot  himself ;  but  he  still  clung  to  life  for  the  sake  of 
Mademoiselle  de  Saint- Yves.  Sometimes  he  fell  to  cursing 
his  uncle,  his  aunt,  all  Lower  Brittany,  and  his  baptism, 
and  somedmes  he  blessed  them,  since  it  was  through  their 
instrumentality  that  he  had  come  to  know  the  object  of 
his  affection.  He  resolved  to  go  and  bum  down  the  con- 
vent, but  stopped  short  for  fear  his  mistress  might  perish 
in  the  flames.  The  waves  of  the  Channel  are  not  more 
agitated  by  the  winds  from  east  and  west  than  was  his 
heart  by  so  many  conflicting  emotions. 

He  was  walking  with  long  strides,  he  knew  not  whither, 
when  he  heard  the  sound  of  a  drum.  He  saw,  some  dis- 
tance off,  a  large  crowd  of  people,  some  of  whom  were 
hastening  to  the  shore  and  others  betaking  themselves  to 
flight. 

A  thousand  cries  arose  on  all  sides;  curiosity  and 
courage  instantly  prompted  him  to  rush  towards  the  place 
where  the  noise  was  loudest,  and  he  was  there  in  four  or 


414  VOLTAIRE'S  TALES. 

five  boundfl.  The  officer  in  command  of  the  militia,  whom  • 
he  had  met  at  supper  at  the  Prior's  house,  recognised  him 
immediately,  and  ran  to  welcome  him  with  open  arms. 

"Ah!  It  is  the  Child  of  Nature!  He  will  fight 
for  us!" 

And  his  men,  who  were  half  dead  with  fear,  took  couiiage, 
and  shouted  also : 

"  It  is  the  Child  of  Nature !    It  is  Hercules ! " 

"Gentlemen,"  he  said,  "what  is  the  matter?  why  are 
you  so  scared  ?  Have  your  sweethearts  been  shut  up  in 
convents  ?  "  , 

Thereupon  a  hundred  confused  voices  cried  out : 

"  Don't  you  see  that  the  English  are  landing  ?  " 

"  Well,"  answered  the  Huron,  "  they  are  brave  people— 
they  have  not  stolen  my  mistress  from  me." 

The  commanding  officer  gave  him  to  understand  that  the 
EQglish  were  coming  to  plunder  the  Abbey  of  the  Moun- 
tain, drink  his  uncle's  wine,  and  perhaps  carry  off  Made- 
moiselle de  Saint- Yves,  that  the  little  vessel  which  brought 
him  to  Brittany  had  come  with  no  other  object  than  to 
reconnoitre  the  coast ;  that  they  were  committing  acts  of 
hostility  without  haying  first  declared  war  against  the  King 
of  France,  and  that  the  province  was  unprotected. 

"  Oh !  If  that  is  the  case  they  are  violating  the  law  of 
Nature, — ^leave  the  matter  in  my  hands.    I  have  lived 
among  them  a  long  time — I  know  their  language,  I  will 
speak  to  them — I  cannot  believe  that  they  entertain  such  - 
an  atrocious  design." 

During  this  conversation,  the  English  squadron  came 
nearer;  whereupon  the  Huron  ran  down  to  the  water's 
edge,  jumped  into  a  little  boat,  reached  the  flag-ship, 
climbed  up,  and  inquired  whether  it  was  true  that  they 
were  come  to  ravage  the  country  without  having  openly 
declared  war.  The  Admiral  and  all  on  board  burst  into  loud' 
fits  of  laughter,  made  him  drink  punch,  and  sent  him  back: 
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The  Child  of  Nature,  netded  at  this  treatment,  thought 
of  nothing  now  but  how  he  might  best  fight  against  his 
former  friends,  on  behalf  of  his  fellow-countrymen  and  his 
imcle*s  household.  The  gentlemen  of  the  neighbourhood 
flocked  to  the  spot  from  all  directions,  and  he  joined  their 
party.  They  had  some  pieces  of  cannon ;  he  loads  them, 
takes  aim,  and  fires  them  one  after  another.  The  £nglish 
land ;  he  runs  to  meet  them,  kills  three  of  them  with  his 
own  hand,  and  even  wounds  the  Admiral  who  had  laughed 
at  him.  His  valour  restores  the  fainting  spirits  of  the 
soldiers ;  the  English  re-embark,  and  all  the  shore  resounds 
with  shouts  of — "  Victory !  Long  lire  the  King !  Long  live 
the  Child  of  Nature!" 

'  Everyone  was  eager  to  embrace  him,  and  to  staunch  the 
blood  which  was  flowing  from  several  wounds  which  he 
had  received. 

"  Ah !  "  said  he,  "  if  Mademoiselle  de  Saint- Yves  were 
here,  she  would  apply  a  bandage.'* 

The  Magistrate,  who  had  hidden  himself  in  his  cellar 
during  the  fight,  came  to  compliment  him  on  his  valour, 
like  the  others.  But  he  was  much  surprised  when  he 
heard  the  Unsophisticated  Hercules  say  to  a  group  of 
about  a  dozen  young  men,  by  whom  he  was  surrounded, 
and  who  were  ready  to  follow  him  anywhere : 

"  My  friends,  it  is  nothing  to  have  saved  the  Abbey  of 
the  Mountain,  there  is  a  young  lady  who  must  be  rescued." 

All  the  impetuosity  of  youth  took  fire  at  the  mere  men- 
tion of  such  an  exploit.  They  followed  him  in  a  body,  and 
made  for  the  convent.  If  the  Magistrate  had  not  instantly 
informed  the  Commandant,  and  a  detachment  been  dis- 
patched after  the  jubilant  party,  the  plan  would  have  been 
carried  out.  The  Child  of  Nature  was  brought  back  to  the 
house  of  his  uncle  and  aunt,  who  bathed  him  with  tears 
of  tender  affection. 

**  I  see  plainly,"  said  his  uncle,  **  that  you  will  never  be  a 
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sub-deacon  nor  a  prior ;  you  will  be  an  officer  even  braver 
than  my  brother  the  Captain,  and  probably  quite  as  poor." 

And  Mademoiselle  de  Kerkabon  wept,  as  she  kissed  him 
again  and  again,  saying : 

"  He  will  get  himself  killed  like  my  brother ;  it  would  be 
far  better  if  he  were  to  become  a  sub-deacon.*' 

During  the  conflict  the  Unsophisticated  h&d  picked  up  a 
big  purse  crammed  with  guineas,  whieh  the  Admiral  had 
probably  dropped.  He  never  doubted  that  with  this  purse 
he  could  buy  the  whole  of  Lower  Brittany,  and,  what  was  a 
matter  of  more  importance,  make  Mademoiselle  de  Saint- 
Tves  a  grand  lady.  Everybody  advised  him  to  take  a 
journey  to  Versailles,  in  order  to  receive  the  reward  of  his 
services.  The  Commandant  and  the  other  principal  officers 
supplied  him  with  heaps  of  testimonials.  The  uncle  and 
aunt  quite  approved  of  their  nephew's  journey ;  there  would 
be  no  difficulty  in  obtaining  a  presentation  at  Court,  and 
that  alone  would  confer  upon  him  prodigious  distinction  in 
the  province.  These  two  kind  souls  added  to  the  purse  of 
English  money  a  considerable  present  out  of  their  own 
savings.    The  Child  of  Nature  said  to  himself : 

"When  I  see  the  King,  I  will  beg  him  to  give  me 
Mademoiselle  de  Saint- Yves  in  marriage,  and  assuredly  he 
will  not  refuse  me." 

Then  he  took  his  departure  amidst  the  acclamations  of 
all  the  country  side,  half  smothered  with  embraces,  bathed 
with  his  aunt's  tears,  blessed  by  his  uncle,  and  leaving 
tender  messages  for  his  lovely  mistress. 


THE  CHILD  OF  NATURE.  417 


CHAPTER  Vni. 

THE   UNSOPHISTICATED   GOBS  TO   COURT.      HE  SUPS  ON  THE 
BOAD  WITH   SOME   HUGUENOTS. 

nPHE  Unsophisticated  took  the  road  to  Saumur  by  public 
^  coach,  because  there  was  at  that  time  no  other  means 
of  conveyance.  When  he  arrived  at  Saumur,  he  was  sur- 
prised to  find  the  town  almost  deserted,  and  to  see  a 
number  of  families  in  the  act  of  removing.  He  was  told 
that  six  years  before,  Saumur  contained  more  than  fifteen 
thousand  inhabitants,  and  that  at  the  present  time  there 
w^re  not  six  thousand.  He  did  not  fail  to  mention  this 
during  supper  at  the  inn.  Several  Protestants  were  at 
table;  some  complained  bitterly,  others  trembled  with 
rage,  and  others  again  said  with  tears : 

"  Nos  dnlcia  linquimits  arva, 
Nos  patriam  fugimus.**  ^ 

The  Child  of  Nature,  who  did  not  understand  Latin,  had 
the  words  translated  for  him,  and  found  that  they  meant : 
"  We  are  forsaking  the  fields  we  love,  we  are  flying  from 
our  native  land." 

**  And  why  are  you  flying  from  your  native  land,  gentle- 
men?" 

"  Because  we  are  required  to  acknowledge  the  Pope." 

"  And  why  should  you  not  acknowledge  him  ?  You  have 
no  godmothers,  I  presume,  whom  you  wished  to  marry ;  for 
I  am  told  that  it  is  he  who  gives  permission  for  that  to  be 
done." 

"  Ah !  sir,  this  Pope  claims  possession  over  the  dominions 
of  kings." 

*  Vijga,  Eclog.  L  3. 

E  E 
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" But,  gentlemen,  may  I  ask  what  is  your  calling?  " 

"  Sir,  we  are  for  the  most  part  clothiers  and  manu- 
facturers." 

"  If  this  Pope  of  yours  claims  possession  of  your  cloth 
and  of  your  mills,  you  are  quite  right  not  to  acknowledge 
him  ;  but  as  for  kings,  it  is  their  own  business,  with  which 
you  have  nothing  to  de." 

Thereupon  a  little  man  in  black  interposed,  and  set  forth 
in  a  very  able  manner  the  grievances  of  the  company.  He 
spoke  with  such  energy  of  the  Revocation  of  the  Edict  of 
Nantes,  he  deplored  so  pathetically  the  fate  of  fifty  thou- 
sand families  driven  into  exile,  and  fifty  thousand  others 
dragooned  into  conversion,  that  the  Child  of  Nature  shed 
tears  in  his  turn. 

'*  How  comes  it  to  pass,"  said  he,  "  that  so  great  a  king, 
whose  fame  extends  even  to  the  land  of  the  Hurons,  should 
thus  deprive  himself  of  so  many  hearts  which  might  have 
loved  him,  and  of  so  many  arms  which  might  have  served 
him?" 

"  Because  he  has  been  deceived,  like  other  great  kings," 
answered  the  man  in  black,  "  He  has  been  made  to  believe 
that  as  soon  as  he  says  a  word,  all  men  will  think  as  he 
does,  and  that  he  can  make  us  change  our  religion  as 
easily  as  his  musician  Lulli  can  change  in  a  moment  the 
scenery  of  his  operas.  He  has  not  only  already  lost  five  or 
six  hundred  thousand  very  useful  subjects,  but  he  has 
made  enemies  of  them  as  well ;  and  King  William,  who  is 
at  the  present  moment  master  of  England,  has  formed 
several  regiments  of  these  same  Frenchmen,  who  would 
otherwise  have  fought  for  their  own  monarch. 

**  Such  a  disaster  is  all  the  more  astonishing,  that  the 
reigning  Pope,*  to  whom  Louis  XIV.  sacrifices  a  part  of  his 
people,  ^is  his  declared  enemy.    There  has  even  been  for  the 

1  viz.,  Innocent  XL  (1676- 1G89.) 
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last  nine  years  a  yiolent  quarrel  between  them,  which  has 
been  carried  so  far  that  France  at  last  had  hopes  of  seeing 
that  yoke  broken  which  has  subjected  her  for  so  many  cen- 
turies to  this  foreigner,  and,  above  all,  of  giving  him  no 
more  money, — which  is  the  main  motive  power  in  all  the 
business  of  this  world.  It  is  evident,  then,  that  this  great 
King  has  been  imposed  upon,  alike  with  regard  to  his  own 
interests  and  to  the  extent  of  his  power,  and  that  injury 
has  been  done  to  the  magnanimity  of  his  heart." 

The  Unsophisticated,  more  and  more  concerned,  in- 
quired 'who  and  what  those  Frenchmen  were  who  could 
thus  deceive  a  monarch  so  beloved  by  the  Hurons. 

"They  are  the  Jesuits,"  was  the  reply,  "especially 
Father  de  la  Chaise,  His  Majesty's  Confessor.  It  is  to  be 
hoped  that  God  will  one  day  punish  them  for  this,  and 
that  they  will  be  banished  even  as  they  are  now  banishing 
us.*  "Wbere  is  there  misfortune  to  equal  ours  ?  Monsieur 
de  Louvois  sends  Jesuits  and  dragoons  upon  us  from  all 
directions." 

"Well,  gentlemen,"  replied  the  Child  of  Nature,  who 
could  no  longer  restrain  himself,  "  I  am  on  my  way  to 
Versailles  to  receive  the  reward  due  to  my  services ;  I  will 
speak  to  this  Monsieur  de  Louvois,  I  am  told  that  it  is  he 
who  makes  war  while  seated  in  his  closet.  I  shall  see  the 
King,  and  will  acquaint  him  with  the  truth ;  it  is  impos- 
sible for  anyone  to  resist  that  truth  when  he  knows  it.  I 
shall  soon  return  to  marry  Mademoiselle  de  Saint- Yves, 
and  I  invite  you  to  the  wedding." 

Those  good  people  thereupon  took  him  for  some  great 
nobleman,  who  was  travelling  incognito  by  the  public 
coach.     Some  took  him  for  the  King's  fool. 

There  happened  to  be  seated  at  table  a  Jesuit  in  dis- 
guise, who  served  the  Beverend  Father  de  la  Chaise  in  the 

*  The  expulsion  of  the  Jesuits  from  France  was  decreed  in  1764. 
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capacity  of  a  spy.  He  sent  the  latter  a  report  of  all  that 
had  taken  place,  and  Father  de  La  Chaise  informed 
Monsieur  de  Louvois,  The  spy's  letter  to  his  employer 
arrived  at  Versailles  ahnost  at  the  same  time  as  the  Un- 
sophisticated. 


CHAPTER  IX. 

AREIYAL    OF    THE    UNS0PHI8TIGATBD  AT   VERSAILLES,   AND 
HIS   RECEPTION  AT   COURT. 

T^HE  Unsophisticated  alighted  from  the  pot'de-^hamhre ' 
^  in  the  Court  of  the  Kitchens,  and  asked  the  sedan- 
chair  men  at  what  hour  the  King  was  to  be  seen.  The 
porters  laughed  in  his  face,  just  as  the  English  Admiral 
had  done.  He  treated  them  in  much  fhe  same  way,  for  he 
beat  them  ;  they  wanted  to  give  him  back  as  good  as  he 
gave,  and  blood  would  have  been  spilt,  if  one  of  the  King's 
bodyguard,  a  gentleman  of  Brittany,  had  not  happened  to 
pass  by,  who  soon  scattered  the  rabble. 

"Sir,"  said  the  traveller,  "you  seem  to  me  a  worthy 
man;  I  am  nephew  to  the  Prior  of  Our  Lady  of  the 
Mountain ;  I  have  killed  Englishmen,  and  am  come 
hither  to  speak  to  the  King.  Pray,  conduct  me  to  his 
chamber.** 

The  Gentleman  of  the  Guard,  •delighted  at  finding  a 
hero  from  his  own  province,  who  appeared  to  have  no 
experience  in  the  ways  of  the  Court,  informed  him  that 
the  King  was  not  to  be  spoken  with  so  easily,  and  that  it 
was  necessary  to  be  introduced  by  Monsieur  de  Louvois. 

^  This  was  the  familiar  name  given  to  a  public  vehicle  which 
plied  between  Paris  and  Versailles. 
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"Very  well!  Take  me  then  to  Monsieur  de  Louvois 
"who  will  doubtless  conduct  me  to  His  Majesty." 

**It  is  more  difficult  to  obtain  an  interview  with 
Monsieur  de  Louvois  than  with  His  Majesty  himself/' 
answered  the  Guardsman;  "but  I  will  bring  you  to 
Monsieur  Alexandre,  who  is  head  clerk  of  the  War  Office 
— that  will  be  all  the  same  thing  as  sx>eaking  to  the 
minister." 

So  they  went  together  to  the  residence  of  Monsieur 
Alexandre,  head  clerk  of  the  War  Office,  but  they  were 
unable  to  gain  admittance ;  he  had  an  appointment  with  a 
lady  of  the  Court,  and  orders  had  been  given  that  he  was 
not  to  be  disturbed. 

"  Ah,  well ! "  said  the  Gentleman  of  the  Guard,  "  it  is 
of  no  consequence ;  we  will  go  and  see  Monsieur  Alex- 
andre's head  clerk,  it  is  just  the  same  thing  as  speaking  to 
Monsieur  Alexandre  himseK." 

The  Huron,  considerably  astonished,  followed  his  com- 
panion ;  they  waited  together  for  half  an  hour  in  a  small 
antechamber. 

"  What  does  all  this  mean  ?  "  asked  the  Unsophis- 
ticated; "is  everybody  invisible  in  this  part  of  the 
country  ?  It  is  much  easier  to  fight  against  Englishmen 
in  Lower  Brittany  than  it  is  to  meet  those  with  whom  we 
have  business  at  Versailles ! " 

He  relieved  the  monotony  of  waiting  by  relating  his 
love  affair  to  his  fellow  countryman.  But  the  hour  struck 
which  summoned  the  Guardsman  back  to  his  post.  They 
promised  to  meet  again  on  the  morrow,  and  the  Unso-. 
phisticated  remained  yet  another  half  hour  in  the  ante- 
chamber, dreaming  of  Mademoiselle  de  Saint- Yves,  and 
meditating  on  the  difficulty  there  was  in  obtaining  access 
to  kings  and  head  clerks. 

At  last  the  Jack-in-office  appeared. 

"Sir,"  said  the  Child  of  Nature,  "if  I  had  waited  to 
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drive  back  the  English  as  long  as  you  have  made  me  wait 
for  an  audience,  they  would  now  be  laying  waste  Lower 
Brittany,  quite  at  their  ease." 

These  words  seemed  to  make  some  impression  on  the 
clerk ;  and  he  said  at  last  to  the  Breton : 

"  What  is  it  you  want  ?  '* 

"  Due  recc^nition  of  my  services,*'  said  the  other ; 
"  these  papers  will  show  my  title  to  it  ** — ^and  he  spread 
out  all  his  testimonials  before  him.  The  clerk  read  them, 
and  told  him  that  permission  would  probably  be  granted 
him  to  purchase  a  lieutenancy. 

"  What !  You  surely  do  not  mean  that  I  am  to  give 
money  for  driving  off  the  English!  That  I  should  pay 
for  the  privilege  of  getting  myself  killed  in  your  defence, 
while  you  sit  calmly  here,  granting  an  audience  when  it 
/)leases  you.  I  think  you  must  intend  it  for  a  joke. 
What  I  want  is  a  squadron  of  cavalry  for  nothing ;  I  want 
the  King  to  release  Mademoiselle  de  Saint- Yves  from  the 
convent  in  which  she  is  immured,  and  to  give  her  to  me 
in  marriage ;  I  want  to  speak  to  the  King  on  behalf  of 
fifty  thousand  families  whom  I  propose  to  restore  to  him  ; 
in  a  word  I  want  to  be  useful,  let  me  be  employed  and 
promoted." 

"  What  may  be  your  name,  sir,  that  you  talk  in  such  a 
lofty  tone?" 

**  My  name ! "  said  the  Unsophisticated ;  "  pray,  have 
you  not  read  my  testimonials  ?  Is  that  the  way,  then, 
in  which  they  are  treated?  My  name  is  Hercules  de 
Kerkabon,  I  have  been  baptized,  I  am  lodging  at  the 
Blue  Dial,  and  I  shall  complain  of  you  to  the  King." 

The  clerk  came  to  the  same  conclusion  as  the  people  of 
Saumur,  that  his  head  was  not  quite  right,  and  paid  very 
little  attention  to  what  he  said. 

That  same  day  the  Reverend  Father  de  La  Chaise,  Con- 
fessor to  Louis  XIY.,  had  received  his  spy's  letter  accusing 
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the  Breton  Kerkabon  of  secretly  favouring  the  Huguenots, 
and  of  condemning  the  conduct  of  the  Jesuits.  Monsieur 
de  Louvois,  on  his  side,  had  received  a  letter  from  the 
question-loving  Magistrate,  which  represented  the  Child  of 
Nature  as  a  scapegrace,  bent  upon  burning  down  convents 
and  carrying  off  young  girls. 

The  Unsophisticated,  after  strolling  about  the  gardens 
of  Versailles,  of  which  he  soon  grew  weary,  and  after 
suffering  like  a  Huron  and  a  Breton,  had  retired  to  rest  in 
pleasing  hopes  of  seeing  the  King  next  day,  of  obtaining 
Mademoiselle  de  Saint- Yves  in  marriage,  of  gaining  the 
command  of  at  least  a  squadron  of  cavalry,  and  of  bring- 
ing to  an  end  the  persecutions  against  the  Huguenots. 
He  was  lulling  himself  to  sleep  with  these  flattering 
fancies,  when  the  police  entered  his  bedchamber.  The 
first  thing  they  did  was  to  seize  his  double-barrelled  gun 
and  big  cutlass.  They  took  an  inventory  of  his  ready 
money  and  escorted  him  to  the  castle  which  King 
Charles  V.,  son  of  John  II.,  caused  to  be  constructed^ 
near  the  street  of  St.  Autony,  at  the  Gate  of  the  Turrets. 

I  leave  the  reader  to  imagine  how  astonished  the  Child 
of  Nature  must  have  been,  while  on  the  way !  He  thought 
at  first  that  it  was  a  dream.  He  remained  stupefied 
awhile  with  amazement,  then  suddenly  transported  with 
rage,  which  gave  him  twice  his  usual  strength,  he  seized 
by  the  throat  two  of  his  conductors,  who  were  with  him  in 
the  carriage,  flung  them  out  through  the  door,  sprang 
after  them,  and  was  in  the  act  of  carrying  off  the  third, 
who  tried  to  hold  him  back.  But,  failing  in  the  effort, 
he  was  bound  hand  and  foot,  and  placed  once  more  in  the 
conveyance. 

"  See  there,"  he  said,  *'  that  is  what  one  gets  for  driving 

^  The  Bastille,  originally  the  castle  of  Paris,  was  built  in  the 
14th  century,  and  demolished  at  the  outbreak  of  the  Revolution  in 
1789. 
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the  English  out  of  Lower  Brittany!  What  would  you 
say,  my  fair  mistress,  if  you  were  to  see  me  in  this 
plight?" 

At  length  he  arrived  at  his  destination.  He  was 
borne  in  silence  to  the  cell  in  which  he  was  to  be  im- 
prisoned, like  a  corpse  that  \b  carried  into  a  graveyard. 
That  chamber  was  already  occupied  by  an  aged  recluse  of 
Port  Eoyal,  named  Gordon,  who  had  been  languishing 
there  for  the  last  two  years. 

"  Look,"  said  the  chief  turnkey  to  the  old  man,  "  here 
is  company  I  am  bringing  you ; "  and  in  another  instant 
the  huge  bolts  of  the  strongly  barred  and  massive  door 
were  driven  home  again,  and  the  two  captives  were  shut 
off  from  all  the  world. 


CHAPTEE  X. 

THE   CHILD  OF   NATTJBE   IS   SHUT  UP  IN   THE   BASTILLE 
WITH  A   JANSENIST. 

r^  OEDON  was  a  hale  and  cheerful  old  man,  who  knew 
^-^  two  important  things — how  to  bear  adversity,  and  how 
to  comfort  the  wretched.  He  advanced  towards  his  com- 
panion with  a  frank  and  sympathizing  air,  and  said,  as  he 
embraced  him : 

"Whoever  you  may  be,  who  are  come  to  share  this 
tomb  of  mine,  rest  assured  that  I  will  always  forget  my- 
self, if  I  can  do  anything  to  assuage  your  torments  in 
this  infernal  pit  into  which  we  have  been  cast.  Let  us 
adore  the  Providence  which  has  brought  us  hither,  suffer 
in  peace,  and  Hve  in  hope." 

These  words  produced  upon  the  Child  of  Nature  the 
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same  effect  as  a  few  drops  of  Englisli  cordial,^  wluch  can 
recall  a  dying  man  to  life,  and  make  him  half  open  his 
astonished  eyes. 

After  their  first  greetings  were  over,  Gordon,  without 
pressing  him  to  tell  the  cause  of  his  misfortune,  inspired 
his  companion,  by  the  charm  of  his  conversation  and  by  that 
mutual  interest  which  two  unfortunate  creatures  take  in 
each  other,  with  a  desire  to  unbosom  himself  and  get  rid 
of  the  burden  which  was  crushing  him ;  bat  he  had  no 
idea  of  the  origin  of  his  misfortune,  which  seemed  to  him 
to  be  an  effect  without  a  cause;  and  the  good-natured 
Gordon  was  as  much  astonished  as  himself. 

'*  It  must  needs  be,''  said  the  Jansenist  to  the  Huron, 
"  that  God  has  some  great  and  wise  purpose  in  all  that 
has  befallen  you,  since  He  has  led  your  steps  from  Lake 
Ontario  to  England  and  to  France,  has  caused  you  to  be 
christened  in  Lower  Brittany,  and  has  placed  you  here  for 
your  salvation." 

"  Upon  my  word,"  replied  the  Child  of  Nature,  "  I 
believe  that  the  devil,  and  the  devil  only,  has  had  any- 
thing to  do  with  my  destiny.  My  fellow-countrymen  in 
America  would  never  have  treated  me  with  the  barbarity 
which  I  now  experience;  it  could  not  enter  into  their 
imagination.  They  are  called  «at;a^e«;  they  are  uncivilised, 
but  they  are  honest  people;  whereas  the  inhabitants  of 
this  country  are  refined  scoundrels.  I  am,  indeed,  very 
much  surprised  to  find  that  I  have  come  from  the  other 
side  of  the  world  to  be  shut  up  on  this  side  behind  four  bolts 
in  the  company  of  a  priest;  but  when  I  reflect  upon  the 
prodigious  number  of  persons  who  leave  one  hemisphere 
to  go  and  get  killed  in  the  other,  or  suffer  shipwreck  on 
the  voyage  and  become  food  for  fishes,  I  confess  that  I 

*  "  Gonttes  d'Angleterre"— a  restorative  of  which  one  Goddard 
was  the  inventor,  who  practised  medicine  in  London  during  the 
reign  of  Charles  II. 
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see  still  less  the  gracious  purposes  of  God  as  displayed  on 
their  behalf." 

Their  dinner  was  hereupon  brought  and  passed  in  to 
them  through  a  grating.  The  conversation  turned  upon 
Divine  Providence,  upon  arbitrary  warrants  of  imprison- 
ment, and  upon  the  art  of  rising  superior  to  those  reverses 
of  fortune  to  which  every  man  is  exposed  in  this  world. 

"I  have  been  here  for  two  years,"  said  the  old  man, 
"  without  other  consolation  than  what  I  could  derive  from 
myself  and  my  books ;  yet  I  have  not  had  a  fretful  moment." 

"  Ah,  Monsieur  Gordon,"  exclaimed  the  Child  of  Nature, 
"then  you  are  not  in  love  with  your  godmother?  If  you 
knew  Mademoiselle  Saint- Yves  as  I  do,  you  would  be  in 
despair." 

As  he  uttered  these  words,  he  could  not  restrain  his 
tears,  and  he  felt  a  little  less  oppressed  iu  consequence. 

"  Why,  now,"  said  he,  "  should  tears  give  us  relief  ?  It 
seems  to  me  that  they  ought  to  have  an  opposite  effect." 

"  My  son,"  replied  the  good  old  man,  "  everything  about 
us  is  connected  with  our  physical  nature ;  every  secretion 
benefits  the  body;  and  everything  which  relieves  the 
body  relieves  the  soul;  we  are  machines  in  the  hand  of 
Providence." 

The  Unsophisticated,  who,  as  we  have  already  remarked 
several  times,  had  a  great  ^ stock  of  good  sense,  reflected 
deeply  on  this  idea,  the  germ  of  which,  as  it  seemed  to 
him,  existed  in  his  own  mind.  After  which,  he  asked  his 
companion  why  that  machine  of  his  had  been  for  two  years 
imprisoned  behind  four  bolts. 

**  By  effectual  grace,"  answered  Gordon.  "  I  am  known 
to  be  a  Jansenist,  I  have  been  on  intimate  terms  with 
Amauld  and  Nicole,  and  the  Jesuits  have  persecuted  us. 
We  believe  that  the  Pope  is  no  more  than  any  other 
bishop;  and  it  was  for  this  that  Father  de  La  Chaise 
obtained  from  the  King,  whose  Confessor  he  is,  an  order 
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to  rob  me,  without  even  the  forms  of  justice,  of  that  most 
precious  of  human  possessions — liberty." 

"  Why,  this  is  very  strange,"  said  the  Unsophisticated ; 
"  all  the  unfortunate  people  I  have  met  owe  their  misery 
to  nothing  and  nobody  but  the  Pope." 

"  As  to  that  effectual  grace  of  which  you  speak,  I  con- 
fess that  I  know  nothing  about  it ;  but  I  regard  it  as  a 
grace  of  no  little  magnitude  that  God  has  allowed  me  to 
find  in  my  misfortune  a  man  like  yourself,  who  can  pour 
into  my  heart  consolation,  of  which  I  thought  myself 
incapable." 

Every  day  their  converse  became  more  interesting  and 
instructive.  The  souls  of  the  two  prisoners  became  linked 
together.  The  old  man  was  well  informed,  and  the  young 
one  was  very  willing  to  learn.  At  the  end  of  a  month  he 
began  to  study  geometry,  and  eagerly  devoured  it.  Gordon 
made  him  read  Eohault's  "  Natural  Philosophy,"  *  a  book 
which  was  still  in  vogue,  and  he  had  the  good  sense  to  find 
there  nothing  but  uncertainties. 

Then  he  read  the  first  volume  of  the  "  Search  after 
Truth."  ^    That  threw  a  new  light  upon  his  mind. 

"What!"  said  he,  "do  our  imagination  and  senses 
deceive  us  to  such  an  extent  ?  Our  ideas,  then,  are  not 
derived  from  sensible  objects,  nor  have  we  any  power  to 
originate  them  of  ourselves ! " 

By  the  time  he  had  read  the  second  volume,  he  was  not 
quite  so  well  satisfied,  and  came  to  the  conclusion  that  it 
is  easier  to  destroy  than  to  build. 

His  fellow-prisoner,  surprised  that  a  young  fellow,  so 
ignorant  as  he  was,  should  make  this  reflection,  which 

»-Rohault's  "  Traits  de  Physique"  was  published  1671. 

^  Nicolas  MaJebranche  published  his  important  work  "  De  la 
Recherche  de  la  V^rit^  "  in  1674.  It  was  founded  upon  the  theory 
that  the  human  soul  exists  in  Grod,  as  matter  does  in  space.  See 
p.  187. 
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could  only  be  expected  of  a  well-trained  mind,  formed  a 
high  opinion  of  his  judgment,  and  felt  more  strongly 
attached  to  him  than  ever. 

"  Your  Malebranche,"  said  the  Unsophisticated,  one  day, 
"  appears  to  me  to  have  drawn  upon  his  reason  for  one 
half  of  his  book,  and  upon  his  imagination  and  prejudices 
for  the  other  half." 

A  few  days  afterwards  Gordon  asked  him : 

"  What  do  you  think  now  of  the  soul,  of  the  way  in 
which  we  receive  our  ideas,  of  volition,  of  grace,  and  free 
will?" 

"Nothing,"  answered  the  Child  of  Nature;  "  if  I  think 
anything,  it  is  that  we  are  under  the  power  of  the  Almighty, 
like  the  stars  and  the  elements ;  that  it  is  He  who  does 
everything  in  us,  and  that  we  are  like  little  wheels  in  the 
immen9e  machine  of  which  He  is  the  soul ;  that  He  acts 
according  to  general  laws,  and  not  with  particular  views. 
This  alone  appears  to  me  intelligible,  all  else,  as  far  as 
I  am  concerned,  is  an  abyss  of  darkness." 

"  But,  my  son,  that  would  be  making  God  the  author 
of  sin." 

"But,  father,  your  doctrine  of  effectual  grace  would 
make  God  the  author  of  sin  quite  as  much ;  for  it  is  cer- 
tain that  all  those  to  whom  that  grace  were  denied  would 
sin ;  and  he  who  gives  us  up  to  the  power  of  evil  is  surely 
the  author  of  the  evil." 

This  artless  simplicity  much  embarrassed  the  good  man ; 
he  felt  as  if  he  were  making  vain  efforts  to  extricate  him- 
self from  a  quagmire,  and  he  heaped  so  many  words 
together  which  seemed  to  have  some  sense,  but  which 
really  had  none  (in  discussing  "physical  promotion")* 
that  the  Unsophisticated  could  not  help  pitying  him.  That 

*  "  La  promotion  physique  "  meant,  according  to  the  system  of 
the  Thomists,  the  direct  and  immediate  action  of  the  Deity  upon 
the  soul. 
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question  inevitably  led  to  tlie  origin  of  good  and  evil ;  and 
then  poor  Gordon  must  needs  pass  in  review  Pandora's 
box,  the  egg  of  Ormuzd  pierced  by  Ahriman,  the  enmity 
between  Typhon  and  Osiris,  and  lastly  the  doctrine  of 
original  sin ;  and  they  both  wandered  about  in  that  deep 
darkness  without  once  meeting  each  other.  But  as  the 
result  of  it  all,  this  romance  of  the  soul  diverted  their 
attention  from  the  contemplation  of  their  own  misery,  and, 
as  though  by  some  strange  charm,  the  crowd  of  calamities 
spread  over  the  universe  diminished  the  sense  of  their  own 
troubles ;  they  dared  not  complain  when  all  were  sufferers. 

But  during  the  slumbers  of  the  night  the  image  of  the 
beautiful  Mademoiselle  de  Saint- Yves  effaced  all  meta- 
physical and  ethical  theories  from  the  lover's  mind.  His 
eyes  were  often  wet  with  tears  when  he  awoke ;  and  the 
old  Jansenist  would  forget  al\  about  his  effectual  grace, 
and  the  Abbe  de  Saint-Cyran,^  and  Jansenius,  in  order  to 
minister  consolation  to  a  young  man  whom  he  believed  to 
be  in  deadly  sin. 

After  reading  and  reasoning  together,  they  used  to  talk 
again  of  their  adventures ;  and  after  discussing  them  to  no 
purpose,  they  would  resume  their  reading,  either  together 
or  alone.  The  young  man's  understanding  gained  more  and 
more  strength ;  and  he  would  in  particular  have  made  very 
considerable  progress  in  mathematics,  if  it  had  not  been 
for  distracting  thoughts  of  Mademoiselle  de  Saint-Yves. 

He  read  histories,  but  they  only  made  him  sad.  The 
world  appeared  to  him  overflowing  with  wickedness  and 
misery.  In  fact  History  is  nothing  but  a  picture  of 
crimes  and  calamities;  the  great  crowd  of  harmless  and 
peaceable  men  are  never  visible  on  its  vast  stage;  and 
there  are  no  characters  but  the  ambitious  and  the  obsti- 
nately perverse.     History  seems  to  give  pleasure  in  much 

^  Duverger  de  Hauranne,  a  friend  of  Jansenius,  and  one  of  the 
first  propagators  of  his  opinions  in  France. 
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the  same  way  as  Tragedj,  which  languishes  if  it  is  not 
animated  by  violent  passions,  guilt,  and  great  misfortunes. 
Clio  must  be  aimed  with  the  dagger  like  Melpomene. 

Although  the  history  of  France  is  as  full  of  horrors  as 
any  other,  neyertheless  it  appeared  to  him  so  repulsive  at 
its  commencement,  so  dry  midway,  so  trivial  in  later  times, 
even  in  those  of  Henry  IV ,  always  so  destitute  of  monu- 
ments of  greatness,  so  alien  to  those  brilliant  discoveries 
which  have  made  other  nations  illustrious,  that  he  was 
forced  to  struggle  hard  against  weariness  in  order  to  read 
all  those  details  of  obscure  calamities  concentrated  in  one 
comer  of  the  world. 

Gordon  thought  as  he  did.  It  was  with  a  smile  of  pity 
that  both  of  them  regarded  the  matter  when  the  questioii 
was  what  sovereigns  reigned  over  Fezensac,  Fesansaguet, 
and  Astarac.  Such  researches,  indeed,  would  be  of  no 
good  to  anyone  but  their  heirs,  if  they  had  any.  The  grand 
ages  of  the  Eoman  Republic  rendered  him  for  a  tiipe 
indifferent  to  all  the  rest  of  the  earth.  The  spectacle  of 
victorious  Eome,  giving  laws  to  the  nations,  engrossed  his 
whole  soul.  He  felt  a  glow  of  admiration  in  contem- 
plating this  people,  who  were  governed  for  seven  hundred 
years  by  the  enthusiasm  of  liberty  and  glory. 

Thus  passed  by  days,  weeks,  and  months ;  and  he  might 
have  counted  himself  happy  in  the  very  haimt  of  despair, 
if  he  had  loved  no  one. 

His  kind  disposition  was  stirred  to  tender  disquietude 
when  he  remembered  the  Prior  of  Our  Lady  of  the  Moun- 
tain, and  the  affectionate  Mademoiselle  Kerkabon. 

"  What  will  they  think  ?  "  he  often  repeated, "  when  they 
get  no  tidings  from  me  ?  They  will  deem  me  an  ungrateful 
wretch." 

This  idea  tormented  him,  and  he  pitied  those  who  loved 
him  much  more  than  he  pitied  himself. 
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CHAPTER  XL 

DESCRIBES   HOW   THE   CHILD   OF   KATUBE's   OENITS  WAS 
DEVELOPED. 

Tl  EADING  enlarges  the  mind,  and  an  enlightened  friend 
■*^^  can  give  it  comfort.  Our  prisoner  enjoyed  both  theso 
advantages,  of  which  he  had  no  suspicion  before. 

"I  am  almost  tempted  to  believe  in  transformations; 
for  I  have  been  changed  from  a  brute  into  a  man." 

He  formed  for  himself  a  choice  library,  with  a  part  of 
his  money,  over  which  he  was  allowed  control.  His  friend 
encouraged  him  to  put  down  his  reflections  in  writing; 
and  this  is  what  he  wrote  on  the  subject  of  ancient  history : 

"  I  imagine  that  the  nations  of  the  world  were  for  long 
like  myself,  that  their  progress  in  knowledge  was  very 
slow,  that  for  many  ages  their  thoughts  were  so  much 
taken  up  by  the  present  moment  as  to  leave  very  little 
room  for  the  past,  and  none  at  all  for  the  future.  I  have 
traversed  five  or  six  hundred  leagues  in  Canada  without  find- 
ing a  single  memorial  of  bygone  times ;  no  one  there  knows 
anything  of  the  doings  of  his  great-grandfather.  May  we 
not  see  in  that  the  primitive  condition  of  mankind  ?  The 
variety  which  inhabits  this  continent  seems  to  me  superior 
to  that  of  the  other.  They  have  widened  the  scope  of 
existence  for  some  centuries  past  by  means  of  arts  and 
sciences.  Is  that  because  they  have  a  beard  on  the  chin, 
whereas  the  Creator  has  denied  one  to  American  Indians  ? 
I  cannot  believe  it,  for  I  find  that  the  Chinese  have  scarcely 
any  beard,  and  yet  they  have  cultivated  the  arts  for  more 
than  five  thousand  years.    For,  indeed,  if  they  have  annals 
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extending  over  four  thousand  years,  it  is  certain  tliat  the 
nation  must  have  been  consolidated  and  flourishing  for  at 
least  fifty  centuries. 

One  feature  strikes  me  particularly  in  the  ancient  history 
of  China, — it  is  that  almost  everything  there  is  probable 
and  natural.  I  marvel  at  it  for  the  mere  fact  of  its  con- 
taining nothing  marvellous. 

''Why  have  aU  other  nations  assigned  to  themselves 
fabulous  origins  ?  The  ancient  chroniclers  of  the  history 
of  France^  who  are  not  so  very  ancient  after  all,  make  the 
French  come  from  a  certain  Francus,  son  of  Hector ;  the 
Eomans  said  that  they  were  the  offspring  of  a  Phrygian,^ 
el^ough  there  *was  not  a  single  word  in  their  language 
which  had  the  least  connection  with  that  of  Phiygia.  The 
gods  were  said  to  have  lived  for  t«n  thousand  years  in 
Egypt,  and  the  devils  in  Scythia,  where  they  engendered 
the  Huns.  Before  Thucydides  I  find  nothing  in  the  way 
of  history  but  romances  like  those  of  Amadis  and  his 
descendants,  and  far  less  entertaining.  There  are  every- 
where apparitions,  oracles,  prodigies,  witchcraft,  transfor- 
mations, and  dreams  interpreted  so  as  to  involve  the  des- 
tinies of  the  greatest  empires  or  the  smallest  states.  Here 
are  brutes  which  speak,  there  are  others  which  are  objects 
of  worship ;  on  one  side  are  gods  turned  into  men,  on  the 
other,  are  men  changed  into  gods.  Ah  I  If  we  must  have 
fables  let  them  be  at  least  emblematic  of  truth  !  I  like 
the  fables  of  philosophers,  I  smile  at  those  of  children,  but 
I  hate  those  of  impostors." 

One  day  he  fell  in  with  a  history  of  the  Emperor 
Justinian,  and  read  therein  that  some  **  Apsedeutes  " '  of 
Constantinople  delivered   a  decree    in  very  bad  Greek 

^  ue.  B.  Trojan,  meaning  iEneas. 

*  "  Des  ap^deutes" — ignoramuses :  from  the  Greek  iLvaiBevroc^ 
uneducated.  The  Theological  Faculty  of  Paris  is  intended,  which 
had  censured,  in  very  bad  Latin,  Marmonters  "  B^lisaire." 


I' 
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i^ainst  the  greatest  captain  of  the  a^e,  because  that  hero 
had  uttered  these  words  in  the  heat  of  conversation : 

**  Truth  shines  by  its  own  light,  and  human  minds  gain 
no  illumination  from  the  fires  of  the  stake." 

The  "  Apeedeutes "  were  confident  that  this  proposition 
was  heretical,  or  savouring  of  heresy,  and  that  the  contrary 
axiom  was  Catholic,  of  universal  application,  and  good 
Greek :  *'  Human  minds  gain  illumination  only  from  the 
fires  of  the  stake,  and  truth  could  not  shine  by  its  own 
light."  So  those  "  Linostoles  "  *  condemed  several  of  the 
Captain's  speeches,  and  published  the  condemnation  in  a 
decree. 

"  What ! "  cried  the  Unsophisticated, "  decrees  published 
by  those  people ! " 

*'  They  were  not  decrees  at  all,"  replied  Gordon ;  "  they 
were  counter-edicts,  at  which  everybody  in  Constantinople 
laughed,  and  the  Emperor  louder  than  any.  He  was  a 
wise  prince  who  had  known  how  to  reduce  the  Apsedeutic 
Linostoles  to  a  state  of  impotence  for  anything  but  what 
was  good.  He  knew  that  those  gentlemen  and  many  other 
*  Pastophores '  *  had  worn  out  the  patience  of  the  em- 
perors who  had  preceded  him  with  their  counter-edicts  in 
matters  of  greater  importance." 

"  He  did  well,"  said  the  Unsophisticated ;  "  the  Pasto- 
phores  ought  to  be  upheld,  and  kept  within  bounds." 

He  committed  to  pen  and  paper  many  other  reflections, 
which  amazed  old  Gordon. 

"How  is  this?"  he  said  to  himself.  "Here  have  I 
spent  fifty  years  in  self-instruction,  and  I  fear  I  shall  never 
acquire  the  natural  good  sense  of  this  lad,  who  is  almost 
a  savage !     I  shudder  to  think  how  hard  I  have  laboured 

*  "Linostoles" — snrpliced  folk:  from  the  Greek  \tv6aro\os= 
clad  in  a  long  linen  robe. 

*  '^  Pastophores  "—idol-bearers :  from  the  Greek  va(rro^Moos= 
carrying  the  image  of  a  god  in  a  shrine. 

F  p 
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ta  bolstering  up  prejudices ;  lie  listens  to  no  other  voice 
than  the  simple  one  of  Nature/' 

The  good  man  had  several  of  those  little  books  of  criti- 
cism, those  periodical  pamphlets  in  which  men,  incapable 
of  producing  anything  th  mselves,  disparage  the  produc- 
tions of  others — in  which  a  Vise  insults  a  Bacine,  and  a 
Fajdit  a  Fenelon.  The  Child  of  Nature  hastily  ski]a^med 
a  few  of  them. 

"  I  think,"  said  he,  "  that  such  authors  resemble  certain 
gnats,  which  like  to  lay  their  eggs  in  the  posteriors  of  the 
finest  horses ;  it  does  not  prevent  them  from  running.*' 

Our  pair  of  philosophers  scarcely  deigned  to  cast  their 
eyes  upon  these  offscourings  of  literature. 

Soon  afterwards  they  read  together  the  elements  of 
Astronomy,  and  the  Unsophisticated  sent  for  a  celestial 
globe ;  that  grand  spectacle  filled  him  with  admiration. 

"  What  a  hard  fate  it  is,"  said  he,  "  to  begin  to  know 
something  of  the  heavens  only  after  having  been  robbed 
of  the  privilege  of  beholding  them !  Jupiter  and  Saturn 
revolve  in  their  vast  orbits  ;^  millions  of  suns  light  thou- 
sands of  millions  of  worlds,  and  in  this  comer  of  the  earth 
in  which  I  have  been  cast  there  are  found  beings  who 
deprive  me — me,  a  being  who  can  see  and  think — of  all 
those  worlds  to  which  my  view  might  have  extended,  and 
even  of  that  one  on  which  it  has  pleased  God  to  place  me ! 
The  light,  created  for  the  whole  universe,  is  lost  to  me. 
No  one  ever  deprived  me  of  it  in  that  northern  clime 
where  I  passed  my  childhood  and  my  youth.  Had  it  not 
been  for  you,  my  dear  Gordon,  I  should  be  here  now  jn,  a 
state  no  better  than  annihilation." 
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CHAPTER  Xn. 

BELATES  WHAT   THE  CHILD   OF  KATUBlB  THOUGHT  OF 
THE  DRAMA. 

T^HE  Child  of  Nature  resembled  one  of  those  haxdy 
^  trees  which,  having  sprung  up  on  unpromising 
ground,  quicklj  spread  abroad  their  roots  and  branches 
when  transplanted  to  a  more  favourable  soil ;  it  was  very 
extraordinary  that  this  soil  was  in  his  case  a  prison. 

Among  the  books  which  engaged  the  ample  leisure  of 
the  two  prisoners  were  to  be  found  some  volumes  of 
poetry,  translations  of  Greek  tragedies,  and  several  French 
plays.  The  verses  which  spoke  of  love  brought  at  once 
pleasure  and  pain  to  the  soul  of  the  Unsophisticated; 
they  all  reminded  him  of  his  beloved  mistress.  The  fable 
of  "  The  Two  Pigeons  "  ^  pierced  his  heart ;  so  far  was  he 
from  all  power  of  returning  to  his  own  dove-cote ! 

Moliire  enchanted  him,  making  him  understand  the 
manners  not  only  of  Paris  but  of  the  human  race. 

"  To  which  of  his  comedies  do  you  give  the  prefer- 
ence ?  " 

"  To  '  Tartufe,'  without  a  doubt." 

*'  I  agree  with  you,"  said  (Jordon ;  it  is  a  Tartufe " 
who  has  cast  me  into  this  dungeon,  and  perhaps  they  are 
Tartufes  who  have  brought  about  your  misfortune." 

"  What  do  you  think  of  these  Greek  tragedies  ?  " 

"  That  they  are  good, — ^for  a  Greek  audience,"  said  the 
Unsophisticated. 

But  when  he  came  to  read  the  modem  versions  of 

*  One  of  La  Fontaine's  Fables.  ^  ».e.,  a  hypocrite. 
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"  Iphigenia,"  "  Phaedra,"  "Andromache,"  and  "Athaliah,"* 
he  was  enraptured;  he  sighed,  he  shed  tears;  he  soon 
knew  them  by  heart,  without  intending  to  learn  them. 

"Eead  *Eodogune,'"  said  Gordon.  "People  say  that 
it  is  the  masterpiece  of  the  modem  drama;  the  other 
plays,  which  have  given  you  so  much  pleasure,  are  of  little 
value  in  comparison." 

The  young  man,  before  he  had  finished  the  first  page, 
exclaimed ; 

"  This  is  not  by  the  same  author." 

"  How  do  you  know  that  ?  " 

"  I  cannot  tell,  but  these  verses  delight  neither  my  ear 
nor  my  heart." 

"Oh,  the  versification  is  of  iio  consequence,"  said 
Gordon. 

The  Child  of  Nature  replied : 

"  Why,  then,  is  it  written  in  verse  ?  " 

After  having  read  the  play  very  attentively,  with  no 
other  purpose  than  that  of  getting  as  much  pleasure  as 
possible  out  of  it,  he  looked  at  his  friend  without  a  tear, 
but  with  an  air  of  surprise,  and  did  not  know  what  to  say. 
At  last,  when  urged  to  describe  what  he  had  felt,  he 
answered  as  follows : 

"  I  hardly  understood  the  beginning ;  I  was  disgusted 
with  the  middle;  the  last  scene  I  found  very  affecting, 
though  it  seems  to  me  rather  improbable.  None  of  the 
characters  interest  me,  and  I  do  not  remember  twenty 
lines — I,  who  remember  them  all  when  they  give  me 
pleasure." 

"  And  yet  that  play  is  reckoned  the  best  we  have." 

"  If  that  is  so,"  replied  he,  "  it  may  be  like  a  good  many 
people  who  occupy  places  to  which  they  have  no  right. 

'  These  are  all  tragedies  by  Racine.  See  * '  Racine's  Dramatic 
Works,"  in  Bohn's  Standard  Library. 
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After  all,  it  is  a  matter  of  taste ;  mine  can  hardly  yet  be 
properly  formed.  I  may  be  mistaken,  but  you  know  that 
I  am  in  the  habit  of  saying  what  I  tliink,  or,  rather,  what 
I  feeL  I  suspect  that  the  judgment  of  society  is  often 
influenced  by  illusion,  fashion,  and  caprice.  I  have  spoken 
as  Nature  prompted ;  it  may  be  that  in  my  case  Nature 
is  very  imperfect ;  but  it  is  also  possible  that  her  dictates 
may  sometimes  be  too  much  neglected  by  the  majority  of 
mankind." 

Then  he  recited  some  lines  from  "  Iphigenia,**  with  which 
his  memory  was  well  stored,  and  though  his  elocution  was 
poor,  he  put  so  much  truth  and  expression  into  his  voice 
that  he  made  the  old  Jansenist  weep.  After  that  he  read 
'*  Cinna  " ;  ^  he  shed  no  tears,  but  hisadmiration  was  excited 
to  a  high  pitch. 


CHAPTER  Xni. 

THB   FAIR   MADEMOISELLE    SAINT-TVES   GOES   TO 
VERSAILLES. 

Tl  rHILST  our  unfortunate  young  friend  was  gaining 
^  ^  more  culture  than  consolation,  whilst  his  genius,  so 
long  stifled,  was  unfolding  itself  with  such  rapidity  and 
vigour,  and  whilst  Nature,  gradually  growing  to  perfection 
within  him,  was  making  him  some  amends  for  the  buffets 
of  Fortune, — ^what  had  become  of  the  Prior  and  his  kind 
sister,  and  of  the  beautiful  Mademoiselle  Saint- Yves,  now 
in  the  seclusion  of  the  cloister  ?     During  the  first  month 

*  "  Cinna**  is  one  of  Comeille's  finest  plays.   It  was  published  in 
1039. 
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they  were  uneasy,  and  ere  tbey  had  completed  the  third 
they  were  overwhelmed  with  anxiety ;  false  surmises  and 
ill-founded  reports  kept  them  in  constant  alarm.  At  the 
end  of  six  months  they  believed  him  to  be  dead.  At  last 
the  Prior  and  Mademoiselle  de  Kerkabon  learned  by  a 
letter  dated  some  time  back,  which  a  gentleman  of  the 
King's  body-guard  had  written  to  his  family  in  Brittany, 
that  a  young  man,  who,  as  described,  resembled  the  Un- 
sophisticated, had  arrived  one  evening  at  Versailles,  but 
that  he  had  been  taken  away  in  the  course  of  the  night, 
and,  since  that  time,  nothing  more  had  ever  been  heard  of 
him  by  anyone. 

^'Alas!"  exclaimed  Mademoiselle  de  Kerkabon,  "our 
nephew  must  have  committed  some  indiscretion  and  got 
himself  into  a  troublesome  scrape.  He  is  young,  he  is  a 
Breton,  he  cannot  know  how  one  ought  to  behave  at  Court. 
My  dear  brother,  I  have  never  seen  either  Versailles  or 
Paris;  this  is  a  good  opportunity.  We  shall  perhaps 
recover  our  poor  nephew ;  he  is  our  brother's  son,  and  it  is 
our  duty  to  succour  him.  Who  knows  if  we  may  not 
succeed  at  last  in  making  a  sub-deacon  of  him,  when  the 
fire  of  youth  has  died  down?  He  had  a  great  thirst  for 
all  branches  of  knowledge.  Do  you  remember  how  h^ 
used  to  argue  over  the  Old  and  New  Testaments?  We 
are  responsible  for  his  soul;  we  it  was  who  had  him 
christened.  His  beloved  mistress,  Mademoiselle  Saint- 
Yves,  weeps  all  day  long.  Indeed  we  must  go  to  Paris. 
If  he  is  hidden  in  one  of  those  haunts  of  vicious  pleasure 
of  which  I  have  heard  so  many  strange  stories,  we  will 
rescue  him."  The  Prior  was  touched  with  his  sister's 
words ;  he  went  to  see  the  Bishop  of  Saint-Malo,  who  had 
baptised  the  Huron,  and  sought  his  countenance  and 
advice.  The  Prelate  quite  approved  of  the  expedition ;  he 
gave  the  Prior  letters  of  recommendation  to  Father  de  La 
Chaise,  the   King's   Confessor,  who  occupied  the   first 
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position  in  the  realm,  to  Harlay,  Archbishop  of  J*aris/ 
and  to  Bossuet,  Bishop  of  Meaux. 

At  length  the  brother  and  sister  took  their  departure. 
But,  on  their  arriyal  in  Paris,  thej  found  themselves  lost 
and  bewildered  in  a  rast  labyrinth,  without  a  due  to  lead 
•  them  in  and  out.  Their  means  were  slender,  and  they 
were  forced  to  hire  conveyances  every  dky  to  make  what 
discoveries  they  could — and  they  discovered  nothing. 

The  Prior  presented  himself  at  the  house  of  the  Beverend 
Father  de  La  Chaise ;  he  was  engaged  with  Mademoiselle 
de  Tron,  and  could  not  give  audiences  to  priors.  He 
called  at  the  gate  of  the  Archbishop's  palace ;  that  Prelate 
was  in  close  conference  with  the  beautiful  Mademoiselle 
de  Lesdiguiferes  touching  the  interests  of  the  Church.  He 
hastened  to  the  country  house  of  the  Bishop  of  Meaux ;  he 
was  engaged  in  examining,  with  Mademoiselle  de  Maul<^on, 
the  mystical  love  of  Madame  Guyon.*  However,  he  suc- 
ceeded at  last  in  getting  those  two  Prelates  to  grant  him 
an  audience ;  but  both  of  them  declared  that  they  could 
not  interfere  in  his  nephew's  case,  inasmuch  as  he  was  not 
a  sub-deacon. 

Last  of  all  he  saw  the  Jesuit,  who  received  him  with 
ox>en  arms,  and  protested  that  he  had  always  had  a  par- 
ticular regard  for  him,  though  they  had  never  met  before ; 
he  assured  him  that  his  Society  had  always  been  strongly 
attached  to  the  people  of  Lower  Brittany. 

*'  But,"  continued  he,  ''  has  not  your  nephew  the  mis- 
fortune to  be  a  Huguenot  ?  " 

^  Francois  de  Harlay  de  Chanvalon,  Archbishop  of  Paris  from 
1670  to  1695. 

^  Madame  Guyon,  the  eminent  exponent  of  the  viewi?  of  the 
Quietists,  and  the  friend  of  F^nelon,  submitted  her  writings  to  a 
Royal  Commission  presided  over  by  Bossuet,  and  promised  to 
abstain  from  further  speculation  on  certain  specified  subjects.  One 
of  her  works  was  a  mystical  interpretation  of  the  Song  of  Solomon. 
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"  Oertainlj  not,  Beverend  Father." 

"  Is  he  not  a  Jansenist,  then  ?  " 

''I  can  assure  your  Beverenoe  that  he  is  scarcely  a 
Christian ;  it  is  only  about  eleven  months  since  we  had 
him  baptised." 

"  That  is  well!  That  is  well !  He  shall  have  our  b^st. 
attention. — Is  ydur  benefice  one  of  much  value  ?  " 

"  Oh,  no !  A  very  small  affair — and  my  nephew  costs 
us  a  good  deal." 

"  Are  there  any  Jansenists  in  your  neighbourhood  ? — 
Be  well  on  your  guard  against  them,  my  dear  Prior,  they 
are  more  dangerous  than  Huguenots  and  Atheists." 

"  Eeverend  Father,  we  have  none  at  all ;  at  our  Lady  of 
the  Mountain  they  do  not  even  know  what  Jansenism 
means." 

*'  So  much  the  better.  Go,  and  rest  assured  that  I  will 
do  my  best  for  you."  - 

He  took  a  cordial  leave  of  the  Prior,  and  thought  no 
more  about  the  matter. 

Time  flowed  on.  The  Prior  and  his  good  sister  began 
to  be  in  despair. 

Meanwhile  the  abominable  Magistrate  was  pressing  for- 
ward the  marriage  of  his  simpleton  of  a  son  with  the  beauti- 
ful Mademoiselle  Saint- Yves,  who  had  been  brought  out  of 
the  convent  for  that  very  purpose.  She  still  loved  her  dear 
godson  as  much  as  she  detested  the  husband  assigned  to 
her.  The  insult  of  being  put  into  a  convent  increased  her 
passion;  the  command  to  marry  the  Magistrate's  son 
brought  her  feelings  to  a  height.  Begret,  tenderness,  and 
horror  agitated  her  soul.  The  love  of  a  young  girl,  as 
everyone  knows,  is  far  more  ingenious  and  far  bolder  than 
the  family  affection  of  an  old  prior  and  an  aunt  of  five- 
and-forty  summers.  Moreover  she  had  imbibed  many 
romantic  ideas  in  the  convent  from  the  novels  which  she 
had  read  on  the  sly. 
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The  fiur  Mademoiselle  bethought  herself  of  the  lettei 
which  had  been  sent  to  Lower  Bhttanv  by  one  of  the 
ISmg^B  body-guard,  and  which  had  been  so  much  talked  of 
in  the  province.  She  determined  to  go  herself  to  get  in- 
formation at  Versailles,  to  throw  herself  at  the  feet  of  the 
King's  Ministers,  if  her  affianced  husband  should  be  in 
prison,  as  wa9  reported,  and  to  obtain  justice  on  his  behalf. 
Something  or  other  secretly  told  her  that  nothing  is  refused 
at  Court  to  a  pretty  damsel ;  but  she  little  knew  at  what 
cost. 

Having  taken  her  resolution,  she  experienced  a  sense  of 
peace  and  consolation.  She  no  longer  flouted  her  silly 
suitor;  she  smiled  upon  the  detestable  father-in-law, 
fondled  her  brother,  and  diffused  a  spirit  of  cheerfulness 
through  the  house.  1  hen,  on  the  day  appointed  for  the 
ceremony,  she  secretly  took  her  departure,  at  four  o'clock 
in  the  morning,  carrying  with  her  all  her  little  wedding 
presents  and  whatever  else  she  could  gather  together. 
Her  scheme  had  been  so  well  executed,  that  she  was  already 
more  than  ten  leagues  away,  when,  about  noon,  her 
chamber  was  entered  and  found  empty.  Great  was  the 
surprise  and  great  the  consternation!  The  Magistrate, 
who  was  a  mere  mark  of  interrogation,  put  more  questions 
that  day  than  he  had  asked  the  whole  week  before ;  the 
bridegroom  seemed  more  stupid  than  ever.  The  Abb^  de 
Saint-Yves,  in  his  anger,  resolved  to  go  after  his  sister 
post-haste;  the  Magistrate  and  his  son  volunteered  t^) 
accompany  him,  and  so  Destiny  drove  almost  all  that 
district  of  Lower  Brittany  to  Paris. 

The  beautiful  Mademoiselle  Saint- Yves  was  quite  pre- 
pared for  pursuit.  She  was  on  horseback,  and  shrewdly 
inquired  of  all  the  post-boys  if  they  had  seen  anything  of 
a  fat  abb^,  a  ponderous  magistrate,  and  a  young  booby 
hurrying  along  the  road  to  Paris.  Finding  on  the  third 
day  that  they  were  not  far  off  she  took  a  different  road, 
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and  was  clever  and  fortunate  enough  to  arrive  at  Ver- 
sailles, while  a  vain  search  was  being  instituted  for  her  in 
Paris. 

But  how  wi^  she  now  to  behave  at  Versailles  ? — ^young 
and  beautiful,  without  counsel  or  support,  a  stranger,  and 
exposed  to  perils  on  every  hand,  how  could  she  dare  to  go 
in  search  of  one  of  the  Ebig's  body-guard  ?  She  bethought 
herself  of  applying  to  some  Jesuit  of  inferior  grade,  for 
there  were  some  of  them  to  be  found  for  all  conditions  of 
life.  As  the  Creator,  said  they,  had  assigned  various  sorts 
of  food  to  different  kinds  of  animals,  so  He  had  given  the 
King  his  own  private  Confessor,  whom  all  such  as  were 
soliciting  good  appointments  were  accustomed  to  call 
'<the  Head  of  the  Oallican  Church.''  Then  came  the 
Confessors  of  the  Princesses;  the  King's  Ministers  had 
none  at  all, — ^they  were  not  such  fools.  There  were  Jesuits 
for  the  general  public,  and,  what  was  of  more  importance, 
there  were  Jesuits  for  ladies'  maids,  from  whom  they 
learned  their  mistresses'  secrets,  and  that  was  no  small 
service  to  the  Society.  The  fair  Mademoiselle  Saint-Yves 
addressed  herself  to  one  of  these  1^,  whose  name  was 
Father  Tout-i-tous  (AU-things-to-flArln^jP.  To  him  she 
made  her  confession,  related  her  adventures,  her  present 
^tuation,  and  the  dangers  to  which  she  was  exposed,  and 
entreated  him  to  find  her  a  lodging  with  some  pious  female 
who  might  shelter  her  from  temptatdon. 

Father  Tout.-k.tous  committed  her  to  the  care  of  one  of 
his  most  trustworthy  penitents,  the  wife  of  an  officer  of 
the  Buttery.  No  sooner  was  she  established  there  than 
she  exerted  herself  to  win  the  confidence  and  friendship  of 
her  hostess.  She  gained  intelligence  of  the  Breton  guards- 
man, and  got  him  asked  to  come  to  the  house.  On  learning 
from  him  that  her  lover  had  been  carried  off  after  having 
had  an  interview  with  a  certain  head-clerk,  she  lost  no 
time  in  paying  the  latter  a  visit.     The  sight  of  a  fair 
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female  made  him  milder,  for  it  must  be  admitted  that 
women  have  been  created  for  no  other  purpose  than  to 
tame  the  ruder  sex. 

So  the  quill-driver,  moved  to  compassion,  told  her 
everything. 

**  Your  lover  has  been  in  the  Bastille  for  nearly  a  year, 
and  without  your  help  he  may,  perhaps,  remain  there  all 
his  life." 

Mademoiselle  Saint -Yves  was  sq  affected  that  she 
fainted.  When  she  recovered  her  senses,  the  knight  of  the 
pen  addressed  her  thus : 

"  I  have  not  enough  influence  to  do  good;  all  my  power  is 
limited  to  doing  some  harm  occasionaQy.  Take  my  advice 
wd  call  upon  Monsieur  de  Saint-Pouange,  who  does  both 
good  and  evil,  cousin  and  &vourite  of  Monseigneur  de 
Louvois.  That  Minister  has  two  souls:  Monsieur  de 
Saint-Pouange  is  one  of  them,  and  Madame  Dufresnoy  is 
the  other,  but  she  is  not  at  Versailles  just  now.  You 
have  nothing  to  do  but  to  secure  the  goodwill  of  the 
patron  I  have  mentioned.'' 

The  lovely  Madepioiselle  Saint-Yves,  divided  between  a 
little  joy  and  a  great  deal  of  sorrow,  between  l^nt  hopes 
and  disheartening  fears,  pursued  by  her  brother,  idolising 
her  lover,  drying  her  tears  and  then  weeping  again,  feeble 
and  trembling,  yet  taking  fresh  courage,  hastened  to  the 
house  of  Monsieur  de  Saint-Pouange. 
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CHAPTER  XIV. 

MENTAL   PBOGBBSS   OF   THB   CHILD   OF   NATXTBE. 

nPHE  Unsophisticated  made  rapid  advancement  in  the 
^  various  branches  of  knowledge,  and,  above  all,  in  the 
knowledge  of  man.  The  cause  of  this  rapid  development 
of  his  mind  was  due  almost  as  much  to  his  savage  training 
as  to  his  intellectual  capacity ;  for,  having  learned  nothing 
in  his  childhood*  he  had  imbibed  no  prejudices;  his 
understanding  not  having  been  warped  by  error  had 
remained  perfectly  straightforward.  He  saw  things  as 
they  actually  were,  whereas  the  ideas  communicated  to  us 
in  childhood  make  us  see  things  as  they  are  not  all  our 
life  long. 

**  Your  persecutors  are  detestable,'*  said  he  to  his  friend 
Oordon.  "  I  pity  you  for  being  the  victim  of  oppression, 
but  I  pity  you  also  for  being  a  Jansenist.  Every  sect 
iEippears  to  me  to  be  a  rallying  point  of  error.  Tell  me  if 
there  aje  any  seets  in  Geometry  ?  " 

**  No,  my  dear  child,''  said  the  good  Gordon,  with  a  sigh ; 
"  all  men  are  of  one  mind  on  truth,  when  it  is  proved,  but 
they  are  sadly  divided  about  truths  that  are  obscure." 

**  Say,  rather,  about  obscure  falsehclods.  If  there  were 
a  single  truth  hidden  under  your  heap  of  arguments,  so 
often  sifted  through  so  many  ages,  it  could  not  fail  to 
have  been  brought  to  light,  and  the  whole  world  would 
have  been  agreed,  at  any  rate,  on  that  point.  If  this 
truth  was  as  necessary  to  us  as  the  sun  is  to  the  earth,  it 
would  be  equally  luminous.  It  is  an  absurdity ;  it  is  an 
insult  to  human  nature;  it  is  an  outrage  against  the 
Infinite  and  Supreme  Being  to  say  that  there  is  any  truth 
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of  essential  importance  to  mankind  which  God  has  chosen 
to  keep  secret." 

All  that  was  said  by  this  ignorant  young  fellow,  taught 
only  by  Nature,  made  a  deep  impression  upon  the  mind  of 
the  unfortunate  old  scholar. 

"  Can  it  really  be  true,"  he  exclaimed,  "  that  I  hare 
made  myself  miserable  for  extrayagant  fancies  ?  I  am> 
indeed,  far  surer  of  my  unhappy  situation  than  I  am  of 
effectual  grace.  I  have  spent  my  life  in  reasoning  upon 
divine  and  human  freedom,  but  I  have  lost  my  own. 
Neither  Saint  Augustine  nor  Saint  Prosper  will  eyer  draw 
me  out  of  the  pit  into  which  I  hare  fallen." 

The  Unsophisticated  was  silent,  and  then  said  with 
characteristic  frankness : 

*'  Would  you  hare  me  speak  to  you  boldly  and  with- 
out reserve  ?  Those  who  incur  persecution  for  such  vain 
scholastic  disputes  seem  to  me  to  have  little  wisdom; 
those  who  persecute  appear  to  me  to  be  monsters." 

The  two  captives  were  of  one  mind  about  the  injustice 
of  their  captivity. 

"  I  am  a  hundred  times  more  to  be  pitied  than  you  are," 
said  the  Child  of  Nature.  "  I  was  bom  free  as  the  air ; 
I  had  two  lives — ^liberty  and  the  object  of  my  love,  and  I 
am  deprived  of  both.  Here  we  are  both  of  us  in  chains, 
without  knowing  the  reason  why,  and  unable  to  ask  it.  *  I 
have  lived  twenty  years  among  the  Hurons;  they  are 
called  savages  because  they  revenge  themselves  upon  their 
enemies,  but  they  never  oppress  their  friends.  Scarcely 
had  I  set  foot  in  France  ere  I  shed  my  blood  on  her  behalf ; 
it  may  be  that  I  saved  a  province,  and  for  reward  I  find 
myself  plimged  into  this  living  tomb,  where  I  should  have 
died  of  rage  if  it  had  not  been  for  you.  Are  there  no  laws, 
then,  in  this  country,  that  men  are  condemned  unheard? 
It  is  not  so  in  England.  Ah!  it  was  not  against  the 
English  that  I  should  have  fought ! " 
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Thus  was  his  budding  philosophy  unable  to  control 
nature,  outraged  in  the  first  of  her  rights,  and  giving  free 
course  to  her  just  indignation. 

His  companion  did  not  contradict  him.  Absence  always 
increases  ungratified  love,  and  philosophy  is  unable  to 
diminish  it.  Hercules  spoke  as  often  of  his  dear  mistress 
as  of  morals  and  metaphysics.  The  more  his  feelings  be- 
came refined,  the  greater  grew  his  love.  He  read  some  of 
the  latest  novels,  but  found  few  of  them  that  expressed  the 
emotions  of  his  soul.  He  felt  that  his  heart  always  went 
beyond  what  he  read. 

"  Ah ! "  said  he,  "  in  almost  all  these  authors  wit  and 
art  supply  the  place  of  nature." 

At  last,  almost  unconsciously,  the  good  Jansenist  priest 
became  the  confidant  of  his  tenderest  feelings.  Formerly 
he  had  known  nothing  of  love  except  as  a  sin  of  which  to 
accuse  oneself  in  confession ;  he  learned  to  know  it  now 
as  a  sentiment  no  less  noble  than  tender,  which  can  elevate 
the  soul  as  well  as  soften  it,  and  sometimes  may  even 
become  the  parent  of  virtues.  Thus  it  came  to  pass,  for  a 
final  miracle,  that  a  North  American  Indian  converted  a 
Jansenist. 


CHAPTEE  XV. 

Y 
THE   BEAUTIFUL   MADEMOISELLE    SAINT-TVSS   REJECTS 

CBBTAIN   DELICATE   PROPOSALS. 

nr^HE  beautifiU  Mademoiselle  Saint- Yves,  more  devoted 
^  even  than  her  lover,  went  then  to  the  house  of 
Monsieur  de  Saint-Pouange,  accompanied  by  the  female 
friend  with  whom  she  was  lodging,  both  of  them  having 
their  faces  concealed  by  their  hoods.     The  first  object  she 
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saw  at  the  door  was  her  brother,  the  Abb^  de  Saint- Yves, 
levying  the  house.  She  was  alarmed,  but  her  pious  friend 
re«as8ured  her. 

"  It  is  precisely  because  he  has  been  speaking  against 
you  that  jou  have  the  more  need  to  speak  for  yourself. 
Believe  me,  in  this  countiy  abcusations  are  always  held  to 
be  just  unless  they  are  speedily  confuted.  Besides,  your 
presence,  unless  I  am  much  mistaken,  will  prove  more 
efl&cacious  than  your  brother's  words.'* 

However  little  encouragement  a  heart  that  is  passion- 
ately in  love  re(^ives,  it  is  daunted  by  nothing. 

When  the  young  lady  presented  herself  in  the  audience 
chamber,  her  youthful  charms,  and  swe^t  eyes  wet  wiiii 
tears,  attracted  the  looks  of  all  who  were  there.  Each 
fawning  sycophant  of  the  Under-Secretary  forgot  for  a 
moment  the  idol  of 'power,  to  gaze  upon  the  idol  of  beauty. 
Saint-Pouange  invited  her  into  a  private  room ;  she  spoke 
with  graceful  emotion,  and  Saint-Pouange  felt  touched ; 
she  trembled,  and  he  relieved  her  fears. 

**  Betum  this  evening,"  said  he ;  "  your  business  requires 
consideration,  and  we  must  talk  over  it  at  leisure.  There 
are  too  many  people  here,  and  each  interview  has  to  be 
brief ;  I  must  discuss  with  you,  in  all  its  bearings,  a  matter 
that  so  nearly  concerns  you." 

Thereupon,  after  complimenting  her  on  her  beauty  and 
good  feeling,  he  bade  her  come  again  at  seven  oclock  that 
evening. 

She  did  not  fail  to  keep  the  appointment;  her  pious 
friend  accompanied  her  as  before,  but  she  remained  in  the 
waiting-room,  and  read  the  "  Christian  Pedagogue,"  *  while 
Saint-Pouange  and  the  lovely  Mademoiselle  Saint- Yves 
were  in  the  inner  chamber.     He  began  by  saying : 

*  A  work  by  Pfere  Outreman,  to  which  Voltaire  alludes  with  con- 
tempt elsewhere. 
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"  Would  you  believe,  MademoiaeUe,  that  your  brother 
came  to  ask  me  for  a  warrant  of  imprisonment  against 
jou  ?  But,  indeed,  I  would  rather  draw  up  an  order  for 
him  to  be  sent  back  to  Lower  Brittany. 

"  Alas,  sir,  warrants  of  imprisonment  must  be  very  libe- 
rally dispensed  in  govemmeht  offices,  when  people  come 
from  the  most  remote  comers  of  the  kingdom  to  beg  for 
them  as  if  they  were  pensions.  I  am  very  far  from  wish- 
ing to  ask  for  one  against  my  brother ;  he  has  given  me 
great  reason  to  complain  of  him,  but  I  respect  human 
liberty,  and  I  am  come  to  claim  it  on  behalf  of  a  man  whom 
I  wish  to  many,  a  man  to  whom  the  King  owes  the  pre- 
servation  of  a  prt)vince,  and  one  who  can  be  of  further  use 
to  him,  the  son  of  an  officer  killed  in  his  service.  Of  what 
crime  is  he  accused  ?  How  can  he  have  been  treated  so 
cruelly  as  to  be  condemned  unheard  ?  " 

Then  the  Under-Secretary  showed  her  the  letter  of  the 
Jesuit  spy  and  that  of  the  perfidious  Magistrate. 

"  What !  Are  there  such  monsters  upon  earth  ?  Is  that 
the  way  they  would  force  me  to  marry  the  ridiculous  son 
of  a  father  not  only  ridiculous  but  wicked  ?  and  is  it  on 
such  information  as  that  that  the  fate  of  citizens  is  here 
decided?" 

She  threw  herself  on  her  knees,  she  entreated  with  sobs 
the  liberation  of  the  worthy  man  who  adored  her.  Her 
charms  in  that  state  of  agitation  showed  themselves  to  the 
greatest  advantage.  She  was  so  lovely,  that  Saint-Pouange, 
losing  all  shame,  insinuated  that  she  might  gain  her  object 
if  she  began  by  giving  him  the  first  fruits  of  what  she 
reserved  for  her  lover.  The  yoimg  lady,  shocked  and  con- 
fused, pretended  for  a  long  time  not  to  understand  him, 
and  he  was  obliged  to  explain  his  meaning  more  dearly^ 
A  mode  of  expression  at  first  somewhat  guarded  gave  rise 
to  one  more  bold,  to  be  followed  in  its  turn  by  another 
even  more  significant.    Not  only  did  he  offer  to  recall  the 
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order  of  imprisonment,  but  he  held  out  hopes  of  rewards, 
monej,  honours,  and  high  appointments ;  and  the  more  he 
promised,  the  more  anxious  he  became  not  to  be  refused. 

Mademoiselle  Saint- Yves  was  in  tears;  she  felt  suffo- 
cated, as  she  half  reclined  upon  a  sofa,  hardly  believing 
what  she  saw  and  heard.  Saint-Pouange,  in  his  turn,  threw 
himself  upon  his  knees.  He  was  not  without  personal 
attractions,  nor  was  it  possible  for  him  to  have  so  scared  a 
heart  less  fully  occupied;  but  Mademoiselle  was  devoted 
to  her  lover,  and  she  thought  it  would  be  a  dreadful  crime 
to  be  unfaithful  to  him  in  order  to  serve  him.  Saint- 
Pouange  redoubled  his  prayers  and  promises ;  at  last  his 
head  was  so  far  turned  that  he  assured  her  such  was  the 
only  way  of  delivering  out  of  prison  the  man  in  whom  she 
took  so  strong  and  tender  an  interest.  This  strange  inter- 
view lasted  so  long  that  the  pious  female  in  the  ante- 
chamber, as  she  read  her  ''  Christian  Pedagogue/'  said  to 
herself: 

**  Good  gracious !  What  can  they  be  doing  there  all 
these  two  hours?  Monseigneur  de  Saint-Pouange  never 
admitted  anyone  to  so  long  an  audience  before ;  perhaps  he 
has  refused  to  do  anything  for  the  poor  girl,  since  she  is 
still  entreating  him  to  help  her." 

At  last  her  companion  came  out  of  the  private  apart- 
ment  in  a  state  of  great  discomposure,  unable  to  speak  at 
word,  and  absorbed  in  reflections  upon  the  character  of 
those  who  have  either  wholly  or  half  achieved  greatness ; 
who  sacrifice  so  lightly  the  liberty  of  men  and  the  chastity 
of  women. 

She  said  not  a  word  all  the  way  back,  but  when  she  had 
breached  her  friend's  house,  she  burst  out  all  at  once,  and 
iiold  her  everything.  The  pious  female  made  the  sign  of 
the  cross  again  and  again. 

'<My  dear  friend,"  said  she,  "you  must  consult  cur 
director.  Father  Tout-il-tous,  to-morrow.    He  has   great 

G  a 
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influence  with  Monsieur  de  Saint-Pouange ;  he  confesses 
several  of  the  maid-servants  belonging  to  his  house ;  he  is 
a  devout  man  of  an  accommodating  turn,  who  also  acts  as 
spiritual  guide  to  ladies  of  rank  and  fashion.  GiVe  your- 
self up  entirely  to  him,  that  is  what  I  am  in  the  habit  of 
doing  mjseK,  and  I  have  always  found  the  benefit  of  it. 
We  poor  women  need  a  man  to  direct  us. — Well  then,  my 
dear,  I'll  go  to-morrow,  and  bring  Father  Tout-a-tous.'* 


CHAPTER  XVI. 

SHE   ASKS   THE   ADVICE   OP  A  JESUIT. 

T 1  rHEN  the  lovely  and  disconsolate  Mademoiselle  Saint- 
^  ^  Yves  found  herself  alone  with  her  good  Confessor, 
she  told  him  in  confidence  that  a  statesman  as  licentious 
as  he  was  powerful  had  proposed  to  set  at  liberty  him  to 
whom  she  was  affianced  in  lawful  matrimony,  but  that  he 
claimed  a  high  price  for  this  service.  She  declared  that 
the  idea  of  such  infidelity  filled  her  with  horrible  repug- 
nance, and  that  if  it  were  only  her  own  life  that  was  con- 
cerned, she  would  rather  sacrifice  it  than  submit. 

*'  What  an  abominable  sinner!"  said  Father  Tout-a-tous. 
"It  is  your  duty  to  tell  me  the  name  of  this  rascally  ' 
fellow;  he  must  be  surely  some  Jansenist;  I  will  de- 
nounce him  to  His  Eeverence  Father  de  La  Chaise,  who 
will  have  him  put  into  the  lodging  where  the  dear  one 
whom  you  are  engaged  to  marry  now  resides." 

The  poor  girl,  after  much  embarrassment  and  irresolu- 
tion, at  last  mentioned  the  name  of  Saint-Pouange. 

"  Monseigneur    de    Saint-Pouange ! "     exclaimed    the 
Jesuit ;  "  ah,  my  daughter,  that  quite  alters  the  case ;  he 
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is  a  cousin  of  the  greatest  Minister  we  have  ever  had,  a 
man  of  honour,  a  protector  of  the  good  cause,  and  a  good 
Christian ;  he  cannot  have  entertained  such  a  thought,  jou 
must  have  misunderstood  him/' 

"  No,  father,  I  understood  him  only  too  well ;  I  am  dis- 
tracted, and  cannot  tell  what  to  do;  I  have  no  choice 
except  between  misery  and  shame ;  either  my  lover  must 
remain  buried  alive,  or  I  must  render  myself  unworthy  to 
live.    I  cannot  leave  him  to  perish,  and  I  cannot  save  him/' 

Father  Tout-a-tous  tried  to  calm  her  with  these  soothing 
words : 

"  In  the  first  place,  my  daughter,  never  use  that  expres- 
sion '  my  lover ' ;  it  savours  somewhat  of  the  world,  and 
might  displease  Gk)d ;  say  *  my  husband,'  for  though  he 
may  not  be  so  yet,  you  regard  him  as  such,  and  there  is  no 
more  honourable  title. 

"Secondly,  although  he  may  be  married  to  you  in 
imagination  and  in  hope,  he  is  not  so  in  reality  ;  so  you 
would  not  be  committing  adultery, — a  very  great  sin, 
which  should  always  be  avoided  as  much  as  possible. 

"Thirdly,  actions  are  not  malignantly  culpable  when 
the  intention  is  pure,  and  nothing  is  more  meritorious  than 
to  deliver  your  husband. 

"  Fourthly,  you  have  examples  in  sacred  antiquity  which 
can  afford  you  signal  service  in  regulating  your  own  con- 
duct. St  Augustine  relates^  that  under  the  Proconsul 
Septimius  Acyndinus,  in  the  year  of  our  salvation  340,  a 
poor  man,  being  unable  to  render  to  Csesar  the  things 
that  were  Csesar's,  was  condemned  to  death,  as  was  only 
just,  in  spite  of  the  maxim :  Where  there  is  nothing  the 
King  loses  his  rights.  The  sum  in  question  amounted  to  a 
pound  of  gold.  Now  the  condemned  man  had  a  wife, 
upon  whom  God  had  bestowed  both  beauty  and  prudence. 
A  rich  old  man  promised  to  give  this  lady  a  pound  of  gold 
>  See  p.  39. 


452  toltaire's  tales. 

and  even  more,  on  the  condition  of  committing  with  her 
the  sin  of  uncleanness.  The  lady  believed  that  she  did 
nothing  wrong  in  thus  saving  her  husband,  and  St. 
Augustine  highly  approves  of  her  generous  self-devotion. 
It  is  true  that  the  rich  old  sinner  cheated  her,  and  her 
husband  was  perhaps  hanged  all  the  same ;  but  she  had 
done  all  that  was  in  her  power  to  save  his  life. 

"You  may  be  quite  sure,  my  child,  when  a  Jesuit 
quotes  iSt.  Augustine,  that  that  Saint  must  be  undoubtedly 
in  the  right  I  do  not  wish  to  advise  you  in  this  case ; 
you  are  wise  and  discreet,  and  it  may  be  presumed  that 
you  will  prove  yourself  of  service  to  your  husband.  Mon- 
seigneur  de  Saint-Pouange  is  an  honourable  man,  he  will 
not  cheat  you ;  that  is  all  I  can  say.  I  will  pray  to  Qod 
for  you,  and  I  trust  that  all  will  happen  as  shall  be  most 
to  His  glory." 

The  beautiful  Mademoiselle  Saint- Yves,  no  less  dismayed 
by  the  Jesuit's  remarks  than  by  the  Under-Secretary's 
proposals,  returned  to  her  friend's  house  in  extreme  per- 
plexity. She  was  tempted  to  seek  a  refuge  in  death,  either, 
on  the  one  hand,  from  the  horror  of  leaving  her  adorable 
lover  in  dreadful  captivity,  or,  on  the  other,  from  ihe 
shame  of  restoring  him  to  liberty  at  the  cost  of  that  which 
she  held  most  precious,  imd  which  ought  to  be  the  ex- 
clusive possession  of  that  unfortunate  lover. 


CHAPTEE  XVn. 

HER  VIBTITE  CAUSES  HEB   8TJBBENDEB. 

CHE  entreated  her  friend  to  kill  her,  but  the  good 
*^  woman,  who  was  no  less  indulgent  than  the  Jesuit, 
poke  to  her  still  more  plainly. 
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5*^ Alas,"  said  she,  "matters  are  hardly  ever  arrange^ 
upon  any  other  terms  in  this  Court,  so  renowned  for  it^ 
politeness  and  gallantry.  The  most  paltry  as  well  as  the 
most  important  posts  are  seldom  awarded  except  at  the 
price  now  required  of  you.  Listen, — ^you  have  inspired  me 
with  feelings  of  friendship  and  confidence ;  I  am  free  to 
confess  that,  if  I  had  been  as  strict  as  you  are,  my  husband 
would  not  be  enjoying  the  little  berth  on  which  he  depends 
for  a  liyelihood ;  he  knows  it,  and,  so  far  from  being  dis- 
pleased thereat,  he  sees  in  me  his  benefactress  to  whom  he 
is  under  an  obligation.  Do  you  suppose  that  all  who  have 
been  set  over  proyinces,  or  even  over  armies,  have  owed 
their  honours  and  good  fortune  solely  to  their  own  merits  ? 
There  are  those  who  have  to  thank  their  wives  for  their 
advancement.  Military  commands  are  solicited  by  love, 
and  high  dignities  have  been  given  ere  now  to  tha  husband 
of  the  fairest  of  the  fair. 

"  You  are  in  a  position  in  which  far  more  is  at  stake ; 
the  question  before  you  is  that  of  restoring  your  lover  to 
the  light  of  day,  and  of  giving  him  your  hand  in  marriage; 
that  is  a  sacred  duty  which  you  must  fulfil.  Ko  blame 
was  ever  attached  to  the  beautiful  and  distinguished  ladies 
I  speak  of ;  you  will  be  even  applauded,  it  will  be  said  that 
it  was  the  strength  of  your  virtue  that  pcHrmitted  this 
frailty." 

"  Alas !  what  sort  of  virtue ! "  exclaimed  the  fair  girl. 
"  What  a  labyrinth  of  iniquity !  What  a  strange  country ! 
What  a  way  to  gain  experience  of  life  !  A  Father  de  La 
Chaise  and  a  ridiculous  Magistrate  get  my  lover  put  into 
prison ;  my  relations  persecute  me ;  no  hand  is  stretched 
out  to  me  in  my  distress  except  to  dishonour  me.  One 
Jesuit  has  ruined  a  worthy  man,  another  Jesuit  wishes  to 
rum  me.  I  am  hemmed  in  on  all  sides  by  pit&Us,  and  the 
moment  is  &st  approaching  when  I  shall  fall  into  deepest 
misery.    I  must  either  kill  myself  or  speak  to  the  King. 


454  VOLTAIRE'S  TALES. 

I  will  throw  myself  at  his  feet  when  he  passes  on  his  way 
to  church  or  to  the  theatre." 

"  You  will  not  be  allowed  to  approach,"  said  her  good 
friend ;  "  and  even  if  you  were  so  unfortunate  as  to  succeed 
in  making  your  voice  heard,  Monsieur  de  Louvois  and  the 
Eeverend  Father  de  La  Chaise  might  bury  you  in  the 
depths  of  a  convent  for  the  remainder  of  your  life." 

While  this  worthy  female  was  thus  increasing  the  per- 
plexity of  a  soul  already  in  despair,  and  was  plunging  a 
dagger  into  her  heart,  a  special  messenger  from  Monsieur 
de  Saint-Pouange  arrived  with  a  letter  and  a  pair  of  lovely 
earrings.  Mademoiselle  Saint- Yves  rejected  both  with 
tears  of  indignation ;  but  her  friend  took  charge  of  them 
for  her. 

As  soon  as  the  messenger  was  gone,  the  confidante  read 
the  letter,  in  which  the  two  friends  were  invited  to  a  quiet 
supper  that  evening.  Mademoiselle  vowed  she  would  not 
go.  Her  pious  friend  wished  to  make  her  try  on  the 
diamond  earrings.  Mademoiselle  would  not  allow  it,  and 
kept  up  the  contest  all  day.  At  last,  having  only  her 
lover's  interest  in  view,  vanquished  and  almost  dragged 
along  without  knowing  whither  she  was  being  led,  she 
suffered  herself  to  be  taken  to  the  fatal  supper  party.  No 
amount  of  persuasion  had  been  able  to  induce  her  to  wear 
the  earrings ;  her  friend  however  brought  them  with  her, 
and  fastened  them  in  her  ears,  against  her  will,  just  before 
they  sat  down  to  table.  Mademoiselle  Saint- Yves  was  so 
troubled  and  confused  that  she  let  herself  be  tormented  in 
this  way,  and  her  patron  drew  therefrom  a  very  favourable 
prognostication.  Towards  the  end  of  the  repast  the 
chaperon  discreetly  retired.  The  master  of  the  house 
then  showed  her  an  order  revoking  the  warrant  of  im- 
prisonment, letters  patent  conferring  a  handsome  pension, 
and  a  captain's  commission,  nor  was  he  sparing  of  hia 
promises  of  further  favours. 
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"  Ah ! "  said  Mademoiselle  Saint- Yves,  "  how  I  should 
love  you  if  you  did  not  wish  to  be  loved  so  inuch ! " 

At  last,  after  prolonged  resistance,  sobs,  cries,  and  tears, 
worn  out  with  the  useless  struggle,  distracted,  and  almost 
fainting,  she  was  obliged  to  give  way ;  and  the  only  con- 
solation she  had  left  was  her  determination  to  think  only 
of  the  Unsophisticated  whilst  the  cruel  seducer  pitilessly 
reaped  the  advantage  of  the  necessity  to  which  she  was 
reduced. 


CHAPTER  XVni. 

SHE  LIBERATES   HER   LOVER   AND   A  JANSENIST. 

A  T  daybreak  she  flew  to  Paris,  furnished  with  an  order 
^^^  from  the  Minister.  It  is  not  easy  to  picture  what 
passed  through  her  mind  during  this  journey.  Let  the 
reader  imagine  the  feelings  of  a  virtuous  and  noble  soul, 
humiliated  by  its  own  reproaches,  intoxicated  with  tender- 
ness, torn  by  remorse  at  having  been  false  to  her  lover, 
yet  enraptured  with  delight  at  the  prospect  of  delivering 
the  object  of  her  warmest  affection !  Her  grief,  her  con- 
flict, and  her  success  divided  all  her  thoughts  between 
them.  She  was  no  longer  the  simple  maiden  whose  ideas 
had  been  confined  within  narrow  bounds  by  a  provincial 
education.  Love  and  adversity  had  formed  her  character. 
Sensibility  had  made  as  much  progress  in  her  as  reason 
had  made  in  the  mind  of  her  unfortunate  lover.  Q-irls 
learn  to  feel  more  readily  than  men  learn  to  think.  Her 
adventure  had  taught  her  more  than  four  years  in  a 
convent  would  have  done. 

Her  dress  was  one  of  extreme  simplicity.     She  saw  with 
horror  the  trappings  in  which  she  had  been  arrayed  to 
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appear  before  her  cniel  benefactor;  sbe  bad  left  ber 
diamond  earrings  for  ber  companion,  witboat  ai^otber 
look  at  tbem.  Abasbed,  and,  as  it  were,  spell-bound, 
idolising  tbe  Cbild  of  Nature,  and  abborring  herself,  she 
came  at  last  to  tbe  gate  of 

**  That  frowning  fortress,  where  grim  Vengeance  reigns. 
Which  crime  and  innocence  alike  contains."  ^ 

When  it  was  necessary  for  ber  to  leave  tbe  carriage  her 
strength  failed  ber,  and  she  had  to  be  assisted  out  of  it ; 
with  a  throbbing  heart,  tearful  eyes,  and  a  look  of  dismay 
she  entered  the  prison.  On  being  introduced  to  the 
Governor,  she  tried  to  speak  to  him,  but  her  voice  died 
away  into  silence;  she  showed  ber  order,  and  managed 
with  difficulty  to  utter  a  few  articulate  words.  The 
Governor  liked  bis  prisoner,  and  was  very  glad  that  be  was 
to  be  set  free.  His  heart  bad  not  been  rendered  callous 
Hke  those  of  some  of  his  honourable  fellow-gaolers,  who, 
thinking  only  of  tbe  gains  to  be  derived  from  tbe  custody 
of  their  captives,  founding  their  fortunes  upon  their 
victims,  and  living  by  the  misery  of  others,  secretly  gloat 
with  hideous  joy  over  tbe  tears  of  the  distressed. 

He  invited  the  prisoner  to  come  and  see  him  in  his  own 
quarters.  There  tbe  two  lovers  met  each  other,  and  both 
fainted  from  tbe  violence  of  their  emotions.  The  lovely 
Mademoiselle  Saint- Yves  long  remained  motionless  and 
inanimate ;  ber  lover's  spirit  soon  revived. 

"This  lady  here  is  apparently  your  wife,"  said  tbe 
Governor ;  "  you  did  not  tell  me  that  you  were  married.  I 
am  informed  that  it  is  to  ber  generous  efforts  that  you  owe 
your  restoration  to  liberty." 

"  Ah  !  I  am  unworthy  to  be  bis  wife,"  said  the  beautiful 
girl,  with  a  faltering  voice ;  and  she  fell  back  once  more  in 
a  swoon. 

^  Voltaire's  "  Henriade,"  chant  iv.  456-7. 
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[  As  soon  as  she  recovered  her  senses,  she  held  out  the 

patent  for  a  pension,  and  the  captain's  commission.    The 

<  Unsophisticated,  as  much  astonished  as  he  was  touched, 
awoke  from  one  dream  only  to  fall  into  another. 

"  Why  have  I  been  shut  up  here  ?    How  is  it  you  have 

)  been  able  to  deliver  me  ?  Where  are  the  monsters  who 
plunged  me  into  this  dungeon  ?  You  are  a  divinity  who 
come  down  from  heaven  to  succour  me." 

I  The    lovely  Mademoiselle  Saint- Yves  hung  down  her 

'  head,  looked  at  her  lover,  blushed,  and  the  moment  after- 

wards turned  away  her  eyes,  which  were  suffused  with 
tears.  At  last  she  told  him  all  she  knew,  and  all  she  h^d 
imdergone,  except  what  she  would  fain  have  hidden  for 
ever  even  from  herself,  and  what  any  other  man  than  the 
Unsophisticated,  more  used  to  the  ways  of  the  world,  and 
better  versed  in  the  customs  of  the  Court,  would  have  had 
no  difficulty  in  divining. 

"Is  it  possible  that  such  a  miserable  wretch  as  this 
Magistrate  can  have  had  power  to  rob  me  of  my  liberty  ? 
Ah !  I  see  plainly  that  there  are  some  men  like  the  vilest 
vermin,  aU  of  which  can  do  some  harm.  But  is  it  possible 
that  a  monk,  a  Jesuit,  the  King's  Confessor,  can  have  con- 
tributed to  my  ruin  as  much  as  this  Magistrate,  without 
my  being  able  to  imagine  under  what  pretext  this  execrable 
villain  has  made  me  the  object  of  his  persecution  ?     Has 

,  he  represented  me  to  be  a  Jansenist  ?  Lastly,  how  was  it 
that  you  remembered  me  ?     I  did  not  deserve  it,  for  when 

^  you  Imew  me  I  was  nothing  better  than  a  savage.  What  I 
Did  you  venture  without  counsel,  and  without  aid,  to 
undertake  the  journey  to  Versailles  ?  You  showed  your- 
self there,  and  my  chains  were  broken  !  There  must  then 
be  in  beauty  and  virtue  an  invincible  charm  that  can  pull 
down  gates  of  brass  and  soften  hearts  of  iron !  " 
At  the  word  **  virtue "  the  beautiful  girl    could  not 

*        restrain  her  sobs.    She  had  no  idea  how  far  her  virtue  had 
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been  concerned  in  the  crime  with  which  she  reproached 
herself. 

Her  lover  continued  thus : 

"Angel,  who  hast  burst  mj  bonds,  if  thou  hast  had 
(though  I  cannot  yet  comprehend  it)  enough  influence  to 
procure  me  justice,  cause  the  same  justice  to  be  rendered 
to  an  old  man  who  first  taught  me  to  think,  as  thou  hast 
taught  me  to  love.  Common  misfortune  has  united  us  ;  I 
love  him  like  a  father,  and  I  cannot  live  without  him  any 
more  than  I  can  without  thee." 

"  I !    Shall  I  beg  a  favour  of  the  same  man  who         ?  " 

**  Yes,  I  would  fain  owe  you  everything,  and  owe  nothing 
to  anyone  else;  write  to  this  man  who  is  so  powerful, 
overwhelm  me  with  your  acts  of  kindness,  finish  what  you 
have  begun,  and  work  another  miracle." 

She  felt  that  she  ought  to  do  all  that  her  lover  required ; 
she  tried  to  write,  but  her  hand  refused  to  obey  her  will. 
Thrice  she  began  a  letter,  and  thrice  she  tore  it  up ;  at 
last  she  got  it  written,  and  the  t'^o  lovers  left  the  prison, 
after  having  taken  a  warm  farewell  of  the  aged  martyr  to 
effectual  grace. 

Desolate  in  the  midst  of  her  happiness.  Mademoiselle 
Saint- Yves,  knowing  in  what  house  her  brother  was  lodgii^, 
directed  her  steps  Uiither ;  her  lover  engaged  rooms  in  the 
same  house. 

They  had  hardly  arrived  before  her  protector  sent  her 
an  order  for  the  release  of  the  good  old  Gordon,  and 
requested  a  meeting  the  next  day.  Thus  her  dishonour 
was  counted  on  as  the  price  of  every  noble  and  generous 
action  which  she  achieved.  She  regarded  with  abhorrence 
that  custom  of  selling  the  happiness  and  misery  of  men. 
She  gave  the  order  of  release  to  her  lover,  and  declined 
the  appointment  made  by  her  benefactor,  whom  she  could 
not  see  without  dying  of  shame  and  sorrow.  The  Unso- 
phisticated would  have  been  unable  to  tear  himself  from 
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lier  side  for  anything  less  than  going  to  give  freedom  to 
a  friend,  an  errand  which  he  flew  to  execute.  As  he  dis- 
charged that  duty  he  reflected  on  the  strange  events  which 
happen  in  this  world,  and  admired  the  courageous  virtue  of 
so  young  a  girl,  to  whom  two  unfortunate  prisoners  owed 
more  than  life  itself. 


CHAPTEE  XIX. 

"THE   CHILD   OF  NATUBE,  THE   FAIB   MADEMOISELLE   SAIKT- 
TVES,   AND  THEIR   BELATIONS  ABE   ALL   BEUNITED. 

ly/rADEMOISELLE  DE  SAINT- YVES,  generous  and 
^^^  estimable  in  spite  of  her  fall,  met  once  more  her 
brother  the  Abb^,  the  excellent  Prior  of  the  Mountain, 
and  Madame  de  Kerkabon.  All  were  alike  astonished,  but 
their  situation  and  feelings  were  very  different.  The 
Abbe  de  Saint- Yves  asked  pardon  at  his  sister's  feet,  and 
that  with  tears,  for  the  wrong  he  had  done  her,  and  she 
forgave  him ;  the  Prior  and  his  gentle  sister  wept  also, 
but  it  was  for  joy.  The  rascally  Magistrate  and  his  insuf- 
ferable son  did  not  disturb  by  their  presence  this  touching 
scene ;  they  had  taken  their  departure  at  the  first  rumour 
of  their  enemy's  release,  and  hastened  to  bury  in  the 
obscurily  of  their  native  province  their  folly  and  their 
fear. 

The  four,  agitated  by  a  hundred  varied  emotions,  awaited 
the  return  of  the  young  man  with  the  friend  whom  he  had 
gone  to  release.  The  Abb^  de  Saint- Yves  did  not  dare  to 
lift  his  eyes  to  his  sister's  face.  The  kind  Madame  Ker- 
kabon said  more  than  once : 
**  Shall  I  then  see  my  dear  nephew  again  ?  " 
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''Yes,  you  wffl  see  him  agaiii,"  said  the  charming  Made- 
maiselle  Saint- Yves ;  '*  but  he  is  no  longer  the  same  man 
that  he  was ;  his  demeanour,  his  tone,  his  ideas,  his  mind, 
all  are  changed.  He  is  now  as  much  entitled  to  respect 
as  he  was  formerly  artless  and  inexperienced.  He  will  be 
the  honour  and  comfort  of  your  family — ^would  that  I 
could  also  be  the  happiness  of  mine  ! " 

"  You  are  no  longer  the  same  either,"  said  the  tVior ; 
^what  can  hare  happened  to  you  to  cause  so  great  a 
change  ?  " 

In  the  midst  of  this  conTersation  the  Unsophisticated 
arrived,  holding  his  friend  the  Jansenist  by  the  hand. 
The  scene  then  became  more  novel  and  interesting.  It 
began  with  fond  embraces  on  the  part  of  the  uncle  and 
aunt.  The  Abbe  de  Saint- Yves  almost  fell  on  his  knees 
before  the  Unsophisticated,  who  no  longer  deserved  that 
name.  The  two  lovers  conversed  with  each  other  in  looks 
that  expressed  all  the  tender  feelings  which  penetrated 
their  hearts.  Satisfaction  and  gratitude  beamed  on  the 
countenance  of  the  one,  embarrassment  was  manifest  in 
the  melting  and  somewhat  bewildered  eyes  of  the  other. 
There  was  general  surprise  that  she  should  mingle  any 
grief  with  so  much  joy. 

Old  Gordon  in  a  few  moments  endeared  himself  to  all 
the  family.  He  had  shared  the  misfortune  of  the  young 
{Prisoner,  and  that  was  a  great  claim  upon  their  regard. 
He  owed  his  deliverance  to  the  lovers,  and  that  alone  was 
enough  to  reconcile  him  to  the  tender  passion ;  the  harsh- 
ness of  his  former  opinions  vanished  £rom  hfs  heart ;  he 
was  transformed  into  a  man  no  less  than  the  Huron. 
Each  of  them  related  his  adventures  before  supper.  The 
two  abbes  and  the  aunt  listened  as  children  might  do 
to  ghost-stories,  and  like  persons  who  were  all  inti- 
mately concerned  in  the  disasters  of  which  they  heaxd  so 
much. 
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*'  Alas ! "  said  Gordon,  **  there  are,  perhaps,  more  than 
five  hundred  virtnons  souls  at  the  present  moment  held 
fast  by  the  same  chains  which  Mademoiselle  de  Saint- Yves 
has  shattered  for  us,  and  the  world  knows  nothing  about 
Hieir  misfortunes.  Plenty  of  hands  are  found  to  strike 
the  multitude  of  the  unhappy,  and  rarely  is  one  stretched 
out  to  help  "  This  just  reflection  increased  his  emotion 
and  gratitude.  Everything  tended  to  enhance  the  triumph 
of  the  fair  Mademdselle  Saint-Tves ;  all  admired  the  firm- 
ness and  fortitude  of  her  soul.  With  admiration  was 
mingled  that  respect  which  is  involuntarily  felt  for  a 
person  who  is  believed  to  have  influence  in  high  quarters. 
But  the  Abb^  de  Saint- Yves  said  sometimes  to  himself: 

''  How  has  my  sister  been  able  to  obtain  this  influence 
so  quickly  ?  " 

All  in  good  time  they  were  about  to  sit  down  to  table, 
when,  lo  and  behold,  the  worthy  woman  who  had  befriended 
her  at  Versailles  drove  up,  knowing  nothing  of  all  that  had 
taken  place  since  she  saw  her  last.  She  was  in  a  carriage 
drawn  by  six  horses,  and  it  was  easy  to  see  to  whom  it  be- 
longed. She  entered  with  the  imposing  air  of  a  lady  of 
the  Court  who  had  important  business,  and,  saluting  the 
company  with  scant  ceremony,  drew  the  beautiful  Made- 
moiselle Saint* Yves  apart,  and  whispered : 

"  Why  do  you  make  people  wait  so  long?  Follow  me ; 
there  are  your  diamonds  whidi  you  forgot  to  take  vritb 
you." 

Though  she  uttered  these  words  in  so  low  a  tone,  they 
did  not  escape  the  ears  of  the  Unsophisticated ;  nor  did  he 
fail  to  catch  sight  of  the  diamonds.  The  brother  Vas 
confounded;  the  uncle  and  aunt  only  manifested  the 
surprise  of  simple  folk  who  had  never  before  seen  such 
.magnificence.  The  young  man,  whose  character  had  been 
formed  by  a  year's  reflections,  made  some  now  in  spite  of 
himself,  and   appeared  troubled   for  a  moment      His 
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mistress  perceived  it;  a  mortal  pallor  spread  itself  over 
her  lovely  face,  a  shuddering  fit  seized  her,  and  she  could 
scarcely  prevent  herself  from  falling. 

"  Ah,  madam/'  said  she  to  the  friend  who  had  been  so 
fatal  to  her  peace,  *'  you  have  destroyed  me,  you  have  given 
me  a  mortal  wound ! " 

These  words  pierced  the  heart  of  the  Unsophisticated ; 
but,  having  now  learned  to  control  himself,  he  took  no 
notice  of  them,  for  fear  of  making  his  mistress  uneasy 
before  her  brother,  but  he  turned  as  pale  as  herself. 

She  then,  perceiving  with  dismay  the  change  upon  her 
lover's  countenance,  led  the  woman  out  of  the  room  into  a 
little  passage,  and,  throwing  the  diamonds  down  on  the 
ground  before  her,  exclaimed : 

**  Ah !  it  was  not  these  jewels  which  seduced  me,  as  you 
very  well  know ;  but  the  man  who  gave  them  shall  never 
see  me  again." 

Her  friend  was  in  the  act  of  picking  them  up,  when  the 
'  young  lady  added : 

"  Let  him  take  them  back,  or  let  him  give  them  to  you. 
Go,  do  not  make  me  more  ashamed  of  myself  than  I  am 
already." 

The  ambassadress  at  last  withdrew,  unable  to  compre- 
hend the  remorse  of  which  she  was  a  witness. 

The  beautiful  Mademoiselle  Saint- Yves,  oppressed  with 
a  feeling  of  suffocation  which  betokened  serious  bodily 
disorder,  was  obliged  to  retire  to  her  bed ;  but,  in  order 
not  to  alarm  anyone,  she  said  nothing  of  what  she  suffered, 
and  alleging  merely  that  she  felt  tired,  asked  permission 
to  seek  repose.  This  was  only  after  having  relieved  the 
anxiety  of  the  company  by  reassuring  and  delusive  words, 
and  after  casting  a  look  upon  her  lover  which  sent  fire 
into  his  inmost  soul. 

The  supper,  which  lacked  the  animation  of  her  presence, 
began  gravely  enough,  but  the  gravity  was  of  that  inter- 
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esting  kind  which  furnishes  attractive  and  useful  conver- 
sation, vastly  superior  to  the  frivolous  mirth  so  much 
sought  after,  and  which  is  generally  nothing  better  than  a 
wearisome  babble. 

Gordon,  in  a  few  words,  gave  an  account  of  Jansenism 
and  Molinism ;  of  the  persecutions  with  which  one  party^ 
overwhelmed  the  other,  and  of  the  obstinacy  of  both.  The 
Child  of  Nature  criticised  their  conduct,  and  pitied  the 
men  who,  not  content  with  the  numerous  sparks  of  discord 
kindled  by  their  conflicting  interests,  bring  fresh  calamities 
upon  themselves  for  imaginary  ones  and  unintelligible 
absurdities.  Gordon  related  the  facts,  the  other  pronounced 
judgment ;  the  rest  of  the  company  listened  with  emotion, 
and  new  light  dawned  upon  them.  They  then  spoke  of 
the  long  duration  of  our  misfortunes,  and  the  shortness 
of  life.  It  was  remarked  that  each  profession  had  some 
peculiar  vice  and  danger  attached  to  it,  and  that  all  men, 
from  the  prince  upon  his  throne  to  the  lowest  beggar, 
seemed  to  throw  all  the  blame  upon  Nature.  How  is  it. 
that  so  many  men  are  found  ready  to  play"  the  part  of 
persecutors  for  so  little  profit,  as  the  agents  and  execu- 
tioners  of  others  ?  With  what  inhuman  indifference  does 
a  man  in  high  place  sign  an  order  for  the  destruction  of  a 
whole  family,  and  with  what  still  more  barbarous  delight 
do  his  hirelings  carry  it  out ! 

*  "  In  my  young  days,"  said  the  good  old  Gordon,  "  I  saw 
a  kinsman  of  the  Marshal  de  Marillic,  who,  being  per- 
secuted on  account  of  that  illustrious  and  unfortunate 
gentleman,  concealed  himself  in  Paris  under  an  assumed 
name.  He  was  an  old  man  seventy-two  years  of  age.  His 
wife,  who  accompanied  him,  was  nearly  as  old.  Th^  had 
a  wild  rake  of  a  son,  who,  when  he  was  fourteen,  had  run 
away  from  his  father's  house,  turned  soldier,  deserted,  and 
passed  through  all  the  various  stages  of  vice  and  misery ; 
at  last,  having  taken  a  false  name,  he  became  one  of  the 


464  VOLTAIRE'S  TALES. 

guards  of  Cardinal  Bichelieu  (for  that  prelate,  like 
Mazarin,  had  a  body-guard),  and  he  had  obtained  a 
constable's  staff  in  that  company  of  the  Cardinal's  satellites. 
This  adventurer  was  charged  with  the  arrest  of  the  old 
man  and  his  wife,  and  acquitted  himself  with  all  the  rigour 
of  one  who  was  anxious  to  please  his  master.  As  he  was 
leading  them  along,  he  heard  these  two  victims  deploring 
the  long  train  of  misfortunes  which  had  followed  them  from 
the  very  cradle.  The  father  and  mother  counted  among 
their  greatest  calamities  the  misconduct  and  loss  of  their 
son.  He  recognized  them  as  his  parents,  but  none  the  less 
for  that  conducted  them  to  prison,  assuring  them  that  His 
Eminence  must  be  obeyed  in  preference  to  any  other 
consideration.  And  His  Eminence  duly  rewarded  his 
zeal^ 

*'I  have  seen  a  spy  of  Father  de  La  Chaise  betray  his 
own  brother,  in  the  hope  of  a  small  benefice,  which  he  did 
not  obtain  after  all ;  and  I  saw  him  die,  not  of  remorse, 
but  of  disappointment  at  having  been  deceived  by  the 
Jesuit. 

"  The  office  of  confessor,  which  I  have  long  exercised, 
has  made  me  intimately  acquainted  with  family  secrets. 
There  is  scarcely  a  single  household  which  I  have  not  found 
plunged  into  bitter  mortifications,  whilst,  all  the  time, 
each  member  of  the  family,  wearing  an  outside  mask  of 
happiness,  seemed  floating  on  a  sunny  sea;  and  I  have 
always  observed  that  the  worst  vexations  are  the  fruit  of 
our  own  inordinate  desires." 

"  For  my  part,"  said  the  Child  of  Nature,  "  I  think  that 
a  noble  soul,  capable  of  gratitude  and  affection,  may  pass 
a  happy  life ;  and  I  anticipate  the  enjoyment  of  felicity 
without  alloy  in  union  with  the  lovely  and  generous 
Mademoiselle  Saint- Yves ;  for  I  flatter  myself,"  added  he, 
addressing  himself  to  her  brother  with  a  friendly  smile, 
*'  that  you  will  not  refuse  me,  as  you  did  last  year,  and 
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that  I  shall  conduct  myself  in  a  manner  more  accordant 
with  modestj." 

The  Abb^  apologised  in  confusion  for  his  past  behaviour, 
and  assured  him  of  his  unalterable  attachment. 

His  uncle  declared  that  that  would  be  the  happiest  day 
of  his  life.  His  kind  aunt,  enraptured  and  weeping  for 
joy,  exclaimed : 

"  Did  I  not  tell  you  rightly  that  you  would  never  be  a 
sub-deacon !  This  sacrament  surpasses  the  other  in  value. 
Would  to  Q-od  that  I  had  been  honoured  by  participating 
in  it  myself!  However,  I  will  fulfil  a  mother's  part 
towards  you." 

Then  they  all  vied  with  each  other  in  praising  Made- 
moiselle's tender  devotion. 

Her  lover's  heart  was  too  full  of  what  she  had  done  for 
him,  and  he  loved  her  too  much,  for  the  incident  of  the 
diamonds  to  have  made  any  deep  impression  upon  him. 
But  those  wordfl»  which  he  had  heard  only  too  well, — 
**  Tou  have  given  me  a  mortal  wound,** — ^still  terrified  him 
in  secret,  and  spoiled  all  his  joy ;  while  the  commenda- 
tions that  were  bestowed  upon  Ids  charming  mistress  yet 
further  inflamed  his  love.  Indeed  everyone  was  occupied 
with  thinking  of  her  and  her  only ;  nothing  was  spoken  of 
but  the  felicity  which  those  two  lovers  deserved.  They 
arranged  to  live  all  together  in  Paris ;  they  laid  schemes  of 
wealth  and  prosperity,  and  gave  themselves  up  to  all  those 
hopes  to  which  the  least  glimmer  of  happiness  so  easily 
gives  birth.  But  the  Child  of  Nature,  in  the  inmost 
recesses  of  his  heart,  felt  a  secret  suspicion  which  dis- 
pelled these  illusions.  He  read  over  again  those  pro- 
mises signed  Saint-Fouange,  and  the  commission  signed 
Louvois ;  those  two  men  were  described  to  him  in  their 
true  characters,  or  as  they  were  believed  to  be.  Everyone 
spoke  of  the  Ministers  and  of  their  functions  with  that 
freedom  of  social  intercourse  which  is  regarded  in  France 
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as  the  most  precious  fruit  of  liberty  which  can  he  tasted 
upon  earth. 

"  If  I  were  King  of  France,"  said  the  Child  of  Nature, 
"  this  is  the  sort  of  Minister  of  War  that  I  would  choose. 
I  would  have  a  man  of  the  highest  birth,  inasmuch  as  he 
has  to  give  orders  to  the  nobility.  I  would  require  him  to 
have  been  himself  an  officer,  to  have  been  promoted  step 
by  step,  till  he  had  reached  at  leasjb  the  rank  of  Lieutenant- 
General,  and  was  worthy  of  being  Field-Marshal.  For  is 
it  not  indispensable  for  him  to  have  served  in  person  if  he 
is  to  understand  properly  the  details  of  the  service  ?  And 
will  not  the  officers  obey  a  hundred  times  more  cheerfully 
a  warrior,  who  has  given  proof  of  courage  like  themselves, 
than  a  mere  statesman,  who  at  the  best  can  only  con- 
jecture the  operations  of  a  campaign,  however  intelligent 
he  may  be  ?  I  should  not  be  sorry  to  have  my  Minister 
generously  disposed,  though  he  might  thereby  cause  a 
little  embarrassment  at  times  to  the  Chancellor  of  the 
Exchequer.  I  should  like  him  to  have  an  aptitude  for 
work,  and  yet  withal  to  be  distinguished  by  that  sprightli- 
ness  of  mind,  the  mark  of  a  man  superior  to  mere  business 
routine,  which  so  delights  the  populace,  and  renders  all 
duties  less  irksome."  He  desired  his  ideal  Minister  to 
have  this  character,  since  he  had  constantly  observed  that 
good  humour  is  incompatible  with  cruelty. 

Monsieur  de  Louvois  would  not  perhaps  have  satisfied 
the  wishes  of  the  Unsophisticated;  his  merits  were  of 
another  order. 

But  whilst  they  were  at  table,  the  illness  of  the  unfor- 
tunate girl  took  a  fatal  turn ;  it  seemed  as  if  fire  were  in 
her  veins;  she  was  seized  with  a  devouring  fever,  she 
suffered  torture,  but  never  complained,  in  her  care  not  to 
disturb  the  cheerfulness  of  the  company. 

Her  brother,  knowing  that  she  was  not  asleep,  went  to 
the  side  of  the  bed,  and  was  suiDrised  at  the  state  in 
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which  he  found  her.  Everyone  hurried  into  her  chamber ; 
her  lover  followed  closely  upon  the  brother's  footsteps. 
He  was  undoubtedly  the  most  alarmed  and  distressed  of 
them  all;  but  he  had  learned  to  join  discretion  to  the 
many  happy  gifts  which  had  been  lavishly  bestowed  upon 
him  by  Nature,  and  a  ready  sense  of  what  was  becoming 
began  to  assert  itself  within  him. 

The  nearest  physician  was  immediately  fetched.  He 
was  one  of  those  practitioners  who  pay  flying  visits,  who 
confound  the  disease  of  the  patient  they  have  seen  last 
with  that  of  the  one  they  see  next,  and  who  blindly  play 
experiments  in  a  science  from  which  the  highest  maturity 
of  sound  discernment  and  thoughtful  reflection  cannot 
altogether  remove  uncertainty  and  danger.  He  often 
made  the  evil  twice  as  great  as  it  was  before  by  his  haste 
in  prescribing  some  remedy  which  happened  then  to  be  in 
fashion.  Fashion  even  in  Medicine !  That  folly  was  only 
too  common  in  Paris. 

The  young  lady's  grief  contributed  even  more  than  her 
physician  to  render  her  malady  dangerous.  Her  soul  was 
preying  upon  her  body.  The  swarm  of  thoughts  which 
agitated  her  carried  into  her  veins  a  poison  more  virulent 
than  that  of  the  most  malignant  fever. 


CHAPTER  XX. 

DEATH   OF   THE   BEAUTIFUL   MADEMOISELLE   SAINT-YVES, 
AND   ITS   CONSEQUENCES. 

A  NOTHER  physician  was  called  in ;  but  he,  instead  of 
^^  helping  Nature,  and  leaving  her  to  act  freely  in  a 
young  constitution  in  which  all  the  organs  were  loath  to 
part  with  life,  directed  all  his  efforts  towards  thwarting 
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his  rival's  treatment.  Becoverj  was  hopeless  after  two 
dajs.  The  brain,  which  is  considered  to  be  the  seat  of 
the  understanding,  was  attacked  as  violently  as  the  heart, 
which,  as  we  are  told,  is  the  seat  of  the  passions. 

What  incomprehensible  mechanism  has  subjected  the 
bodily  organs  to  the  influence  of  thought  and  feeling? 
How  is  it  that  a  single  painful  idea  deranges  the  whole 
current  of  the  blood  P  And  how  is  it  that  the  blood,  in 
its  turn,  carries  its  disorders  into  the  human  understand- 
ing ?  What  is  that  unknown  fluid,  the  existence  of  which 
is  certain,  and  which,  with  greater  rapidity  and  more 
active  power  than  light,  flies,  in  less  than  the  twinkling  of 
an  eye,  into  all  the  channels  of  life,  producing  feelings, 
memories,  sadness  or  joy,  sound  judgment  or  infatuation, 
calling  back,  to  out  horror,  what  we  would  fain  forget,  and 
making  of  a  rational  animal  an  object  of  admiration,  or  a 
subject  for  tears  and  pity  ? 

Such  were  the  questions  that  the  good  Gk>rdon  asked 
himself ;  but  this  natural  reflection,  which  men  so  seldom 
make,  had  no  power  to  impair  his  sympathy,  for  he  was 
not  one  of  those  miserable  philosophers  who  force  them- 
selves to  suppress  all  emotion.  He  was  touched  by  the 
fate  of  this  young  girl,  as  a  father  might  be  who  sees  his 
beloved  child  dying  by  inches.  The  Abb^  de  Saint- Yves 
was  in  despair,  the  Prior  and  his  sister  shed  torrents  of 
tears.  But  who  could  picture  the  condition  of  her  lover  ? 
No  tongue  has  power  to  express  such  a  load  of  agony; 
human  language  is  too  imperfect. 

The  aunt,  herself  scarcely  alive,  was  holding  the  head 
of  the  dying  girl  in  her  feeble  arms ;  her  brother  was 
kneeling  at  the  foot  of  the  bed ;  her  lover  squeezed  her 
hand,  and  bathed  it  with  tears,  as  he  broke  into  sobs.  He 
called  her  his  good  providence,  his  hope,  his  life,  the  half 
of  himseK,  his  sweetheart,  and  his  wife.  At  the  word 
**  wife"  she  sighed,  gazed  at  him  with  ineffable  tenderness. 
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and  suddenly  uttered  a  cry  of  horror ;  then  in  one  of  those 
intervals,  wherein  the  heavy  slumber  of  the  senses  and  the 
suspension  of  suffering  leave  the  soul  a  little  space  to 
recover  freedom  and  strength,  she  exclaimed  : 

"  I  your  wife !  Ah,  my  dear  lover,  that  name,  that  hap- 
piness, that  prize  were  never  destined  for  me !  I  am 
dying,  and  I  deserve  my  fate.  O  object  of  my  heart's 
devotion,  whom  I  have  sacrificed  to  infernal  demons,  it  is 
all  over  with  me,  I  have  received  my  punishment,  and  you 
— may  you  live  and  be  happy ! " 

This  touching  and  terrible  language  was  incompre- 
hensible, but  it  pierced  their  hearts  with  alarm  and  tender 
concern.  She  had  the  courage  to  explain  herself.  Each 
word  made  all  who  heard  her  shudder  with  astonishment, 
pain,  and  pity.  They  were  unanimous  in  detesting  the 
man  in  power  who  had  redressed  a  horrible  act  of  injustice 
only  by  a  crime,  and  who  had  forced  the  innocence  that 
was  most  worthy  of  respect  to  be  his  accomplice. 

**  Who  ?  Is  it  yourself  whom  you  call  guilty  ?  *'  said 
her  lover.  "  No,  that  indeed  you  are  not.  Crime  can  only 
exist  in  the  heart.  What  you  suffered  was  for  virtue  and 
for  me." 

He  supported  this  opinion  by  language  which  seemed  to 
bring  back  life  to  the  beautiful  Mademoiselle  Saint -Yves. 
She  felt  comforted,  and  was  astonished  to  find  herself  still 
beloved.  Old  Gordon  would  have  condemned  her  in  the 
days  when  he  was  a  Jansenist  and  nothing  more ;  but, 
having  become  wise,  he  esteemed  her,  and  wept. 

In  the  midst  of  all  these  tears  and  terrors,  while  the 
danger  that  threatened  a  damsel  so  beloved  filled  all  their 
hearts  with  consternation,  a  messenger  from  the  Court 
was  announced.  A  messenger !  From  whom,  and  why  ? 
He  brought  a  letter  from  the  King's  Confessor  to  the 
Prior  of  the  Mountain.  It  was  not  Father  de  la  Chaise 
who  wrote,  but  Brother  Vadbled,  his  valet  and  factotum  a 
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pei'sonage  of  great  influence  at  that  time,  for  it  was  he 
who  communicated  to  the  Archbishops  the  wishes  of  the 
Beverend  Father,  gave  audience  to  suitors,  and  promised 
them  fat  livings,  and  he  it  was  who  sometimes  secured  the 
execution  of  secret  warrants  of  imprisonment.  He  wrote 
to  the  Abbe  of  the  Mountain  that  His  Beverence  had  been 
informed  of  his  nephew's  adventures;  that  his  incarceration 
was  due  to  a  mistake ;  that  such  little  accidents  frequently 
occurred,  and  should  not  be  regarded  as  anything  extra- 
ordinary; and  lastly,  that  it  would  be  desirable  for  the 
Prior  to  come  and  present  his  nephew  to  "him  on  the 
morrow,  bringing  with  him  the  good  old  Gordon,  and 
Brother  Vadbled  engaged  to  introduce  them  to  His 
Beverence  and  to  Monsieur  de  Louvois,  who  would  have  a 
word  or  two  to  say  to  them  in  his  antechamber. 

He  added  that  the  King  had  been  told  all  about  the 
Unsophisticated,  and  about  his  fight  with  the  English; 
that  His  Majesty  would  certainly  deign  to  notice  Tiim  in 
passing  along  the  gallery,  and  might,  perhaps,  even*honour 
him  with  a  nod.  The  letter  concluded  by  holding  out 
flattering  hopes  that  all  the  ladies  of  the  Court  would  l^e 
anxious  to  admit  his  nephew  to  their  early  receptions,  that 
many  amongst  them  would  address  him  by  name  and  bid 
him  good  morning,  and  that  without  a  doubt  he  would 
form  a  prominent  topic  of  conversation  at  the  royal  supper 
table.  The  letter  was  signed  "  Your  affectionate  Vadbled, 
Jesuit  Brother." 

Tlie  Prior  having  read  the  letter  aloud,  his  nephew, 
enraged  though  he  was,  curbed  his  anger  for  a  moment 
and  said  nothing  to  the  bearer,  but,  turning  towards  the 
companion  of  his  misfortunes,  asked  him  what  he  thought 
of  that  style.     Gordon  replied : 

"  That  is  just  their  way ;  they  treat  men  like  monkeys, 
beating  them  and  making  them  dance ! " 

The  Child  of  Nature,  recovering  his   true  character. 
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which  always  comes  back  when  the  soul  is  strongly  moved, 
tore  the  letter  to  pieces  and  flung  them  in  the  messenger's 
face,  saying : 

**  There !     That  is  my  answer." 

The  uncle,  frightened  out  of  his  wits,  thought  he  saw  a 
thunderbolt  and  twenty  secret  warrants  of  imprisonment 
falling  on  his  nephew's  head.  He  hastened  to  write  and 
excuse,  as  well  as  he  could,  what  he  took  for  the  ungovern- 
able fury  of  a  young  man,  but  what  was  in  reality  the 
outburst  of  a  generous  soul. 

But  more  painful  anxieties  soon  took  possession  of  all 
hearts.  The  beautiful  and  imfortunate  Mademoiselle 
Saint- Yves  already  began  to  feel  her  end  approaching. 
She  was  calm,  but  it  was  with  that  terrible  calmness  of 
exhausted  nature  which  has  no  longer  the  strength  to 
struggle. 

"  O,  my  dear  lover  ! "  said  she,  in  faltering  tones, 
**  death  comes  to  punish  me  for  my  ftuilty ;  but  I  die  with 
the  consolation  of  knowing  that  you  are  free.  It  was 
through  my  devotion  to  you  that  I  betrayed  you,  and  in 
bidding  you  farewell  for  ever  my  heart  is  still  yours." 

She  did  not  affect  any  vain  fortitude ;  she  had  none  of 
that  miserable  ambition  which  would  fain  give  occasion  to 
friends  and  neighbours  to  say,  "  She  died  with  courage." 
Who,  at  twenty  years  of  age,  could  lose  her  lover,  her  life, 
and  what  the  world  calls  honov/r,  without  heart-rending 
regrets?  She  felt  all  the  horror  of  her  situation,  and 
showed  that  she  felt  it  by  those  words  and  dying  looks 
which  speak  with  such  commanding  force.  To  be  brief, 
she  wept  like  those  around  her,  whenever  she  had  strength 
enough  to  do  so. 

Let  others  seek  to  praise  the  disdainful  deatlis  of  those 
who  face  dissolution  with  indifference;  this  is  the  way 
with  all  the  lower  animals.  Such  apathy  is  only  natural 
with  ^u»  when  age  or  disease  renders  us  like  them  by 
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stupefying  our  intellectual  organs.  Whoever  experiences 
a  great  loss  is  conscious  of  great  regret,  and  if  he  stifles  it, 
it  is  only  because  he  carries  vanity  even  into  the  arms  of 
Death. 

When  the  fatal  moment  arrived,  all  who  looked  on  shed 
tears  and  cried  aloud.  The  Unsophisticated  lost  the  use 
of  his  senses.  Strong  souls  have  far  more  violent  feelings 
than  others,  when  thej  are  tender  as  well.  The  good 
Gordon  knew  him  well  enough  to  dread  that,  when  he 
came  to  himself,  he  might  rush  upon  self-destruction.  All 
weapons  were  removed  out  of  his  reach;  the  unhappj 
young  man  perceived  what  was  being  done,  and  said  to  his 
relations  and  to  Gordon,  without  a  sigh,  without  a  groan, 
or  any  other  sign  of  emotion : 

"  Do  you  think  now  that  there  is  anyone  on  earth  who 
has  either  the  right  or  the  power  to  prevent  me  from 
putting  an  end  to  my  life  ?  " 

Gk>rdon  wisely  re&ained  from  parading  before  him  those 
tedious  commonplaces  by  which  men  have  attempted  to 
prove  that  we  are  forbidden  to  use  our  liberty  in  ceasing 
to  exist  when  things  are  at  their  worst,  that  it  is  unlawful 
to  leave  one's  house  when  it  is  no  longer  possible  to  remain 
there,  that  man  is  placed  upon  this  earth  like  a  sentinel  on 
duty;  as  if  it  mattered  a  whit  to  the  Supreme  Being 
whether  the  conjunction  of  some  particles  of  matter  were 
in  one  place  or  another !  Feeble  reasons,  to  which  a  reso- 
lute and  profound  despair  disdains  to  listen,  and  to  which 
Cato  gave  no  other  answer  than  the  dagger's  thrust. 

The  gloomy  and  terrible  silence  of  the  Unsophisticated, 
his  melancholy  eyes,  his  quivering  lips,  and  shaking  limbs, 
moved  the  hearts  of  all  those  who  looked  upon  him  with 
that  mixture  of  fear  and  compassion  which  enchains  all  the 
powers  of  the  soul,  which  excludes  all  connected  discourse, 
and  displays  itself  only  in  broken  accents.  The  lady  of 
the  house  and  her  family  had  hastened  to  join  the  others ; 
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they  trembled  at  his  despair,  keeping  him  in  sight  and 
watching  all  his  morements.  The  ice-cold  corpse  of  the 
beautiful  Mademoiselle  Saint-Yves  had  already  been  carried 
into  a  hall  below,  far  from  her  lover's  sight ;  he  seemed  to 
be  searching  for  her  still,  although  he  was  no  longer  in  a 
condition  to  see  anything. 

In  the  midst  of  this  scene  of  death,  while  the  body  lay 
displayed  at  the  open  door  of  the  house,  while  two  priests, 
one  on  either  side  of  a  vessel  of  holy  water,  were  repeating 
prayers  in  an  absent  sort  of  way,  the  passers  by  mechani- 
cally sprinkling  a  few  drops  of  holy  water  upon  the  bier, 
or  else  pursuing  their  way  with  indifference,  while  relatives 
and  friends  were  weeping,  and  her  lover  was  on  the  point 
of  taking  his  own  life.  Saint  Pouange  arrived  with  the  lady 
from  Versailles. 

His  passing  taste,  having  been  only  once  gratified,  had 
changed  into  amorous  ardour.  The  refusal  of  his  presents 
had  piqued  his  pride.  Father  de  la  Chaise  would  never 
have  dreamed  of  visiting  that  house ;  but  Saint-Pouange, 
having  ever  before  his  mind's  eye  the  picture  of  the  beau- 
tiful Mademoiselle  Saint- Yves,  and  eager  to  assuage  a 
passion  which  a  single  indulgence  had  seemed  only  to 
intensify  with  a  sharper  goad  of  desire,  felt  no  hesitation 
in  going  himself  in  search  of  one  whom  he  would  hot  per- 
haps have  cared  to  see  again  a  third  time,  if  she  had  come 
to  him  of  her  own  accord. 

He  stepped  down  from  his  carriage;  the  first  object 
which  met  his  sight  was  a  bier,  and  he  turned  away  his 
eyes  with  the  mere  disgust  of  a  man  devoted  to  pleasure, 
who  thinks  he  ought  to  be  spared  every  spectacle  which 
recalls  to  him  the  considesation  of  human  misery.  He 
was  about  to  walk  upstairs,  when  the  lady  of  Versailles 
inquired,  out  of  curiosity,  who  was  going  to  be  buried. 
The  name  of  Mademoiselle  de  Saint- Yves  was  mentioned, 
«^and  at  that  name  she  turned  pale  and  gave  a  dreadful 


474  VOLTAIRE'S  TALES. 

scream.  Saint-Poiiange  turned  back,  pierced  to  the  soul 
with  painful  surprise.  The  good  old  Gk>rdon  stood  there, 
his  ejes  filled  with  tears ;  he  interrupted  his  orisons  to  tell 
the  courtier  all  about  the  horrible  catastrophe,  and  he 
spoke  to  him  with  all  the  authority  which  virtuous  indig- 
nation can  confer.  Saint-Pouange  was  not  naturally  wicked ; 
his  soul  had  been  swept  away  in  the  torrent  of  business 
and  pleasures,  and  had  not  yet  learned  to  examine  itself. 
He  had  not  reached  the  threshold  of  age,  which  generally 
hardens  the  hearts  of  statesmen.  He  listened  to  Gk>rdon 
with  downcast  looks,  and  wiped  away  a  few  tears  which  he 
was  astonished  to 'find  start  to  his  eyes:  he  felt  the  stings 
of  remorse. 

''  I  have  a  strong  wish  to  see  this  extraordinary  man," 
said  he,  "  of  whom  you  speak ;  he  has  moved  my  com* 
passion  almost  as  much  as  this  innocent  victim  of  whose 
death  I  am  guilty." 

Qt)rdon  brought  him  :*nto  the  chamber  where  the  Prior 
and  his  sister,  the  Abb^  de  Saint-Tves,  and  some  neigh- 
bours were  recalling  to  life  the  young  man,  who  had  fallen 
into  another  swoon. 

*'  I  have  been  the  cause  of  your  unhappiness,"  said  the 
Under-Secretary;  **I  will  devote  my  life  to  making 
reparation." 

The  first  idea  that  occurred  to  the  Child  of  Nature  was 
to  kill  him,  and  afterwards  to  kill  himself.  Nothing  could 
be  more  just  and  proper,  but  he  was  without  arms  and 
closely  watched.  Saint-Pouange  was  not  discouraged  by 
refusals,  accompanied  by  the  reproaches,  scorn,  and  horror 
which  he  had  so  richly  deserved,  and  which  were  showered 
upon  him  without  stint.  But  time  tempers  all  things. 
Monsieur  de  Louvois  succeeded  ere  long  in  making  an 
excellent  officer  of  the  Unsophisticated,  who  entered  the 
army  and  appeared  in  Paris  under  another  name;  he 
gained  the  esteem  of  all  good  people,  and  distinguished 
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himself  for  courage  at  once  as  a  soldier  and  as  a  philo- 
sopher. 

He  cotdd  never  allude  to  his  loss  without  emotion,  and 
jet  he  found  some  consolation  in  speaking  of  it.  He 
cherished  the  memory  of  his  tenderly  devoted  mistress  to 
the  last  moment  of  his  life.  The  Abb^  de  Saint-Tves  and 
the  Prior  obtained  each  a  good  living ;  the  latter's  excel- 
lent sister  liked  better  to  see  her  nephew  decorated  with  mili- 
tary honours  than  his  being  even  a  sub-deacon.  The  pious 
lady  of  Versailles  kept  the  diamond  earrings,  and  received 
another  handsome  present  besides.  Father  Tout-a-tous 
had  packets  of  chocolate,  coffee,  sugar  candy,  and  crystal- 
lised fruits,  together  with  the ''  Meditations  of  the  Beverend 
Father  Croiset"  and  "The  Flower  of  Sanctity,"'  both 
bound  in  morocco.  The  good  Gordon  Uved  with  the  Child 
of  Nature,  until  his  death,  in  the  closest  friendship ;  he 
too  was  promoted  to  a  benefice,  and  forgot  aU  about 
effectual  grace  and  concomitant  concurrence.  He  took  for 
his  motto : 

MISFORTUNE   IB   OF   SOME   USE. 

How  many  honest  folk  there  are  in  this  world  who  might 
say :  Misfortune  is  good  far  nothing ! 

^  A  work  of  edification  by  the  Jesuit  RibadeneinL 
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Europe.  By  John  William  Draper, 
M.D.,  LL.D.    2  vols.    5x.  each. 

DXJNLOP*S  History  of  Flotion. 
A  new  Edition.  Revised  by 
Henry  Wilson.    2  vols.    51.  each. 

naR  (Dr.  T.  H.).  Pompeii :  iu 
Buildings  and  Antiquities.  By 
r.  H.  E^er,  LL.D.    With  nearly 


300  Wood  Engravings,  a   large 
Map,  and  a  Plan  of  the  Forum. 

The  City  of  Rome :  its  History 

and  Monuments.    With  Illustra- 
tions.   5j. 

DYER(T.r.  T.)  Rxltlsh  Popular 
Customs,  Present  and  Past 
An  Account  of  the  various  Games 
and  Customs  associated  with  Dif- 
ferent Days  of  the  Year  in  the 
British  Isles,  arranged  according 
to  the  Calendar.  By  the  Rev. 
T.  F.  Thiselton  Dyer,  M.A.    51. 


Egyptian  Princess.  An 
Historical  Novel  By  George 
Ebers.  Translated  by  E.  S. 
Buchheim.    y*  6(L 

BDGEWORTH'S  Stories  for 
Children.  With  8  Illustrations 
by  L.  Speed,    y,  6d, 

XLZE'S  William  Shakespeare. 
— See  Shakespeare. 

BMERSON'S   Works.      5  vols. 
31.  td,  each. 

I. — Essays  and  Representative 

Men. 
II.— English  Traits,  Nature,  and 
CS>ndttct  of  Life. 
III.— Society  and  Solitude— Letters 
and    Social    Aims  —  Ad- 
dresses. 
VI. — Miscellaneous  Pieces, 
v.— Poems. 

ENNEMOSER'S  History  -' 
Magio.     Translated  by  Willi 
Howitt.    2  vols.    5j.  each. 

EPICTETUS,  The  Dlsootttsee 
With   the    Enchbiridion     a 
Fragments.  Translated  by  G^'^- 
Loi^,  M.A.    5j. 

EURIPIDES.       A    New    Lite 
Translation  in  Prose.     By  E 
Coleridge,  M.A.  2  vols.  Jj.  — 


Cotitained  in  Bohn's  Libraries, 
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.  EtrTROPIUS.— 5*^  Justin. 

BUSEBIUS  PAMPHILUS, 
Eooleslastical  HlBtory  of.  Trans- 
lated by^ev.C.F.Cruse,M.  A.  5j. 

EVELYN'S  Diary  and  Gorre- 
sposdendence.  Edited  from  the 
Original  MSS.  by  W.  Bray, 
F.A.S.  With  45  engravings.  4 
vols.  51.  each. 

FAXRHOtiT'S  Costume  in  Eng- 
land. A  History  of  Dress  to  the 
end  of  the  Eighteenth  Century. 
3rd  Edition,  revised,  by  Viscount 
Dillon,  V.P.S.A.  Illustrated  with 
above  700  Engravings.  2  vols. 
5^.  each. 

FIELDING'S  AdvBntures  of 
Joseph  Andrewsand  his  Friend 
Mr.  Abraham  Adams.  With 
Cruikshank's  Illustrations.  3; .  6d, 

History  of  Tom   Jones,    a 

Foundling.  With  Cruikshank*s 
Illustrations.  2  vols.  3^.  6d,  each. 

Amelia.    With   Cruikshank's 

Illustrations.    5;. 

FLAXMAN'S  Lectures  on  Sculp- 
ture. By  John  Flaxman,  R.A. 
With  Portrait  and  53  Plates.     6s, 

FOSTER'S  (John)  Life  and  Cor- 
respondence. Edited  by  J.  E. 
Ryland.     2  vols.     31.  6d.  each. 

Gritloal  Essays.    Edited  by 

J.  E.  Ryland.  2  vols.  3^.  6rf. 
each. 

Essays :  on  Decision  of  Cha- 
racter ;  on  a  Man's  writing  Me- 
moirs of  Himself ;  on  the  epithet 
Romantic;  on  the  aversion  of 
Men  of  Taste  to  Evangelical  Re- 
ligion.    3x.  6(/. 

Essays  on  the  Evils  of  Popular 

Ignorance ;  to  which  is  added,  a 
Discourse  on  the  Propagation  of 
Christianity  in  India.    31.  &/. 


FOSTER'S  Essays  on  the  Im- 
provement of  Time.  With  Notes 
OF  Sermons  and  other  Pieces. 
3^.  6d, 

GASPARY'S  History  of  Italian 
Literature.  Translated  by  Her- 
man Oelsner,  M.A.,  Ph.D. 
Vol.  L    y.6d, 

GEOFFREY  OF  MONMOUTH, 
Chronicle  of. — Sie  Old  English 
Chronicles, 

GESTA  R0MAN0RX7M,  or  En- 
tertaining Moral  Stories  invented 
by  the  Monks.  Translated  by  the 
Rev.  Charles  Swan.  Revised 
Edition,  by  Wynnard  Hooper, 
B.A.    5J. 

aiLDAS,  Chronloles  otSee  Old 
English  ChronicUf. 

GIBBON'S  DeoUne  and  Fall  of 
the  Roman  Empire.  Complete 
and  Unabridged,  with  Variorum 
Notes.  Edited  by  an  English 
Churchman.  With  2  Maps  and 
Portrait.     7  vols.    31.  6d,  each. 

GILBART'S  History,  Principles, 
and  Practice  of  Banking.  By 
the  late  J.  W.  Gilbart,  F.R.S. 
New  Edition,  revised  by  A.  S. 
Michie.     2  vols.    lar. 

GIL  BLAS,  The  Adventures  of. 
Translated  from  the  French  of 
Lesage  by  Smollett.  With  24 
Engraviiigs  on  Steel,  after  Smirke, 
and  10  Etchings  by  George  Cruik- 
shank.    6j. 

GIRALDUS  OAMBRENSIS' 
Historical  Works.  Translated 
by  Th.  Forester,  M.A.,  and  Sir 
R.  Colt  Hoare.  Revised  Edition, 
Edited  by  Thomas  Wright,  M.  A., 
F.S.A.    5^. 

GOETHE'S  Faust  Part  I.  Ger- 
man Text  with  Hayward's  Prose 
Translation  and  Notes.  Revised 
by  C.  A.  Bttchheim,  Ph.D.    5^. 
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OOSTHE'S  WoriEi.  Translated 
into  English  by  various  hands. 
14  vols.    35.  fid,  each. 

I.  and  IL — Autobiography  and 
Annals. 
III.— FausL     Two    Parts,   com- 
plete.   (Swanwick.) 
IV.— Novels  arid  Tales. 
V — Wilhebn  Meister's  Appren- 
ticeship. 
VL— Conversations  with  Ecker- 
mann  and  Soret. 
VIII.— Dramatic  Works. 
IX.— Wilhelm  Master's  Travels. 
X. — ^Tour  in  Italy,  and  Second 
Residence  in  Rome. 
XI. — Miscellaneous  Travels. 
XII. — Early    and     Miscellaneous 

Letters. 
XIV.— Relneke  Fox,  West-Eastern 
Divan  and  Achilleid. 

OOLDSMITH'S  Works.  A  new 
Edition,  by  T.  W.  M.  Gibbe.  5 
vols.    ^.  &/.  each. 

QRAMMONT'S  Memolni  of  the 
Conrt  of  Oharles  11.  Edited  by 
Sir  Walter  Scott  Together  with 
the  BoscoBEL  Tracts,  including 
two  not  before  published,  ^. 
New  Edition.    51. 

QHAY^  Letters.  Including  the 
Correspondence  of  Gray  and 
Mason.  Edited  by  the  Rev. 
D.  C  Tovey,  M.A.  Vols.  I. 
and  II.  3^.  6^.  each. 

GBEEK  ANTHOLOGY.  Trans- 
lated by  George  Burges,  M,A.  5 j. 

GBEEE  ROICANOES  of  HeUo- 
doros,  Longus,  and  Aohllles 
Tatlus— viz.,  The  Adventures  of 
Theagenes  &  Chariclea ;  Amours 
of  Daphnis  and  Chloe ;  and  Loves 
of  Clitopho  and  Leucippe.  Trans- 
Uted  by  Rev.  R.  Smith,  M.A. 

5^- 


aREGORY'S    Letters    on    the 
Evidences,  Dootadnes,  ft  Duties  ' 
of  the  Christlaii  Religion.    By 
Dr.  Olinthus  Gregory.     3^,  6^. 

GREENE,  MARLOWE,  and 
BEN  JONSON.  Poems  of. 
Edited  by  Robert  Bell.    31. 6^. 

GRIMM'S  TALES.  With  the 
Notes  of  the  Original.  Translated 
by  Mrs.  A.  Hunt.  With  Intro- 
duction  by  Andrew  Lang,  M.A. 
2  vols.    3J.  6cL  each. 

Gammer  Grethel;  or,  Ger- 
man Fairy  Tales  and  Popular 
Stories.  Containing  42  Fairy 
Tales.  Trans,  by  ^gar  Taylor. 
With  numerous  Woodcuts  after 
George  Cruikshank  and  Ludwig 
Grimm,     ji*.  6^. 

GROSSI'S  Maroo  Viscontl. 
Translated  by  A.  F.  D.  The 
Ballads  rendered  into  English 
Verse  by  C.  M.  P.    3*-  ^^ 

GUIZOT'S  History  of  the 
English  Revolution  of  1640. 
From  the  Accession  of  Charles 
I.  to  his  Death.  Translated  by 
William  Hazlitt.    y,  6d. 

filstory  of  OiviUsation,  from 

the  Fall  of  the  Roman  Empire  to 
the  French  Revolution.  Trans- 
lated by  William  Hazlitt.  3  vols. 
3; .  td,  each. 

HALL'S  (Rev.  Robert)  Miscel- 
laneous Works  and  Remains. 
3J.6d: 

HAMPTON  OOURT:  A  Shorl 
History  of   the   Manor    a 
Palace.    By  Ernest  Law,  B. 
With  numerous  Illustrations,    ^j 

HARDWIOK*S  History   of  the 
Articles  of  Religion.  :^  the  la 
C.  Hard  wick.     Revised  by  t 
Rev.  Francis  Pfcctcr,  M.A.    5 
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HAUPF'S  Talofl.  The  Caravan— 
The  SJieik  of  Alexandria— The 
Inn  in  the  Spessart.  Trans,  from 
the  German  by  S.  Mendel.  31. 6d. 

HAWTHORKB'S  Tales.  4  vols. 
$t,  6d,  each. 

I.— Twice-told  Tales,  and  the 
Snow  Image. 

II.—  Scarlet  Letter*  and  the  House 
with  the  Seven  Gables. 

III.— Transformation  [The  Marble 
Faun],  and  Blithedalc  Ro- 
mance. 

IV. — Mosses  from  an  Old  Manse. 

HAZLITT'S  Table-talk. 

on  Men  and  Manners.     By 

ilarlitt.     3J.  6d. 
Leotiures  on  the  Literature 

of  the  Age  of  Elizabeth  and  on 

Characters  of  Shakespeare's  Plays. 

3s.6d. 

LeotureB   on    the  English 

Poets,  and  on  the  English  Comic 
Writers,    js,  6<L 

The  Plain  Speaker.  Opinions 

on  Books,  Men,  and  Things,'  y,  6d, 
Bo«nd  Table,    p,  Sd, 

Sketches    and  Essays. 

is.  6d. 

The  Sphit  of  the  Age ;   or, 

Contemporary  Portraits.     Edited 
by  W.  Carew  Hazlitt.    y,  6d, 

View  of  the  English  Stage. 

Edited  by  W.  Spencer  Jackson. 

HEATOirs  Concise  History  of 
Painting.  New  Edition,  revised 
by  Cosmo  Monkhouse.     5i. 

HEGEL'S  Lectures  on  the  Pkilo. 
sophy  of  History.  Translated  by 
J.  Sibree,  M.A. 

HEINE'S  Poems,  Compielt 
Translated  by  Edgar  A.  Bowring, 
C.B.    y.6d. 

Travel-Piotures,  mduding  the 

Tour  in  the  Hars,  Nordemey,  and 


Book  of  Ideas,  together  with  the 
Romantic  School.  Translated!^ 
Frauds  Storr.  A  New  Edition, 
revised  throughout  With  Appen- 
dices and  Mapd.    y.  6d, 

HELP'S  Life  of  Christopher 
Columbus,  the  Discoverer  of 
America.  By  Sir  Arthur  Helps, 
K.C.B.    3J.(^. 

Life  of  Hernando  Cortes, 

and  the  Conquest  of  Mexico.  2 
vols.    2s.  6d,  each» 

Life  of  Plsarro.    31.  6d. 

Life  of  Las  Gasas  the  Apostle 

of  the  Indies,    y.  6d, 

HENDERSON  (E.)  Select  His- 
toilcal  Documents  of  the  Middle 
Ages,  indnding  the  most  famous 
Charters  relating  to  England,  the 
Empire,  the  Church,  &c.,  from 
the  6th  to  the  14th  Centuries. 
Translated  from  the  Latin  and 
edited  by  Ernest  F.  Henderson, 
A.B.,  A.M.,  Ph.D.     5J. 

HENFBEY'S  Guide  to  English 
Coins,  from  the  Conquest  to  the 
present  time.  New  and  revised 
Edition  by  C.  F.  Kcary,  M.A, 
F.S.A.    6s. 

HENBY  OiP  HTJNTINaDON'S 
History  of  the  English.  Trnus- 
lated  by  T.  Forester,  M.A.    5;. 

HENBY'S  (Matthew)  Exposition 
of  the  Book  of  the  Psalms.    $s, 

HELIODOBUS.  Theagenes  and 
Chariolea.  —  Se€  Grsek  Ro- 
mances. 

HEBODOTUS.  Translated  by  the 
Rev.  Henry  Gary,  M.A.     p.  6d, 

—— Notes  on.  Original  and  Se- 
lected from  the  best  Commenta- 
tors. By  D.  W.  Turner,  M.A. 
With  Coloured  Map.     y. 

Analysis  and  Summary  of 

By  J.  T.  Wheeler.     ^. 
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HESIOD,  CAT.T.TMACHU8,  and 
THBOGNIS.  Translated  by  the 
Rev*  J.  Banks,  M.  A.     5^, 

HOPFMANN'S  (B.  T.  W.)  The 
Serapion  Brethren.  Translated 
from  the  German  by  Lt.-CoL  Alex. 
Ewing.    2  vols.    3J.  td,  each. 

HOIiBBIN'S  Danoe  of  Death 
and  Bible  Cuts.  Upwards  of  150 
Subjects,  engraved  in  facsimile, 
with  Introduction  and  Descrip- 
tions by  Francis  E>ouce  and  Dr. 
Thomas  Frognall  Dibden.     5^. 

HOMEK'S  dad.  Translated  into 
English  Prose  by  T.  A.  Buckley, 
B.A.    5J. 

Odyflsey.    Hymns,  Epk;rams, 

and  Battle  of  the  Frojgs  and  Mice. 
Translated  into  English  Prose  by 
T.  A.  Buckley,  B.A.    5^. 

See  also  POPK. 

HOOPER'S  (G.)  Waterloo :  The 
Downfall  of  the  First  Napo- 
leon :  a  History  of  the  Campaign 
of  1 81 5.  By  George  Hooper. 
With  Maps  and  Plans,    y.  6d, 

The  Campaign  of  Sedan : 

The  Downfall  of  the  Second  Em- 
pire, August  -  September,  1870. 
With  General  Map  and  Sue  Plans 
of  Battle.     3  f.  6d, 

HORACE.  A  new  literal  Prose 
tianslation,  by  A.  Hamilton  Bryce, 
LL.D.     V.  6cf. 

HUGO'S  (Viotor)  Dramatic 
Works.  Hernani~Ruy  Bias— 
The  King's  Diversion.  Translated 
by  Mrs.  Newton  Crosland  and 
F.  L.  Slous.     3J.  ed. 

Poems,  chiefly  Lyrical.  Trans- 
lated by  various  Writers,  now  first 
collected  by  J.  H.  L.  Williams. 
3^.  6d, 

JMBOLDT'S  Cosmos.  Trans- 
lated by  E.  C.  Otte,  B.  H.  Paul, 

d  W.  S.  Dallas,  F.L.S.    5  vols. 

.  6d,  each,  excepting  Vol.  V*  5^. 


HTTMBOLDT'S  Personal  Narra- 
tive of  his  Travels  to  the  Equi- 
noctial Regions  of  .America  during 
the  years  1799-1804.  Translated 
by  T.  Ross.    3  vols.     $5,  each. 

Views  of  Nature.  Translated 

by  B.  C.  Ott^  and  H.  G.  Bohn. 

HGTMPHRETS'  Coin  Collector's 
ManuaL  By  H.  N.  Humphreys, 
with  upwards  of  140  Illustrations 
on  Wood  and  Steel.  2  vols.  5^. 
each. 

HUNGABT:  its  History  and  Re- 
volution, together  with  a  copious 
Memoir  of  Kossuth,    y,  tcL 

HXTTCHINSON  (Colonel).  Me- 
molrs  of  the  I^e  of.  By  his 
Wido^,  Lucy :  tc^ether  with  her 
Autobic^raphy,  and  an  Account 
of  the  Siege  of  Lathom  House. 
3J.6^. 

HUNT'S  Poetry  of  Soienoe.*  By 
Richard  Hunt.  3rd  Edition,  re- 
vised and  enlarged.     5^. 

INaULPH^H  Chronicles  of  the 
Abbey  of  Croyland,  with  the 
Continuation  by  Peter  of  Blois 
and  other  Writers.  Translated  by 
H.  T.  Riley,  M.A.    sj. 

IRVING'S   (Washington)  Com- 
plete  Works.  15  vols.  With  Por- 
traits, &C.    3J.  6d,  each. 
I.->Salmagundi,     Knicker- 
bocker's History  of  New 
York. 

II, —The  Sketch-Book,  and  the 
Life  of  Oliver  Goldsmith. 

III.— Bracebridge  Hall,  Abbots- 
ford  and  Newstead  Abbey. 

IV.— The  Alhambra,  Tales  of  a 
Traveller. 

v.— Chronicle  of  the  Conquest 
of  Granada,  Lqsends  of 
the  Conquest  of  Spain. 


Contained  tn  Bohn's  LBrariei, 


n 


^ 

¥- 


I 


Irving's  (Washington)  Complete 

Works  continued, 
VI.  &  VII.— Life   and   Voyages  of 
Columbus,  together  with 
the  Voyages  of  his  Com- 
panions. 
VIII.— Astoria,    A   Tour   on    the 
Prairies. 
IX.—Life  of  Mahomet,  Livesof  the 

Successors  of  Mahomet 
X. — Adventures  of  Captain  Bon- 
neville, U.S.A.,  Wolfert's 
Roost. 
XL— Biographies  and    Miscella- 
neous Papers. 
XIL-XV.— Ufe  of  George  Wash- 
ington.    4  vols. 

Life  and  Letters.     By  hu 

Nephew,  Pierre  E.Irving.  2 vols. 
3j.  6d,  each. 

ISOOBATES,  The  Orstloiui  of. 
Translated  ty  J.  H.  Freese,  M.A. 
Vol.  L    5J. 

JAMSS'S  (G.  P.  R.)  Life  of 
Blohard  OoBur  de  Lion.  2  vols. 
3J.  6d,  each. 

JAMESON'S  (Mrs.)  Shake- 
speare's Heroines.  Character- 
istics of  Women:  Moral,  Poetical, 
and  Historical.  By  Mrs.  Jameson. 
3J.  6d. 

JESSE'S  (E.)  Aneodotes  of  Dogs 
With  40  Woodcuts  and  34  Steel 
Engravings.     Sr. 

JESSE'S  (J.H.)  Memoirs  of  the 
Court  of  England  during  the 
Reign  of  the  Stuarts,  including 
the  Protectorate.  3  vols.  With 
42  Portraits.  5x.  each. 
—  Memoirs  of  the  Pretenders 
ind  their  Adherents.  With  6 
Portraits.     5^. 

'HNSON'S  Lives  of  the  Poets. 
Mited  by  Mrs.  Alexander  Napier, 
'ith  Introduction  by  Professor 
iales.    3  vols.    3i.  6t/.  eadi. 


J0SEPHT7S  (Flavins),  The  Works 
of.  Whiston*s  Translation,  re- 
vised by  Rev.  A.  R.  Shilleto,  M.  A 
With    Topographical   and    Geo. 

nhical  Notes  by  Colonel  Sir 
V.  Wilson.  K.C.B.    S  vols. 
3^.  &f.  each. 

JOYCES  Sdentuao  Dialogues. 
With  numerous  Woodcuts.     5^. 

JXJKES-BROWNE  (A.  J.),  The 
Building  of  the  British  Isles: 
a  Study  in  Gecgraphical  Evolu- 
tion. Illustrated  by  numerous 
Maps  and  WoodcuU.  2nd  Edition, 
revised,  7^.  6^. 

JULIAN,  the  Emperor.  Contain- 
ing Gregory  Nazianzen's  Two  In- 
vectives and  Libanus'  Monody, 
with  Julian's  extant  Theosophical 
Works.  Translated  by  C.  W. 
King,  M.A.    5j. 

JUNIUS'S  Letters.  With  all  the 
Notes  of  Woodfall's  Edition,  and 
important  Additions.  2  vols. 
y,  6d,  each. 

JUSTIN  CORNELIUS  NEPOS, 
and  EUTROPIUS.  Translated 
by  the  Rev.  J.  S.  Watson,  M.A. 

JUVENAL,  PERSIUS.  SUL- 
PICIA  and  LUQILIUS.  Trans- 
lated by  L.  Evans,  M.A.     51. 

KANT'S  Critique  of  Pure  Reason. 

Translated  by  J.  M.  D.  Meikle- 

john.    5^. 
Prolegomena  and  Meta- 

physlcalFoundatlonsofNatoral 

Science.  Translated  by  E.  Belfort 

Bax.    55. 

KEIGHTLEY'S  (Thomas)  My* 
thology  of  Andent  Oreece  and 
Italy.  4th  Edition,  revised  by 
Leonard  Schmitz,  Ph.D.,  LL.D. 
With  12  Plates  from  the  Antique. 
5^. 
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KEIGHTUBY'S  Fairy  Mytho- 
logy, illustratWe  of  the  Romance 
and  SupttTstition  of  Various  Coun- 
tries. Revised  Edition,  with 
Frontis{nece  l^  Cruiksbank.     5^ . 

LA  FONTAINE'S  Fables.  Trans- 
lated into  English  Verse  by  Elisur 
Wright  New  Edition,  with  Notes 
byj.  W.  M.Gibbs.    3^.  6^: 

LAICABTINIS'S  History  of  the 
Girondists.  Translated  by  H.T. 
Ryde.     3  vols.    31.  W.  each. 

History  of  the  Bestoratlon 

of  Monarohy  in  Franoe  (a  Sequel 
to  the  History  of  the  Girondists). 
4  vols.    3; .  td.  each. 

History  of  the  Frsnoh  Be- 

Tolatlon  of  1848.    y,  6d, 

LAMB'S  (Charles)  Essays  of  Ella 
and  EUana.  Complete  Edition. 
3J.W. 

Speoimens  of  English  Dra- 
matic Poets  of  the  Time  of 
Elizabeth.    3J.  6i. 

Memorials  and  Letters  of 

Charles  liamb.  By  Serjeant 
Talfourd.  New  Edition,  revised, 
by  W.  Carew  Hailitt.  2  vols. 
31.  6d.  each. 

Tales   from    Shakespeare 

With  Illustrations  by  Byam  Shaw. 
3J.  W. 

LANE'S  Arabian  Nights'  Enter- 
tainments. Edited  by  Stanley 
Lane-Poole,   M.A.,    LiltD.      4 

vols.     3f.  6d,  each. 

LANZrS  History  of  Painting  in 
Italy,  from  the  Period  of  the 
Revival  of  the  Fine  Arts  to  the 
End  of  the  Eighteenth  Century. 
Translated  by  Thomas  Roscoe. 
3  vols.    3J.  6^.  each. 


LAPFENBERG'S  History  of 
England  under  the  Anglo- 
Saxon  Kings.  Translated  by 
B.  Thorpe,  F.S.A.  New  edition, 
revised  by  E.  C.  Ott^.  2  vols. 
3r.  6d,  each. 

LECTXTRES  ON  PAINTING, 
by  Barry,  Ofue,  Fuseli.  Edited 
by  R.  Womum.    5^. 

LEONARDO  DA  VINCI'S 
Treatise  on  Painting.  Trans- 
lated by  J.  F.  Rigaud,  R.A., 
With  a  Life  of  Leonudo  by  John 
William  Brown.  With  numerous 
Plates.     5j. 

LEPSIIJS'S  Letters  fix)m  Egypt, 
Ethiopia,  and  the  Peninsula  of 
Sinai.  Translated  by  L.  and 
J.  B,  Homer.    With  Maps.    51. 

LESSING'S  Dramatic  Works, 
Complete.  Edited  by  Ernest  Bell, 
M.A.  With  Memoir  of  Lessing 
by  Helen  Zimmem.  2  vols. 
3J.  6</.  each. 

Laokoon,  DramaUo  Notes, 

and  the  Representation  01 
Death  by  the  Andents.  Trans- 
lated by  E.  C.  Beasley  and  Helen 
Zimmem.  Edited  by  Edward 
BsU,  M.A.  With  a  Frontispiece 
of  the  Laokoon  group.    31.  6d, 

LILLY'S  Introduotlon  to  Astro- 
logy. With  a  Grammar  of 
Astrology  and  Tables  for  Cal- 
culating Nativities,  by  2^dldcl.  51. 

LrVTS  History  of  Rome.  Trans- 
lated by  Dr.  Spillan,  C  Edmo- 
and  others.    4  vols.    55.  eac! 

LOOEHB'S  Philosophical  Wo 
Edited  by  J.  A.  St,  John.  2  ■ 
35.  6d.  each. 

Life  and  Letters:    By  i 

King.    3J.  6d. 

LOCKHART  (J.  ar.)^Su  Be. 
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LODGE'S  Portraits  of  IllvBtrlouB 
Pereonagea  of  Great  Britain, 
with  Biographical  and  Historical 
Memoirs.  240  Portraits  engraved 
on  Steel,  wifh  the  respective  Bio- 
graphies unabridged.  8  vols.  51. 
each. 

LONGF£LLOW^S  Prose 
Works.  With  16  full  page  Wood 
Engravings.    5/. 

LOUDON'S  (Mrs.)  Natural 
History.  Revised  edition,  by 
W.  S.  Dallas,  F.L.S.  With 
numerous  Woodcut  lUns.     5^. 

LOWNDES'  BibUographer'0 
Manual  of  English  Literature. 
Enlarged  Edition.  By  H.  G. 
Bohn.  6  vols,  cloth,  $5.  each. 
Or  4  vols,  half  morocco,  2/.  2s, 

I«ONGXTS.  Daphnlfl  and  Cliloe. 
-Su  Grbsk  Romances. 

LUCAN'S  Pharsalia.  Translated 
by  H.  T.  Riley,  M.A.    5^. 

LUCIAN'S  Dialoguea  of  the 
Gods,  of  the  Sea  Gods,  and 
of  the  Dead.  Translated  by 
Howard  Williams,  M.A.    S*. 

LXJCBETIXTS.  Translated  by  the 
Rev.  J.  S.  Watson,  M.A.     Sj. 

LUTHEH'S  Table-Talk.  Trans- 
lated and.  Edited  by  WiUiam 
Haiditt.    Sf-  6^ 

Autobiography.  »  5"^ 

MiCHBLRT. 

MAGHIAYELLI'S    History    of 
Florence,  together  with  the 
Prince,  Savonarola,  various  His- 
torical Tracts,  and  a  Memoir  of 
Machiavelli.    3^.  (nL 
MALLET'S   Northern  Antiqui- 
des,  or  an  Historical  Account  of 
he  Manners,  Customs,  Religions 
^nd  Laws,  Maritime  Expeditions 
ind  Discoveries,   Language  and 
iteratuxe,  of  the  Ancient  Scandi- 
avians.     Translated  by  Bishop 
'ercy.      Revised    and  Enlarged 
^tion,  with  a  Translation  of  the 
rliosB  Edda,  by  J.  A.  Black- 


MANTBLL'S  (Dr.)  Petrifactions 
and  their  Teachings.  With  nu- 
merous illustrative  Woodcuts.  6j, 

Wonders  of  Gteology.     8tb 

Edition,  revised  by T. -Rupert 
Jones,  F.G.S.  With  a  coloured 
Geological  Map  of  England, 
Plates,  and  upwards  of  200 
Woodcuts.    2  vols.   7^.  6d»  each. 

MANZONI.  The  Betrothed: 
bein^  a  Translation  of  'I  Pro- 
messi  Sposi.'  By  Alessandro 
ManzonL  With  numerous  Wood- 
cuts.   5x. 

MARCO  POLO'S  Travels;  the 
Translation  of  Marsden  revised 
by  T.  Wright,  M.A.,  F.S.A.    51. 

MA&BYAT'S  (Oapt  RN.) 
M^Mterman  Ready.  With  93 
Woodcuts.    3f .  6df. 

Missinn;  or.  Scenes  in  Afiica. 

Illustrated  by  Gilbert  and  Dakiel. 

Pirate  and  Three  Cutters. 

With  8  Steel  Engravings,  from 
Drawings  by  Qarkson  Stanfield, 
R.A.    y.  6cL 

Privateenman.  8  Engrav- 
ings on  Sted.    3^.  6a 

Settlers  in  Canada.  10  En- 
gravings by  Gilbert  and  Dalziel. 
3J.  6£A 

Poor  Jack.  With  16  Illus- 
trations after  Clarkson  Stansfield, 
R.A.    3f.6rf. 

Peter  Simple.     With  8  fell- 

page  Illustrations,    jr.  6cL 

MklBhipman  Easy.    With  8 

full  page  Illustrations.    3^.  6iL 

MARTIAL'S  Epigrams,  complete. 
Translated  into  Prose,  each  ac- 
companied by  one  or  more  Verse 
Translations  selected  from  the 
Works  of  English  Poets,  and 
other  sources,    yj.  ^. 
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MARTINEAU'S  (Harriet)  HlB- 
tory  of  Sngland,  from  1800- 
181 5.    V*  ^- 

History  of  the  Thirty  Tearg' 

Peace!  a.d.   1815-46-      4  vols. 
3i.  td,  each. 

Sit  C<nnt^s  Positive  Philosophy^ 

MATTHBW  PABIS'B   English 
History,  from  the  Year  1235  to 
1273.    Translated  by  Rev.  J.  A, 
Giles,  D.C.L.    3  vols.    5J.  each. 
MATTHEW    OF    WESTICN- 
STER'B   Flowers  of  History, 
from  the  begiuiing  of  the  World 
toA.D.  1307.  Translated  by  CD. 
Yonge,  M.A.    2  vols.    5f.  each. 
MAXWELL'S  Victories  of  Wei- 
ington  and  the  Britidi  Amies. 
Frontispiece  and  5  Portraits.    51. 
MENZEL'S  History  of  Germany, 
from  the  Earliest  Period  to  1842, 
3  vol^.    3J.  6^.  each. 
MICHAEL    ANOELO    AKD 
RAPHAEL,  thehr  Lives  and 
Works.     By  Duppa  aud  Quatre- 
mere  de  Quincy.    With  Portraits, 
and  Engravings  on  Steel.    5^. 
MIOHELET'B    Luther's   Auto- 
biography.   Trans,  by  William 
Haxlitt    With  an  Appendix  ( i  ID 
pages)  of  Notes,    y,  hd. 

History  of  the  French  Bevo- 

lution  from  its  earliest  indications 
to  the  Bight  of  the  King  in  17.91- 
3^.6rf. 
MIGNET'BHlstory  of  theFrendh 
Berolution,  from  1789  to  1814. 
y,  6d. 

MILL  (J.  8.).    Early  Essays  by 

John  Stuart  Mill.  Collected  from 

various  sources  by  J.  W.  M.  Gibbs. 

y.6d. 

MILLER  (Professor).     History 

Philosophically  Illustrated,from 

the  Fall  of  the  Roman  Empire  to 

e  French  Revolution.      4  vols. 

6^.  each. 


MILTON'S  Prose  Works.  Edited 
by  T.  A.  St.  John.  5  vols.  js.  6d, 
each. 

Poetical  Works,  with  a  Me- 
moir and  Critical  Remarks  by 
James  Montgomery,  an  Index  to 
Fariidise  Lost,  Todd's  Verbal  Index 
to  all  the  Poems,  and  a  Selection 
of  Explanatory  Notes  l^  Henry 
G.  Bohn.  Illustrated  with  i^ 
Wood  Engravings  from  Drawings 
by  W.  Harvey.  2  vols.  3/.  dd, 
gftcht 

MITFORD'S  (MUs)  Our  Village 
Sketches  of  Rural  Character  and 
Scenery.  With  2  Engravings  on 
Steel.    2  vols.    31.  6d,  each. 

MOLIERE'S  Bramatlo  Works. 

A   new  Translation   in  English 

Prose,  by  C.  H.  Wall.  3  vols. 
35.  6d,  each. 

MONTAGU.  The  Letters  and 
Works  of  Lady  M^ury  Wortley 
Montagu.  Edited  by  her  greats 
grandson.  Lord  Whamcliffe's  Edi- 
tion, and  revised  by  W.  Moy 
Thomas.  New  Edition,  revised, 
with  5  Portraits.  2  vols.  5^.  each. 

MONTAIGNE'S  Essays.  Cotton's 
Translation,   revised   by  W.   C. 
Hailitt.    New  Edition.     3  vols. 
1      3x.  6^.  each* 

MONTESQUIEU'S  Spirit  oi 
Laws.  New  Edition,  revised  and 
corrected.  By  J.  V.  Pritchard, 
A.M.    2  vols.    3J.  6rf.  each. 

MOBPayS    Games  of  Ohess. 
Being  the  Matches  and  bestGame- 
played  by  the  American  Champion 
with  Explanatory  and  Analytical 
Notes  by  J.  LowenthaL    51. 

MOTLEY  (J.  L.).  The  Rise  c 
the  Dutch  Republic.  A  History. 
By  John  Lothirop  Motley.  Nei^ 
Edition,  with  Biographiod  Intro 
duction  by  Moncure  D.  Conway 
3  vols.    3^.  bd,  each, 
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MUDIE'S  British  Birds;  or,  His- 
tory of  the  Feathered  Tribes  of  the 
Bntish  Islands.  Revised  by  W. 
C.  L.  Martin.  With  52  Figures 
of  Birds  and  7  Coloured  Plates  of 
Eggs.     2  vols. 

NEANDER  (I>r.  A.).  History 
of  the  Ohrlstian  Beligion  and 
Churoh.  Trans,  from  the  German 
byJ.Torrey.   10  vols.  31.6^.  each. 

LUiB  of  Jesus  Christ  Trans- 
lated by  J.  McClintock  and  C. 
Blumenthad.     3r.  dd, 

- —  History  of  the  Planting  and 
Training  of  the  Christian 
Chnroh  by  the  Apostles. 
Translated  by  J.  E.  Ryland. 
2  vols.    35.  6^.  each. 

-— ~  Memorials  of  Christian  Life 
In  the  Early  and  Kiddle  Ages ; 
including  Light  in  Dark  Places. 
Trans,  by  J.  E.  Ryland.     31.  6flf. 

NIBELUNGEN  LIED.  The 
Lay  of  the  Nlbelungs,  metrically 
translated  from  the  old  German 
text  by  Alice  Horton,  and  edited 
by  Edward  Bell,  M.A.  To  which 
is  prefixed  the  Essay  on  the  Nibe- 
lungen  lied  by  Thomas  Carlyle. 

NEW  TESTAMENT  (The)  In 
Greek.  Griesbach's  Text,  with 
various  Readings  at  the  foot  of 
the  page,  and  Parallel  References 
in  Uie  margin ;  also  <a  Critical 
Introduction  and  Chronological 
Tables.  By  an  eminent  Scholar, 
with  a  Greek  and  English  Lexicon. 
3rd  Edition,  revised  and  corrected. 
Two  Facsimiles  of  Greek  Manu- 
scripts.   9CO  pages.     55. 

The  Lexicon  may  bie  had  sepa- 
rately, price  2J. 

NICOLINI'S  History  of  the 
Jesuits:  their  Origin,  Prc^ess, 
Doctrines,  and  Designs.  With  8 
Portraits.    51. 


NORTH  (B.)  Lives  of  the  Right 
Hon.  Francis  North,  Baron  Guud- 
ford,  the  Hon.  Sir  Dudley  North, 
and  the  Hon.  and  Rev.  Dr.  John 
North.  By  the  Hon.  Roger 
North.  Together  with  the  Auto- 
biography of  the  Author.  Edited 
by  Augustus  Jessopp,  D.D.  3  vols. 
3J.  6^.  each. 

NaOENT»S  (Lord)  Memorials 
of  Hampden,  his  Party  and 
Times,  With  a  Memoir  of  the 
Author,  an  Autograph  Letter,  and 
Portrait.    51. 

OLD  ENGLISH  CHRON- 
ICLES, including  Ethelwerd*s 
Chronicle,  Asser's  Life  of  Alfred, 
Geoffrey  of  Monmouth's  British 
History,  Gildas,  Nennius,  and  the 
spurious  chronicle  of  Richard  of 
Cirencester.  Edited  by  J.  A. 
Giles,  D.C.L.     \s. 

OMAN  (J.  C.)  The  Great  Indian 
Epics:  the  Stories  of  the  RaMa- 
YANA  and  the  Mahabharata. 
By  John  Campbell  Oman,  Prin- 
cipal of  Khalsa^CoUege,  Amritsar. 
With  Notes,  Appendices,  and 
Illustrations.    3J.  a/. 

ORDEBICUS  YITALIS'  Eoole 
slastlcal  History  of  England 
and  Normandy.  Translated  by 
T.  Forester,  M.A.  To  which  is 
added  the  Chronicle  of  St. 
EvROULT.    4  vols.    SJ.  each. 

OVID'S  Works,  complete.  Laterally 
translated  into  Prose.  3  vols. 
5j.  each. 

PASCAL'S  Thoughts.  Translated 
from  the   Text  of   M.  August 
.  Molinier  by  C.  Kegan  PauL     31 
Edition.    3^.  6^. 

PAULI'S  (Dr.  B.)  Life  of  Alfr' 
the  Great.    Translated  from  t 
German.    To  which  is  appen 
Alfred's  Anglo-Saxon  Vef' 
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MABTIKHAn'S  (Httfilet)  HlB- 
tory  of  England,  from  iSoo- 
1815.    V*  ^' 

Hlatory  of  the  Thirty  Tears' 

Peace!  a.d.   1815-46-      4  vols. 
3J.  td,  each. 

Sit  Camtis  Positive  Philosophy, 

HATTHEW  PARIS'B   EngUih 
History,  from  the  Year  1235  to 
1273*    Translated  by  Rev.  J.  A. 
Giles,  D.C.L.    3  vols.    51.  each. 
MATTHEW    OF    WESTICN- 
STER'S   Flowers  of  History, 
from  the  begimking  of  the  World 
toA.D.  1307.  Translated  by  CD. 
Yonge,  M.A.    2  vols.    5^.  each. 
MAXWELL'S  Victories  of  Wel- 
ington  a&d  the  Bfitidi  Amies. 
Frontispiece  and  5  Portraits.    5x. 
MBNZEL'S  History  of  Oermany, 
from  the  Earliest  Period  to  1842. 
3  vols.    3J.  6</.  each. 
MICHAEL    ANaSLO    AKB 
RAPHAEL,  thehr  Lives  and 
Works.     By  Duppa  aud  Quatre- 
mere  de  Qoincy.    With  Portraits, 
and  Engravings  on  Steel.    51. 
MIOHELET'S    Luther's   Auto- 
biography.   Trans,  by  William 
Haxlitt    With  an  Appendix  (no 
pages)  of  Notes.    3J.  hd, 
History  of  the  French  Revo- 
lution from  its  earliest  indications 
to  the  aight  of  the  King  in  17.91. 
3^.6rf. 
MIGNET'BHistory  of  theFrendh 
Revohition,  from  1789  to  1814. 
y.6d. 

MILL  (J.  8.).  Early  Essays  by 
John  Stuart  Mill.  Collected  from 
various  sources  by  J.  W.  M.  Gibbs. 

MILLER  (Professor).     History 

Pbilosophlcally  Illu8trated,from 

the  Fall  of  the  Roman  Empire  to 

the  French  Revolution.      4  vols. 

s,  ^,  each. 


MILTON'S  Prose  Works.  Edited 
by  J.  A.  St.  John.   5  vols.   3^.  6d, 


Poetical  Works,  with  a  Me- 
moir and  Critical  Remarks  by 
James  Montgomery,  an  Index  to 
Paradise  Lost,  Todd's  Verbal  Index 
to  all  the  Poems,  and  a  Selection 
of  Explanatory  Notes  by  Henry 
G.  Bohn.  Illustrated  with  i?o 
Wood  Engravings  from  Drawings 
by  W.  Harvey.  2  vds.  3/.  6if. 
each. 

MITFORD'S  (MUs)  Our  VlUage 
Sketches  of  Rural  Character  and 
Scenery.  With  2  Engravings  on 
Steel.    2  vols.    31.  6d,  each. 

MOLIERE'S   Bramatlo  Works. 

A  new  Translation   in  English 

Prose,  by  C.  H.  Wall.  3  vols. 
3^.  6d,  each. 

MONTAan.  The  Letters  and 
Works  of  Lady  M^ury  Wortley 
Montagu.  Edited  by  her  greats 
grandson,  Lord  Whamcliffe's  Edi- 
tion, and  revised  by  W.  Moy 
Thomas.  New  Edition,  revised, 
with  5  Portraits.  2  vols.  51.  each. 

MONTAIGNE'S  Essays.  Cotton's 
Translation,  revised  by  W.  C. 
Hariitt.  New  Edition.  3  vols. 
3x.  6d.  each. 

MONTESQUIEU'S  Spirit  ol 
Laws.  New  Edition,  reidsed  and 
corrected.  By  J.  V.  Pritchard, 
A.M.    2  vols.    3f.  6rf.  each. 

MOBPayS  Gtames  of  Ohess. 
Being  the  Matches  and  best  Game- 
played  by  theAmerican  Champion 
with  Explanatory  and  Analytica 
Notes  by  J.  LowenthaL    51. 

MOTLEY  (J.  L.).  The  Rise  c^ 
the  Dutch  Republic.  A  History. 
By  John  Lothrop  Motley.  New 
Edition,  with  Biographi«J  Intro- 
duction by  Moncure  D.  Conway. 
3  vols.    3J.  6d,  each, 
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MUDIE'S  British  Birds;  or,  His- 
tory of  the  Feathered  Tribes  of  the 
Bntish  Islands.  Revised  by  W. 
C.  L.  Kfartin.  With  52  Figures 
of  Birds  and  7  Coloured  Plates  of 
Eggs.    2  vols. 

NUANDER  (I>r.  A.).  History 
of  the  Ohristian  Bkigion  and 
Church.  Trans,  from  the  German 
byJ.Torrey.   10  vols.  3^.6^.  each. 

Xj11!9  of  Jesus  Christ.  Trans- 
lated by  J.  McClintock  and  C. 
BlumenthaL    3;.  dd, 

History  ot  the  Plautlng  and 

Trainhig  of  the  Christian 
Churoh  by  the  Apostles. 
Translated  by  J.  E.  Ryland. 
2  vols.    3^ .  6^.  each. 

Memorials  of  Christian  Life 

In  the  Early  and  Kiddle  Ages ; 
including  Light  in  Dark  Places. 
Trans,  by  J.  E.  Ryland,    3J.  6flf. 

NIBELUNGEN  LIED.  The 
Lay  of  the  Nlbelungs,  metrically 
translated  from  the  old  German 
text  by  Alice  Horton,  and  edited 
by  Edward  Bell,  M.A.  To  which 
is  prefixed  the  Essay  on  the  Nibe- 
lungen  lied  by  Thomas  Carlyle. 

NEW  TESTAMENT  (The)  In 
Greek.  Griesbach's  Text,  with 
various  Readings  at  the  foot  of 
the  page,  and  Parallel  References 
in  Uie  margin ;  also  <a  Critical 
Introduction  and  Chronological 
Tables.  By  an  eminent  Scholar, 
with  a  Greek  and  English  Lexicon. 
3rd  Edition,  revised  and  corrected. 
Two  Facsimiles  of  Greek  Manu- 
scripts.   9CO  pages.    5^. 

The  Lexicon  may  be  bad  sepa- 
rately, price  2J. 

NICOLINI'S  History  of  the 
Jesuits:  their  Or^n,  Progress, 
Doctrines,  and  Designs,  With  8 
Porlrdts.    Si. 


NORTH  (R.)  Lives  of  the  Right 
Hon.  Francis  North,  Baron  Guml- 
ford,  the  Hon.  Sir  Dudley  North, 
and  the  Hon.  and  Rev,  Dr.  John 
North.  By  the  Hon.  Roger 
North.  Together  with  the  Auto- 
biography of  the  Author.  Edited 
by  Augustus  Jessopp,  D.D.  3vols. 
31.  6^.  each. 

NUGENT'S  (Lord)  Memorials 
of  Hampden,  his  Party  and 
Times,  With  a  Memoir  of  the 
Author,  an  Autograph  Letter,  and 
Portrait.    5^. 

OLD  ENGLISH  CHRON- 
ICLES, including  Ethelwerd's 
Chronicle,  Asser's  Life  of  Alfred, 
Geoffrey  of  Monmouth's  British 
History,  Gildas,  Nennius,  and  the 
spurious  chronicle  of  Richard  of 
Cirencester.  Edited  by  J.  A. 
Giles,  D.C.L.     <;/. 

OMAN  (J.  C.)  The  Great  Indian 
Epics :  the  Stories  of  the  RaMa- 
YANA  and  the  MahabhArata. 
By  John  Campbell  Oman,  Prin< 
cipal  of  Khalsa^College,  Amritsar. 
With  Notes,  Appendices,  and 
Illustrations.    31.  id. 

ORDERICUS  YITALIS'  Eoole- 
slastlcal  History  of  England 
and  Normandy.  Translated  by 
T.  Forester,  M.A.  To  which  u 
added  the  Chronicle  op  St. 
EvROTJLT.    4  vols.    SJ.  each. 

OVID'S  Works,  complete.  Laterally 
translated  into  Prose.  3  vols. 
5^.  each. 

PASCAL'S  Thoughts.  Translated 
from  the  Text  of  M.  Auguste 
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Portraits.    51, 


NOBTH  (R.)  Lives  of  the  Right 
Hon.  Francis  North,  Baron  Guild- 
ford, the  Hon.  Sir  Dudley  North, 
and  the  Hon.  and  Rev.  Dr.  John 
North.  By  the  Hon.  Roger 
North.  Together  with  the  Auto- 
biography of  the  Author.  Edited 
by  Augustus  Jessopp,  D.D.  3  vols. 
3J.  6^.  each. 

NUGENT'S  (Lord)  Memorials 
of  Hampden,  his  Party  and 
Tlmecb  With  a  Memoir  of  the 
Author,  an  Autograph  Letter,  and 
Portrait.    51. 

OLD  ENGLISH  CHRON- 
ICLES,  including  Ethelwerd's 
Chronicle,  Asser's  Life  of  Alfred, 
Geoffrey  of  Monmouth's  British 
History,  Gildas,  Nennius,  and  the 
spurious  chronicle  of  Richard  of 
Cirencester.  Edited  by  J.  A. 
Giles,  D.C.L.     <;/. 

OMAN  (J.  C.)  The  Great  L[idlan 
Epics :  the  Stories  of  the  RaMa- 
YANA  and  the  Mahabharata. 
By  John  Campbell  Oman,  Prin- 
cipal of  Khalsa^CoUege,  Amritsar. 
With  Notes,  Appendices,  and 
Illustrations.    35.  oa. 

ORDERICUS  VITALIS'  Eoole- 
slastlcal  History  of  England 
and  Normandy.  Translated  by 
T.  Forester,  M.A.  To  which  u 
added  the  Chronicle  op  St. 
EvROULT.    4  vols.    SJ.  each. 

OVID'S  Works,  complete.  Laterally 
translated  into  Prose.  3  vols. 
5^.  each. 

PASCAL'S  Thoughts.  Translated 
from  the   Text  of   M.  Auguste 
.  Molinier  by  C.  Kegan  PauL     3rd 
Edition.    3^.  6^. 

PAULI'S  (Dr.  B.)  Life  of  Alfred 
the  Great.  Translated  from  the 
German.  To  which  is  appended 
Alfred's  Anglo-Saxon  Version 
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OF  Orosius.  With  a  literal 
Translation  interpaged.  Notes, 
and  an  Anglo-Saxon  Grammar 
and  Glossary,  by  B.  Thorpe.  S^- 

PAUSAKIAS'  DeeoTlptlon  of 
Oreeoe.  Newly  translated  by  A.  R. 
Shilleto,  M.A    2  vols.    5^.  each. 

PEARSON'S  Exposition  of  the 
GreecL  Edited  by  E.  WaJford, 
M.A.     51. 

PEPYS'  Diary  and  Correspond- 
encei  Deciphered  by  the  Rev. 
J.  Smith,  M.A.,  from  the  original 
Shorthand  MS.  in  the  Pepysian 
Library.  Edited  by  Lord  Bray- 
brooke.  4  vols.  With  31  En- 
gravings.    5^.  each. 

PEROT'S  Rellqnes  of  Anoient 
English  Poefary.  With  an  Essay 
on  Ancient  Minstrels  and  a  Glos- 
sary. Edited  by  J.  V.  Pritchard, 
A-M.    2  vols.    3/.  ^d,  each. 

PERSIITS.— 5>«  JUVBNAL. 

PETRAROH'S  Sonnets,  Tzi- 
tunphs,  and  other  Poems. 
Translated  into  English  Verse  by 
various  Hands.  With  a  Life  of 
the  Poet  by  Thomas  Campbell. 
With  Portrait  and  15  Steel  En- 
gravings.    5* 

PHILO  -  JUDiEUS,  Works  of. 
Translated  by  Prof.  C.  D.  Yonge, 
M.A.    4  vols,     5;.  each. 

PIOEERIKa'S  History  of  the 
Races  of  Man,  and  their  Geo- 
graphical Distribution.  With  An 
Analytical  Synopsis  of  thb 
Natural  History  op  Man  by 
Dr.  Hall.  With  a  Map  of  the 
W^orld  and  12  coloured  Plates.  Sj. 

PINDAR.  Translated  into  Prose 
by  Dawson  W.  Turner.  To  which 
is  added  the  Metrical  Version  by 
Abraham  Moo'C*     S^* 


PLANCHIP.    History  of  British 
Oostume,  from  the  Earliest  Time 
to  the  Close  of  the  Eighteenth 
Century.       By   J.    R,    Planch^, 
Somerset  Herald.    With  upwards 
of  400  Illustrations.     ^. 
PLATO'S  Works.   Literally  trans- 
lated,   with    Introduction     and 
Notes.    6  vols.    5j.  each. 
I. — The  Apology  of  Socrates, 
Crito,  Phaedo,  Goigias,  Pro- 
tagoras, Phaedrus,  lliesetetus, 
Ettthyphron,  Lysis.     Trans- 
lated by  the  Rev.  H.  Carey. 
II.— The  Republic,   Timaeus,  and 
Critias.  Translated  by  Henry 
Davis, 
in.— Meno,     Euthydemus,     The 
Sophist,  Statesman,  Cratylns, 
Parmenides,  and  the  Banquet. 
Translated  by  G.  Burges. 
IV.— Philebus,  Charmides,  Laches, 
Menexenus,    Hippias,    Ion, 
The  Two  Aldbiades,  The- 
ages.    Rivals,     Hipparchus, 
Minos,    Clitopho,    Epistles. 
Translated  by  G.  Surges, 
v.— The    Laws.      Translated  by 

G.  Burges. 
VL— The  Doubtful  Works.   Trans- 
lated by  G.  Burges. 

Snmmary  and  Analysis  of 

the  Dialogues.    With  Analytical 
Index.    By  A.  Day,  LL.D.     51. 
PLAUTUS'S  Oomedlee.    Trans- 
lated by  H.  T.  Riley,  M.A.    2 
vols.    5^.  each. 
PLINY'S    Natural     History. 
Translated    by   the    late    John 
Bostock,  M.D.,  F.R.S.,  and  H.T. 
Riley,  M.A.    6  vols.    5^.  each. 
PUNT.     The  Letters  of  PUny 
the  Younger.    Melmoth's  trans- 
lation, revised  by  the  Rev.  F.  C 
T.  Bosanquet,  M.A.    5^. 
PLOTINIIS,   Select   Works   of. 
Translated    by   Thomas  Taylor. 
With  an  Introduction  containing 
Uie  substance  of  Por^yry's  Plo- 
tinus.    Edited  by  G.  R.  S.  Mead, 
B.A»  M.R.A.S.     5f. 
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PLUTARCH'S  LireB.  Translated 
by  A.  Stewart,  M.A.,  and  George 
Long,  M.A.    4  vols.   31.  (id.  each. 

Morals.  Theosophical  Essays. 

Translated  by  C.  W.  King,  M.A. 

Morals.      Ethical    Essays. 

Translated  by  the  Rev.  A.  R. 
Shilletb,  M.A.    51. 

POETBY  OF  AIIERICA.  Se- 
lections  from  One  Hundred 
American  Poets,  from  1776  to 
1876.    By  W.  J.  Linton.    31. 6</. 

POLITIOAL  OYOLOP^DIA. 
A  Dictionary  of  Political,  Con- 
stitutional, Statistical,  and  Fo- 
rensic Knowledge;  forming  a 
Work  of  Reference  on  subjects  of 
Civil  Administration,  Political 
Economy,  Finance,  Commerce, 
La^s,  and  Social  Relations.  4 
vols.    31.  6(/.  each. 

POPE'S  Poetical  Works.  Edited, 
with  copious  Notes,  by  Robert 
Carruthers.  With  numerous  Illus- 
trations.    2  vols.    5j.  each. 

Homer's  Iliad.     Edited   by 

the  Rev.  J.  S.  Watson,  M.A. 
Illustrated  by  the  entire  Series  of 
Flaxman's  Designs.    5j. 

Homer's  Odyssey,  with  the 

Batth?  of  Frogs  and  Mice,  Hymns» 
&c.,  by  other  translators.  Edited 
by  the  Rev.  J.  S.  Watson,  M.A. 
With  the  entire  Scries  of  Flax- 
man's  Designs.    5^ 

Life,  including  many  of  his 

Letters.  By  Robert  Carruthers. 
With  numerous  Illustrations.    5j. 

POUSHKIN'S  Prose  Tal«i:  The 
Captain's  Daughter — Doubrovsky 
—  The  Queen  of  Spades  —  An 
Amateur  Peasant  Girl— -The  Shot 
—The  Snow  Storm— The  Post- 
master —  The  CoflSn  Maker  — 
Kirdjali— The  Egyptian  Nights- 
Peter  the  Great's  Negro.  Trans- 
lated by  T.  Keane.    lu  &/. 


PRBSSOOTT'S  Conquest  of 
Mexico.  Copyright  edition,  with 
the  notes  by  John  Foster  Kirk, 
and  an  introduction  by  G.  T. 
Winship.     3  vols.    3^.  6</.  each. 

Conquest  of  Peru.  Copyright 

edition,  with  the  notes  of  John 
Foster  Kirk.    2  vols.  3^.6^.  each. 

Reign   of    Ferdinand   and 

Isabella.  Copyright  edition, 
with  the  notes  of  John  Foster 
Kirk.    3  vols.     31.  &.  each. 

PROPERTIUS.  Translated  by 
Rev.  P.  J.  F.  Gantillon,  M.A^ 
and  accompanied  by  Poetical 
Versions,  from  various  sources. 
3J.6flr. 

PROVERBS,  Handbook  of.  Con- 
taining an  entire  Republication 
of  Ray's  Collection  of  English 
Proverbs,  with  his  additions  from 
Foreign  Languages  and  a  com- 
plete Alphabetical  Index ;  in  whidi 
are  introduced  large  additions  as 
well  of  Proverbs  as  of  Sayings^^ 
Sentences,  Maxims,  and  Phrases, 
collected  by  H.  G.  Bohn.     5j. 

PROVERBS,  A  Polyglot  of 
Foreign.  Comprising  French, 
Italian,  German,  Dutch,  Spanish, 
Portuguese,  and  Danish.  With 
English  Translations  &  a  General 
Index  by  H.  G.  Bohn,     5j. 

POTTERY  AND  PORCELAIN, 
and  other  Objects  of  Vertu.  Com- 
prising an  Illustrated  Catalc^e  of 
the  Bemal  Collection  of  Works 
of  Art,  with  the  prices  at  which 
they  were  sold  by  auction,  and 
names  of  the  possessors.  To  which 
are  added,  an  Introductory  Lecture 
on  Pottery  and  Porcelain,  and  an 
Engraved  List  of  all  the  known 
Marks  and  Monograms.  By  Henry 
G.  Bohn.  With  numerous  Wood 
Engravings,  5^. ;  or  with  Coloured 
Illustrations,  lar,  6rf. 
PROUT'S  (Father)  ReUques.  Col- 
lected and  arranged  by  Rev.  F. 
Mahony.  New  issue,  with  21 
Etchings  by  D.  Maclise,  R.A. 
Nearly  600  pages.     $j. 
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QUINTILIAN'S  InstttatM  of 
Qn^jorj,  or  Education  of  an 
Orator.  Translated  by  the  Rev. 
J.  S.  Watson,  M.A.  2  vols,  s^ 
each. 

BAOINB'S  (Jean)  Dramatio 
Works.  A  metrical  English  ver- 
sion. By  R.  Bruce  Boswell,  M.A. 
Oxon.    2  vols.    3i.  6d.  each. 

RANES'S  BlBtory  of  the  Popes, 
their  Church  and  State,  and  espe- 
cially of  their  Conflicts  with  Pro- 
testantism in  the  i6th  and  17th 
centuries.  Translated  by  £. 
Foster.    3  vols.    3/.  M  each. 

History  of  Servla  and  the 

Servian  Revolution.  With  an 
Account  of  the  Insurrection  in 
Bosnia.  Translated  by  Mrs.  Kerr. 

REOREATIOKS  InSHOOTINa. 
By  *  Craven.'  Wth  62  Engravings 
on  Wood  after  Harvey,  and  9 
Engravings  on  Steel,  chiefly  after 
A.  Cooper,  R.A.    5/. 

RESNNHI'S  Inseot  Arohiteoture. 
Revised  and  enlarged  by  Rev. 
J.  G.  Wood,  M.A.  With  186 
Woodcut  Illustrations.    51. 

REYNOLD'S  (Sir  J.)  Literary 
Works.  Edited  by  II.  W.  Be^hy. 
2  vols.     3x.  6^.  each. 

RIOAKDO  on  the  Principles  of 
Political  Economy  and  Taxa- 
tion. Edited  by£.C.K.  Conner, 
M.A.    5J. 

RIOHTER  (Jean  Paul  Frtedrioh). 
Levana,  a  Treatise  on  Education: 
together  with  the  Autobiography 
'z.  Fragment),  and  a  short  rre- 
atory  Memoir.     3^.  6d, 

—  Flower,  Fruit,  and  Thorn 
Pieces,  or  the  Wedded  life,  Death, 
md  Marriage  of  Firmian  Stanis- 

us  Siebenkaes,  Parish  Advocate 

1  the  Parish  of  Kuhschnapptel. 

fewly  translated  by  Lt. -Col.  Alex. 

idng.     3J.  6^. 


ROGER  DE  HOYEDEN'S  An- 
nals  of  English  History,  com- 
prising the  History  oi  England 
and  of  other  Countries  of  Europe 
from  A.D.  732  to  A.D.  1201. 
Translated  by  H.  T.  Riley,  M.A. 
2  vols.    5^.  each. 

ROGER  OF  WENDOYER'S 
Flowers  of  History,  comprising 
the  History  of  England  from  the 
Descent  oif  the  Saxons  to  A.D. 
1 235,  formerly  ascribed  to  Matthew 
Paris.  Translated  by  J.  A.  Giles, 
D.C.L.     2  vols.    51.  each. 

ROME  in  the  NINETEENTH 
CENTURY.  Containing  a  com- 
plete Account  of  the  Ruins  of  the 
Ancient  City,  the  Remains  of  the 
Middle  Ages,  and  the  Monuments 
of  Modem  Times.  By  C  A.  Eaton. 
With  34  Steel  Engravings.  2  vols. 
5/.  each. 

See  Burn  and  Dybr. 

ROSOOE'S  (W.)  Life  and  Ponti- 
floate  of  Leo  X.  Final  edition, 
revised  by  Thomas  Roscoe.  2 
vols.    3J»  6d,  each. 

Life  of  Lorenso  de'  Medlol, 

called  <the  Magnificent.'  Widi 
his  poems,  letters,  <!^c.  loth 
Edition,  revised,  with  Memoir  of 
Roscoe  by  his  Son.    31.  6d, 

RUSSIA.  History  of,  from  the 
earliest  Period,  compiled  from 
the  most  authentic  sources  by 
Walter  K.  Kelly.  With  Portraits. 
2  vols.    3J.  6d,  each. 

SALLUST,  FLORUS,  and  VEL- 
LEIUS  PATERCULUS. 
Translated  by  J.  S.Watson,  M.A. 

SCHILLER'S  Works.  Translated 
by  various  hands.  7  vols.  3;.  td, 
each: — 

I.— History  of  the  Thirty  Years' 
War. 
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II.— History  of  the  Rerolt  in  the 
Netherlands,  the  Trials  of 
Counts  £gm<mt  and  Horn, 
the  Si^e  of  Antwerp,  and 
the  Di^urbancesin  France 
preceding  the  Reign  of 
Henry  IV. 

ni.--Don  Carlos,  Mary  Stoart, 
Maid  of  Orleans,  Bride  of 
Messina,  together  with  the 
Use  of  the  Chorus  in 
Tragedy  (a  short  Essay). 
These  Dramas  are  all 
translated  in  metre. 

IV.— Robbers  ( with  Scluller's 
original  Preface),  Fiesco, 
Love  and  Intrigue,  De- 
metrius, Ghost  Seer,  Sport 
of  Divinity. 

The    Dramas   in    this 
volume  are  translated  into 
Prose, 
v.— Poems. 

VI.— Essaysyifistheticaland  Philo- 
sophical 
VII.— Wallenstein's    Camp,    Pic- 
colomini   and    Death  of 
Wallenstein,  William  Tell. 

SOHILLSB  and  GOBTHS. 
CarrespondeDce  between,  from 
A.D.  1794- 1805.  Translated  by 
L.  Dora  Scbmitz.  2  vols.  35.  6d. 
each. 

SCHLSGXIL'S  (F.)  LectQies  on 
the  Philosophy  of  Iilfe  and  the 
FhUoeophyofLangiiage.  Trans- 
lated by  the  Rev.  A.  J.  W.  Mor- 
rison, M.A.     3^.  6d. 

Ijeotuxes  on  the  History  of 

Uterataxe,  Ancient  and  Modem. 
Translatedfirom  the  German.  y,6a, 

Leotuxes  on  the  Philosophy 

of  SQstory.    Translated  by  J.  B. 
Robertson.    31.  6eU 

OHLE  GEL'S  IieotaxQS  on 
if odem  History,  together  with 
he  Lectures  entitled  Caesar  and 


Alexander,  and  The  Beginning  of 
our  History.  Translated  by  L. 
Purcell  and   R.   H.  Whitetock. 

—  iESsttaetlO  ^W\  ^K\a£*tA\tLr\a^vntt 

Works.  Translated  by  K.  J. 
Millington.    31.  6^ 

SOHLEGSL  (A.  W.>  Leotores 
on  DramaUo  Art  andUterature. 
Translated  by  J.  Black.  Revised 
Edition,  by  the  Rev.  A.  J.  W. 
Morrison,  M.A.     31.  6d. 

SGHOFBNHAUEB  on  the  i*our- 
fold  Boot  of  the  Principle  of 
Snffloient  Heason,  and  On  the 
Will  in  Natnra  Translated  by 
Madame  Hillebrand.     51. 

Essays.  Selected  and  Trans- 
lated. With  a  Biographical  Intro- 
duction and  Sketch  of  his  Philo- 
sophy, by  E.  Belfort  Bax.     5i. 

SOHOUWS  Earth,  Plants,  and 
Man.  Translated  by  A.  Henirey. 
^th  coloured  Map  of  the  Geo- 
graphy of  Plants.     5j. 

SCHUMANN  (Bobert).  His  Life 
and  Works,  by  August  Reissmann. 
Translated  by  A.  L.  Alger.  3f.6r/. 

Early  Letters.  Originally  pub- 

blished  by  his  Wife.  Translated 
by  May  Herbert.  With  a  Preface 
by    Sir   George    Grove,   D.C.L. 

SENEGA  on  Benefits.  Ne^y 
translated  by  A.  Stewart,  M.A. 

Minor  Essays  and  On  Ciem- 

eocy.  Translated  hf  A.  Stewart, 
M.A.     5J. 

SHAKESPEABE  DOCU- 
MENTS. Arranged  by  D.  H. 
Lambert,  B.A.     y,  6d, 

SHAKESPEABE'S  Dramatic 
Art.  The  History  and  Character 
of  Shakespeare's  Plays.  By  Dr. 
Hermann  Ulrici.  Translated  by 
L.  Dora  Scbmitz.  a  vols.  3^.  61^. 
each. 
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SHAKSSPEAKBS  (William).  A 
Literary  Biography  by  Karl  Eke, 
Ph.D.,  LL.D.  Translated  by 
L.  Dora  SchmitE.    5^. 

SHAKPZ  (S.)  The  History  of 
IQgypt,  from  the  Earliest  Times 
till  the  Conquest  by  the  Arabs, 
A.D.  640.  By  Samuel  Sharpe. 
2  Maps  and  upwards  of  400  Illus- 
trative  Woodcuts.  2  vols.  51.  each. 

SHEBIDAN'S  Dramatic  Works, 
Complete.    With  Life  by  G.  G.  S. 

SISMONDrS  History  of  the 
Iiiterature  of  the  South  01 
Europe.  Translated  by  Thomas 
Roscoe.    2  vols.    31.  &/.  each. 

SMITH'S  Synonyms  and  An- 
tonyms, or  Kindred  Words  and 
their  Oppoiltes.  Revised  Edi- 
tion.   5j. 

Synonyms    Dlsorimlnated. 

A  Dictionary  of  Synonymous 
Words  in  the  English  Language, 
showing  the  Accurate  signification 
of  words  of  similar  meaning. 
Edited  by  the  Rev.  H.  Percy 
Smithy  M.A.    6j. 

SMITH'S  (Adam)  Thd  Wealth  of 
Nations.  Edited  by  E.  Belfort 
Bax.    2  vols.     3^.  td*  each. 

Theory  of  Moral  Sentiments. 

With  a  Memoir  of  the  Author  by 
Dugaid  Stewart.    31. 6^. 

SMYTH'S  (Professor)  Leotoxes 
on  Modem  History.  2  vols. 
35.  61/.  each. 

SMYTH'S  (Professor)  Leotnres 
on  the  Frenoh  Revolution. 
2  vols.    3/.  (id,  each. 

SMITH'S  ( Pye )  Geology  and 
Scripture.    2nd  Edition.    5^. 

SMOLLETT'S  Adventures  ot 
Boderick  Random.  With  short 
Memoir  and  Bibliography,  and 
Cruikshank's  Illustrations.   31.6^. 


SMOLLETT'S  Adventures  oi 
Peregrine  Pickle.  With  Biblio- 
graphy and   Cruikshank's   Illus- 

.   trations.    2  vols.    3r.  6^.  each. 

The  Expedition  of  Hum- 
phry Clinker.  With  Bibliography 
and  Cruikshank's  Illustrations. 
3J.  6«^. 

SOOHATES  (sumamed  ^Soholas- 
ticusO.  The  Ecclesiastical  His- 
tory of  (A.D.  305-445).  Trandated 
from  the  Greek.    5x. 

SOPHOCLES,  The  Tragedies  of. 
A  New  Prose  Translation,  with 
Memoir,  Notes,  &c.,  by  E.  P. 
Coleridjje,  M.A.     Jy. 

SOUTH EY'S  Life  of  Nelson. 
With  Portraits,  Plans,  and  up- 
wards of  50  Engravings  on  Steel 
and  Wood.     5/. 

Life  of  Wesley,  and  the  Rise 

and  Progress  of  MeUiodism.    5;. 

Robert  Southey.    The  Story 

of  his  Life  written  in  his  Letters. 
Edited  by  John  Dennis.     3J.  td, 

SOZOMEN'S  Eoolesiastioal  His- 
tory.  Translated  from  the  Greek. 
Together  with  the  Ecclesiasti- 
cal History  of  Philostor- 
GIUS,  as  epitomised  by  Pbotius. 
Translated  by  Rev.  E.  Walford, 
M.A.     5. 

SPINOZA'S  Chief  Works.  Trans- 
lated, with  Introduction,by  R.H.M. 
Elwes.    2  vols.    5^.  each. 

STAKLET'S  Classified  Synopsis 
of  the  Principal  Painters  of  the 
Dutch  and  Flemish  Schools. 
By  George  Stanley.     55. 

STARLING'S  (Miss) Noble  Dec 
.  of  Women.     With  14  Steel  T 
gravings.     5;. 

STAUNTON'S  Ohess-Playe 
Handbook.    5^. 

Chess  Praxis.    A  Supplen 

to  the  Chess-player's  Handbo 
5^- 
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STAUNTON'S  Chess  -  player's 
Companion.  Comprising  a  Trea- 
tise on  Odds,  Collection  of  Match 
Games,  and  a  Selection  of  Original 
Problems.  51. 

Chegs  Tournament  of  1851. 

With  Introduction  and  Notes.   51. 

STOCKHABDT'S  Experimental 
Chemistry.  Edited  by  C.  W. 
Heaton,  F.C.S.     51. 

STOWS  (MrB.H.B.)nnd0  Tom's 
Cabin.    Illustrated.    3x.  M, 

STRABO'S  Oeography.  Trans- 
lated by  W.  Falconer,  M.A., 
and  H.  C.  Hamilton.  3  vols. 
55.  each. 

STBICKLAND'S  (Agnes)  Lives 
of  the  Queens  of  England,  from 
the  Norman  Conquest.  Revised 
Edition.  With  6  Portraits.  6  vols. 
5r.  each. 

lilfe  of  Mary  Queen  of  Scots. 

2  vols.    5^.  each. 
Lives  of  the  Tudor  and  Stuart 

Princesses.    With  Portraits.    Sj, 

STUABT  and  BEYETT'S  Anti- 
quities of  Athens,  and  other 
Monuments  of  Greece.  With  71 
Plates  engraved  on  Steel,  and 
numerous  Woodcut  Capitals.    55. 

SX7ETON1US'  Uves  of  the  Twelve 
Csesars  and  Lives  of  the  Gram- 
marians. Thomson's  translation, 
revised  by  T.  Forester.    51. 

SWIFT'S  Prose  Works.  Edited 
by  Temple  Scott.  With  a  Bio- 
graphical Introduction  by  the  Right 
Hon.  W.  E.  H.  Lecky,  M.P. 
With  Portraits  and  Facsimiles. 
12  vols.     35.  6</.  each. 

IVoU.L-X.  ready. 
L— A  Tale  of  a  Tub,  The  Battle 
of  the  Books,  and  other 
early  works.  Edited  by 
Temple  Scott.  With  a 
Biographical  Introduction 
by  W.  E.  H.  Lecky. 


Swift's  Prose  Works  continued, 

11.— The  Journal  to  Stella.  Edited 
by  Frederick  Ryland,M.A. 
With  2  Portraits  and  Fac- 
simile. 
III.  &  IV.— Writings  on  Religion  and 
the  Church, 
v.— Historical   and     Political 

Tracts  (English). 
VI.— The  Drapier's  Letters. 
With  facsimiles  of  Wood's 
Coinage,  &c. 
VII.— Historical     and      Political 

Tracts  (Irish). 
VIII.— Gulliver's  Travels.     Edited 
by  G.  R.  Dennis.     With 
Portrait  and  Maps. 
IX.— Contributions  to  Periodicals. 
X. — Historical  Writings. 
XL— Literary  Essays. 

[In  preparation, 
XII.— Index  and  Bibliography. 

[/«  preparation, 

TACITUS.  The  Works  oir.  Liter- 
ally translated.    2  vols.    5/.  each. 

TALES  OF  THE  GENII.  Trans- 
lated from  the  Persian  by  Sir 
Charles  Morell.  Numerous  Wood- 
cuts and  12  Steel  Engravings.   5^ . 

TASSO'S  Jerusalem  DeUvereoL 
Translated  into  English  Spenserian 
Verse  by  J.  H.  Wiffen.  With  8 
Engravings  on  Steel  and  24  Wood- 
cuts by  Thurston.    5;. 

TAYLOR'S  (Bishop  Jeremy) 
Holy  Uving  and  Dying.  3^.  6d, 

TEN  BBINK.— 5^«  Brink. 

TEBENOE  and  PHiEDBUS. 
Literally  translated  by  H.  T.  Riley, 
M.A.  To  which  is  added,  Smart's 
Metrical  Version  of  Phsedrus,    5?, 

THE0CBITX7S,  BION,  MOS- 
CHUS,  and  T YBTiBUS.  Liter- 
ally translated  by  the  Rev.  J. 
Banks,  M.A.  To  which  are  a-* 
pended  the  Metrical  Versions 
Chapman,     ^s. 
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An  Alphabetical  List  of  Books 


1 


THEODOBET  and  EVAaRTOS. 
Histories  of  the  Church  from  a.d. 
332  to  A.D.  427 ;  and  from  a.d. 
431  to  A.  D.  544.    Translatecl.    5j. 

THIERRY'S  History  of  the 
Conquest  of  EnglLand  by  the 
Normans.  Translated  by  Wil- 
liam Hazlitt.  2  vols.  3^.  6d,  each. 

THUCYDIDES.  The  PaLopon- 
neslanWar.  Literally  translated 
by  the  Rev.  H.  Dale.  2  vols. 
3J.  6d,  each. 

-. —  An  Analysis  and  Summary 
of.    By  J.  T.  Wheeler.     5 j. 

TSXJDIOHUM  (J.  L.  W.)  A  Trea- 
tise on  Wines.    Illustrated.    5^. 

URE'S  (Dr.  A.)  Gotten  Manufiao- 
ture  01  Great  Britain.  Edited 
by  P.  L.  Simmonds.  2  vols.  $s» 
each. 

Philosophy  of  Manulkotures. 

Edited  by  P.  L.  Simmonds.  7^.  6d, 

VASARI'S  Lives  of  the  most 
Eminent  Painters,  Sculptors, 
and  Archlteots.  Translated  by 
Mrs.  J.  Foster,  with  a  Commen- 
tary by  J.  P.  Richter,  Ph.D.  6 
vols.     3^.  6d,  each. 

VTRGIL.  A  Literal  Prose  Trans- 
lation by  A.  Hamilton  Bryce, 
LL.D.     With  Portrait     y.  6d. 

VOLTAIRE'S  Tales.  Translated 
by  R.  B.  BoswelL  Containing 
Bebouc,  Memnon,  Candide,  L'ln- 
g^nu,  and  other  Tales.     31,  6<^. 

WALTON'S  Complete  Angler. 
Edited  by  Edward  Jesse.  With 
Portrait  and  203  Engravings  on 
Wood  and  26  Engravings  on 
Steel.    SJ. 

Liyes  of  Donne,  Hooker,  fto. 

New  Edition  revised  by  A.  H. 
Bullen,  with  a  Memoir  of  Izaak 
Walton  by  Wm.  Dowling.  With 
numerous  Illustrations.    51. 

WELLINGTON,  Life  of.  By 'An 
Old  Soldier.*  From  the  materials 
of  Maxwell.  With  Index  and  18 
Steel  Engravings.      51. 


WELLINGTON,  Victories  of. 
See  Maxwell. 

WERNER'S  Templars  in 
Cyprus.  Translated  by  E.  A.  M. 
I^wis.    31.  6d, 

WESTROPP  (H.  M.)  A  Hand- 
book of  ArohflBOlogy,  Egyptian, 
Gre^,  Etrusoan,  Roman.  Illus- 
trated.   5^. 

WHITE'S  Natural  History  of 
Selbome.  With  Notes  by  Sir 
William  Jardine.  Edited  by  Ed- 
ward Jesse.  With  40  Portraits 
and  coloured  Plates.     $5, 

WHEATLEY^  A  Rational  Illus- 
tration of  the  Book  of  Common 
Prayer.    3^.  6d. 

WHEELER'S  Noted  Names  of 
Fiction,  Dictionary  of.    5^. 

WIESELER'S  Chronologioal 
Synopsis  of  the  Four  Gospels. 
Translated  by  the  Rev.  Canon 
Venables.     3^.  6</. 

WILLI  AMofMALMESSBURY'S 
Chronicle  of  the  Kings  of  Eng- 
land. Translated  by  the  Rev.  J. 
Sharpe.  Edited  by  J.  A.  Giles, 
D.C.L.     5  J. 

XENOPHON'S  Works.  Trans- 
lated by  the  Rev.  J.  S.  Watson, 
M.A,  and  the  Rev.  H.  Dale.   In 

.    3  vols.    5^.  each. 

YOUNG  (Arthur).  Travels  in 
France  during  the  years  1787, 
1788,  and  1789.  Edited  by 
M.  Betham  Edwards.    3^.  6d. 

Tour  in  Ireland,  with 

General  Observations  on  the  state 
of  the  country  during  the  years 
1776  -  79.  Edited  by  A.  W. 
Hutton.  With  Complete  Biblio- 
graphy by  J.  P.  Anderson,  and 
Map.     2  vols.    3J.  6d,  each. 

YTTLE-TIDE  STORIES.  A  Col- 
lection of  Scandinavian  and  North- 
German  Popular  Tales  and  Tra- 
ditions,  Edited  by  B.Thorpe.  51. 


■       THE  YORK   LIBRARY 

^  A  NEW  SERIES  OK.  REPRINTS  ON  THIN  PAPER. 

The  volumes  are  printed  in  a  handy  size  (6|  x  4 J  in.),  on 
thin  but  opaque  paper,  aud  are  simply  and 
I,  attractively  bound. 

Price,  in  cloth,  2S.  net  ;   in  leather,  3s.  net. 

.^  *  The  Yoik  Library  is  noticeable  by  reason  of  the  wisdom  and  int'elli- 

f*^  gence  displayed  in  the  choice   of  unhackneyed  classics.    ...  A  most 

attractive  series  of  reprints.  .  .  ..  The  size  and  style  of  the  volumes  are 

exactly  what  they  should  be.' — Bookman. 

*  These  books  should    find   their  way  to  every  home  that  owns  any 
[^  cultivation.'— iVi(?/^j  and  Queries. 

The  following  volumes  are  now  ready : 

CHARLOTTE  BRONTE'S  JANE  EYRE. 

^  BURNEY'S    EVELINA.       Edited,  with  an    Introduction  and 

Notes,  by  Annie  Raine  Ellis. 

BURNEY'S    CECILIA.       Edited   by   Annie    Raine   Ellis. 

2  vols. 

BURTON'S  ANATOMY  OF  MELANCHOLY.    Edited  by  the 
Rev.   A.   R.  Shili.eto,   M.A.,  with  Introduction  by  A.   H.  Bullen. 
>  3  vols. 

BURTON'S    (SIR      RICHARD)     PILGRIMAGE     TO     AL- 
MADINAH  AND  MECCAH.    With  Introduction  by  Stanley  Lane- 
i  Poole.    2  vols. 

!  CERVANTES'  DON  QUIXOTE.     MOTTEUX's  Translation,  re- 

I  vised.    With  Lockhakt's  Life  and  Notes.    2  vols.  • 

CLASSIC  TALES :  Johnson's  Rasselas,  Goldsmith's  Vicar 
of  Wakefield,     Sterne's    Sentimental    Journey,    Walpole's 
91  Castle  of  Otranto.    With  Introduction  by  C.  S.  Fearenside,  M.A. 

(  COLERIDGE'S  AIDS  TO  REFLECTION,  and  the  Confessions 

^  of  an  Inquiring  Spirit. 

i^  COLERIDGE'S    FRIEND.     A  series  of    Essays  on    Morals, 

Politics,  and  Religion. 

\  COLERIDGE'S  TABLE  TALK  AND  OMNIANA.    Arranged 

and  Edited  by  T.  Ashe,  B.A. 

DRAPER'S    HISTORY    OF    THE    INTELLECTUAL     DE- 
VELOPMENT OF  EUROPE.    2  vols. 

GEORGE  ELIOT'S  ADAM  BEDE. 

\  EMERSON'S   WORKS.     A  new  edition  in  5  volumes,  wit! 

i  T^t  edited  and  collated  by  George  Sampson. 

I  FIELDING'S  TOM  JONES.     2  vols. 

GASKELL'S  SYLVIA'S  LOVERS* 


The  York  'LiBVik^Y— continued, 

GESTA  ROMANORUM,  or  Entertaining  Moral  Stories  in- 
vented by  the  Monks.  Translated  frora»the  Latm  by  the  Rev.  Charles 
Swan.    Revised  edition,  by  Wynnard  Hooper,  M.A. 

GOETHE'S  FAUST.  Translated  by  Anna  Swanwick,  LL.D. 
Revised  edition,  with  an  Introduction  and  Bibliography  by  Karl  Breul, 
LittD.,  Ph.D. 

HAWTHORNE'S  TRANSFORMATION  (THE  Marble  Faun). 

IRVING'S  SKETCH  BOOK. 

JAMESON'S  SHAKESPEARE'S  HEROINES.  Characteris- 
tics of  Women  :  Moral,  Poetical,  and  Historical. 

LAMB'S  ESSAYS.  Including  the  Essays  of  Elia,  Last  Essays 
of  Elia,  and  Eliana. 

MARCUS  AURELIUS  ANTONINUS,  THE  THOUGHTS 
OF.  Translated  by  George  Long,  M.A,  With  an  Essay  on  Marcus 
Aurelius  by  Matthew  Arnold. 

MARRYAPS  MR.  MIDSHIPMAN  EASY.  With  8  Illustra- 
trations  by  E.  T.  Wheeler. 

MARRYAT'S  PETER  SIMPLE.  With  8  Illustrations  by  F.  A. 
Fraser. 

MONTAIGNE'S  ESSAYS.  Cotton's  translation.  Revised  by 
W.  C.  Hazlitt.    3  vols. 

MORE'S  UTOPIA.  With  the  Life  or  Sir  Thomas  More,  by 
William  Ropet,  and  his  Letters  to  Margaret  Roper  and  others^  Edited} 
.  with  Introduction  and  Notes,  by  George  Sampson.  [In  the  Press, 

OTLEY'S  RISE  OF  THE  DUTCH   REPUBLIC.     With  a 
Biographical  Introduction  by  Moncure  D.  Conway.    3  vols. 

LSCAL'S    THOUGHTS.      Translated  from  the  Text  of  M. 
AuousTE  MonNiER  by  C.  Kegan  Paul.    Third  edition. 

JtARCH'S  LIVES.     Translated,  with  Notes  and  a  Life  by 
Aubrey  Stewart,  M.A.,  and  George  Long,  M.A.    4  vols. 

GIFT'S  GULLIVER'S  TRAVELS.    Edited,  with  Introduction 
and  Notes,  by  G.  R.  Dennis,  with  facsimiles  of  the  original  illustrations. 

'IFT'S  JOURNAL  TO  STELLA.    Edited,  with  Introduction 
and  Notes,  by  F.  Ryland,  M.A. 

ILLOPE'S    THE    WARDEN.     With  an  Introduction  by 
''REDERic  Harrison. 

OLLOPE'S  BARCHESTER  TOWERS. 

OLLOPE'S  DR.  THORNE. 

OLLOPE'S  FRAMLEY  PARSONAGE. 

JLLOPE'S  SMALL  HOUSE  AT  ALLINGTON.    2  vols. 

OLLOPE'S  LAST  CHRONICLE  OF  BARSET.    2  vols. 

^HUR  YOUNG'S   TRAVELS    IN    FRANCE,    during  the 
«*s  1787.  1788,  and  1789.      Edited  with  Introduction  and  Notes,  by  M 
:am  Edwards. 

Other  Volutnes  are  in  Preparation^ 


BELL'S   HANDBOOKS 

OP 

THE   GREAT   MASTERS 

.     IN  PAINTING  AND  SCULPTURE. 
Edited  by  G.  C.  WILLIAMSON,  Litt.D. 
Post  8vo.    With  40  Illustrations  and  Photogravure  Frontispiece.  Ss,  net  each. 


T^  follffuting  VQhwtes  have  been  issued : 
BOTTICELLI.     By  A.  Streeter.    2nd  Edition. 
BRUNELLESCHL    By  Leader  Scott. 
CORREGGIO.    By  Selwyn  Brinton,  M.A.    2nd  Edition. 
CARLO   CRIVELLI.      By  G.  McNeil  Rushforth,  M.A. 
DELLA  ROBBIA.    By  the  Marchesa  Burlamacchi.    2nd  Edition. 
ANDREA  DEL  SARTO.    By  H.  Guinness.    2nd  Edition. 
DONATELLO.    By  Hope  Rea.    2nd  Edition. 
GERARD  DOU.     By  Dr.  W.  Martin.    Translated  by  Clara  Bell. 
GAUDENZIO  FERRARL    By  Ethel  Halsey. 
FRANCIA.    By  GEORGE  C.  Williamson,  Litt.D. 
GIORGIONE.    By  Herbert  Cook,  M.A. 
GIOTTO.    By  F.  Mason  Perkins. 
FRANS  HALS.    By  Gerald  S.  Davies,  M.A. 

BERNARDINO  LUINL  By  George  C.  Williamson,  Litt.D.  3rd  Edition. 
LEONARDO  DA  VINCL    By  Edward  McCurdy,  M.A. 
MANTEGNA.    By  Maud  Cruttwell. 
MEMLINC.    By  W.  H.  James  Weale. 
MICHEL  ANGELO.     By  Lord  Ronald  Sutherland  Gowbr,   M.A., 

F.S.A. 
PERUGINO.    By  G  C.  Williamson,  Litt.D.    2nd  Edition. 
PIERO  DELLA  FRANCESCA.     By  W.  G.  Waters,  M.A. 
PINTORICCHIO.    By  Evelyn  March  Phillipps. 
RAPHAEL.    By  H.  Strachey.    2nd  Edition. 
REMBRANDT.    By  Malcolm  Bell,    2nd  Edition. 

LUBENS.     By  Hope  Rea. 
LUCA  SIGNORELLI.    By  Maud  Cruttwell.    2nd  Edition. 

;0D0MA.    By  the  Contessa  Lorenzo  Priuli-Bon. 

TINTORETTO.    By  J.  B.  Stoughton  Holborn,  M.A. 

'^AN  DYCK,    By  Lionel  Cust,  M.V.O.,  F.S.A. 

'ELASQUEZ.    By  R.  A.  M.  Stevenson.    3rd  Edition. 

7ATTEAV.    By  Edgcumbe  Staley,  B.A. 

r/ILKIE.    By  Lord  Ronald  Sutherland  Gower,  M.A.,  F.S.A. 


THE 


CHISWICK  SHAKESPEARE. 

niustrtUtd  by  BYAM  SHAW. 
With  Introductions  and  Glossaries  by  JOHN  DENNIS. 


Printed  at  the  Chiswick  Press,  pott  8vo.,  price  i  j.  6^.  net  per  volume ; 
also  a  cheaper  edition,  \s,  net  per  volume ;  or  2j.  net  in  limp  leather ;  also 
a  few  copies,  on  Japanese  vellum,  to  be  sold  only  in  sets,  price  5^.  net  per 
volume. 

Now  Complete  in  39  Volumes, 

ALL'S  WELL  THAT  ENDS     LOVE'S  LABOUR'S  LOST. 


WELL. 
ANTONY  AND  CLEOPATRA. 
AS  YOU  LIKE  IT. 
COMEDY  OF  ERRORS. 
CORIOLANUS. 
CYMBELINE. 
HAMLET. 
JULIUS  C/ESAR. 
KING  HENRY  IV.     Part  I. 
KING  HENRY  IV.     Part  II. 
KING  HENRY  V. 
KING  HENRY  VL     Part  I. 
KING  HENRY  VI.    Part  II. 
KING  HENRY  VI.     Part  III. 
KING  HENRY  VIII. 
KING  JOHN. 
KING  LEAR. 
KING  RICHARD  IL 
KING  RICHARD  III. 


MACBETH. 

MEASURE  FOR  MEASURE. 

MERCHANT  OF  VENICE. 

MERRY  WIVES  OF  WINDSOR. 

MIDSUMMER-NIGHT'S  DREAM. 

MUCH  ADO  ABOUT  NOTHING. 

OTHELLO. 

PERICLES. 

ROMEO  AND  JULIET. 

THE  TAMING  OF  THE  SHREW. 

THE  TEMPEST. 

TIMON  OF  ATHENS. 

TITUS  ANDRONICUS. 

TROILUS  AND  CRESSIDA. 

TWELFTH  NIGHT. 

TWO  GENTLEMEN  OF  VERONA. 

WINTER'S  TALE. 

POEMS. 

SONNETS. 


'  A  fascinating  little  edition.'— iV<7^«f  and  Queries. 

*  A  cheap,  very  comely,  and  altogether  desirable  edition.' -^fyesimiHsigr  Gauite. 
But  a  few  years  ago  such  volumes  would  have  been  deemed  worthy  to  be  considered 
iditions  de  luxe.    To-day,  the  low  price  at  which  they  ars  offered  to  the  public  alone 
prevents  them  being  so  regarded.'— vy/iw/zV. 

'  Handy  in  shape  and  size^  wonderfully  cheap,  beautifully  printed  from  the  Cam- 
bridge text,  and  illustrated  quauitly  yet  admuably  by  Mr.  Bynm  Shaw,  we  have  nothing 
but  pr^se  for  it.  No  one  who  wants  a  good  and  convenient  Shakespeare — ^without 
excursuses,  disctursuses,  or  even  too  many  notes— can  do  better,  in  our  opinion,  than 
subscribe  to  this  issue :  which  is  saying  a  good  deal  in  these  days  of  cheap  reprints.'— 
Vanity  Fair, 

'What  we  like  about  these  elegant  booklets  is  the  attention  that  has  been  paid  to  the 
paper,  as  well  as  to  the  print  and  decoration ;  such  stout  laid  paper  will  last  for  ages. 
On  this  account  alone,  the  'Chiswick'  should  easily  be  first  among  pocket  Shidce- 
speares.*— PaZ?  Mall  GaxetU, 

*^j*  The  Chiswick  Shakespeare  may  also  he  had  bound  in  12  volumes, 
^  "  ^ilt  back,  price  36/.  net. 


(      a9 

Mew  Editl<m0,  foap.  8vo.  S«.  6d.  each  net 

THE    ALDINE    EDITION 

or  THB 

BRITISH     POETS. 

'This  exoQilent  edition  of  the  Bngliph  olassiofl,  with  their  complete  texts  and 
ieholarly  introdactions»  ore  somethinir  very  different  from  the  cheap  volnmes  of 
extracts  which  are  just  now  so  much  too  common.'— J3£.  James^t  Gazette, 

'An  excellent  series.    Small,  handy,  and  complete.'— Saturday  Reirisvo. 


AlLenslde.  Edited  by  Bev.  A.  Dyoe. 

Seattle.    Edited  by  Bev.  A.  Dyce. 

Blake.    Edited  by  W.  M.  BoeeettL 

BnmB.  Edited  by  Q.  A.  Aitken. 
Svob. 

Butler.  Edited  by  B.  B.  Johnaon. 
2  vols. 

Campbell.  Edited  by  His  Son- 
in-law,  the  lUnr.  A.  W.  EilL  With 
Memoir  by  W.  Allingham. 

Ohatterton.  Edited  by  the  Bey. 
W.  W.  Skeat,  M^    2  toIs. 

Ohauoer.  Editedby]>r.B.  Morris, 

with  Memoir  hy  Sir  H.  Ni6oIas.  6  vols. 

QhurohUl.  Edited  by  Jas.  Hannay. 
2  Tola. 

Coleridge.  Edited  by  T.  Ashe, 
B.A.    2Tok. 

CoUlns.  Edited  by  W.  Moy 
Thomas. 

Cowper.  Edited  by  John  Brace, 
RS-A.   8  vols. 

Dryden.  Edited  by  the  Bev.  B. 
Hooper,  M.A.    6to18.__ 

Goldsmith.  BeviMa  Edition  by 
Austin  Dobeon.    With  Portrait. 

Gray.  Edited  by  J.  Bradshaw, 
LI1.D. 

Herberi;.  Edited  by  tbe  Bev  A.  B. 
Grosart. 

Herrlok.  Edited  by  George 
Saintsbnry.    2  70I8. 

E^ats.  Edited  by  the  late  Lord 
Hong^hton. 


Khrka  White.  Edited,  with  a 
Memoir,  by  Sir  H.  Nicolas. 

Haton.  Edited  by  Dr.  Bradshaw. 
2to1s. 

Famell.    Edited  by  G.  A.  Aitken. 

Pope.  Edited  by  Q.  B.  Dennis. 
With  Memoir  by  John  Dennis.    Svols. 

Prior.  Edited  by  B.  B.  Johnson. 
2T0ia. 

Raleigh  and  Wotton.  With  Se- 
lections from  the  Writintrs  of  other 
OOUBTLY  POETS  from  1640  to  1950. 
Edited  by  Yen.  Arohdeaoon  Hannah, 
D.O.L. 

Bogera.  Edited  by  Edward  Bell, 
M.A. 

Soott  Edited  by  John  Dennis. 
5  vols. 

Shakespeare's  Poems.  Edited  by 
BoT.  A.  Dyce. 

SOielley.  Edited  by  H.  Buxton 
Forman.    5  vols. 

Spenser.  Edited  by  J.  Payne  Col- 
lier.   5  vols. 

Surrey.    Edited  by  J.  Teowell. 

Swift     Edited   by   the   Bey.   J. 

Mitford.    StoIs. 
Thomson.    Edited  by  the  Bev.  D. 

0.  Torey.    2  vols. 

Vaughan.    Sacred  Poems  and 

Pions  Ejacnlationfl.      Edited  by  the 
Bev.  H.Iiyte. 

Wordsworth.      Edited    by  Prof. 

Dowden.    7  vols. 
Wyatt    Edited  by  J.  leowell. 

Young.  2  vols.  Edited  by  the 
Bev.  J.  Mitford. 


THE    ALL-BNGLAND    SERIES. 

HANDBOOKS  OP  ATHLETIC  GAMES. 

Tli«  only  SerlM  tasued  at  a  moderate  price,  by  Writers  who  are  In 
the  flret  rank  In  their  respective  departments. 

-  'The  best  inatnution  on  games  and  sports  by  the  best  antborities,  at  the  lowest 
prioee.'— Oa/ord  MtnagiM, 

SmaO  8to.  doth,  lUns^ted.    Price  U,  each. 


Cricket.    By  Fbed  C,  Holland. 
Cricket    By  the  Hon.  and  Bev. 

B.  LTTTK.TOir. 

Croquet    By  Lieat-GoL  the  Hon. 

Lawn  Temil«.     By   H.  W.  W. 

WiLBEBFOBCS.    With  a  Chapter  for 

Ladies,  hy  Mrs.  Hilltard. 
Squash  Tennis.    By  Eustack  H. 

Miles.    Donble  voL    2s. 
Tennis  and  Ilaokets  and  Fiyes. 

By  JuLZAK  Marshall,  Major  J.  Snirs, 

and  BeT.  J.  A,  Ajelsav  Tait. 
Ooir.      By   H.    S.    C.    Etssabd. 

Double  Tol.    2«. 
Rowing  and  Sculling.     By  Got 

BlXON. 

Rowing  and  ScuUing.    By  W.  B. 

WOODOATl. 

Sailing.  By  E.  F.  Erxciht,  dhl.ToL  3f . 
Swimming.    By  Mabtin  and  J. 
,  Hacstsb  Oobbxtt. 
Camping  out    By  A.  A.  Maodon- 

KLL.    Double  ToL    as. 
Canoeing.    By  Dr.  J.  D.  Hatwaad. 

Double  ToL    8s. 
Mountaineering.    By  Dr.  Clauds 

WUiSOV.    Double  toI.    2m, 
Athletics.    By  H.  H.  ORinnN. 
Riding.     By  W.  A.  Esbb,   V.C. 

Double  voL   2s. 
Ladles' Riding.  By  W.A.EEBB,y.C. 
Bozinc.  By  B.  G.  Allanson- Winn. 
With  Prefatory  Kote  by  Bat  Mnllins. 


Fencing.   By  H.A.ColkobsDunn. 
Cycling.  ByH.H.GBxniN,LJL.C., 

N.O.U.,  O.T.O.    With  a  Obapt^r  for 

Ladies,  by  Miss  Aosxs  Wood.  Donble 

vol.    2e. 
Wrestling.     By  Walteb  Abk- 

STROH0.    New  Edition. 
Broadsword     and     Singlestick. 

By  R.  G.  Allatson-Wihk  and  0.  Phil- 

LIPPB-WOLLIT. 

Gymnastics.     By  A.  F.  Jenxir. 

Double  yol.  2s. 
Gynmastlo  Competition  and  pis- 

play  Exercises.     Compiled  by 

7.  Gray. 
Indian  Clubs.    By  G.  T.  B.  Cob- 

BKTT  and  A.  F.  Jkvxiv. 
Dumb-bells.    By  F.  Gbaf. 
Football  —  Rugby    Game.      By 

Harrt  Vassall. 
Football— Assoolalion  Game.  By 

0.  W.  Aloock.    Revised  Edition, 
Hockey.     By   F.    S.    Cbbswxll. 

New  Edition. 

Skating.     By    Douglas     Adams. 

With  a  Chapter  for  Ladies,  by  Miss  L. 

Obbbtham,  and  a  Chapter  on  Speed 

Skatini?,  by  a  Fen  Skater.  DbL  toI.  2s. 
BosebaU.    By  Newton  Crane. 
Rounders,  Fleldball,  Bowls, 

Quoits,  Curling,  Skittles,   Ao. 

By  J.  M.  Walkbr  and  0.  0.  More. 
Dancing.      By  Edwabd  Scott. 

Double  vol.    2s. 


THE  CLUB  8EBIE8  OF  CARD  AND  TABLE  GAMES. 

'  No  well'reffnlated  olnb  or  connby  house  should  be  without  this  useful  series  of  books. 
«     «  ---    '  -b,iu 


Smsll  8yo.  oloth,  iUostrated.     Price  Is.  each. 


Globs. 


Bridge.  By  *Templab,* 
Whlat  By  Dr.  Wm.  Pole,  F.  K  S. 
Solo  Whist  ByBoBBBTF.GsxEN. 
Billiards.     By  Major-Gen.  A.  W. 

Dratsok,  F.B.A.8.    With  a  Prefsoe 

by  W.  J.  PeaU. 
Hints   on   Billiards.      By  J.  P. 

B0CHAKAW.     Dou1;Ie  vol.    28. 

Chess.    By  Bobebt  F.  Green. 
e  Two-Move  Chess  Problem. 
{y  B.  G.  Laws. 

ess  Openings.  By  I.  Gunsbbbg. 
aughts  and  Backgammon. 
^»  •  Bbrkbibt.* 
end  and  Go  Bang. 
Dbreelbt.' 


Dominoes  and  Solitaire. 

By  •  Bbrkblbt,' 
B^zique  and  Cribbage. 

By '  Bbrxbley.' 
l£oart6  and  Suohre. 

By  •  Bessxlkt.' 
Piquet  and  Rubicon  Piquet 

By  •  fiXRKSLET.' 

Skat    By  Louis  Duihl. 

V  A  Skat  Sooring-book    Is. 

Round  Games,  including  ^ok 
Napoleon,  Loo,  Vin^rt-et-un,  fto. 
Baxter- Wbat. 

Parlour  and  Playground  Gtamc 
By  Mrs.  Laubxscb  Goxasx, 


BELL'S  CATHEDRAL  SERIES. 

Profusely  lllusiraiedy  clofk,  crown  Zvo,   is,  6d,  net  each. 

■  ENGLISH  CATHEDRALS.    An  Itinerary  and  Description.    Compiled  by  JamIes  tj. 

Gilchrist,  A.M  ,   M.D.     Revised  and  edited  with  an  Introduction  on  Cathedral 
Architecture  by  the  Rev.  T.  Perkins,  M.A.,  F.R.A.S. 

BANGOR.    By  P.  B.  Ironside  Bax. 

BRISTOL.    By  H.  J.  L.  J.  Mass6,  MA. 

CANTERBURY.    By  Hartley  Withers,    sih  Edition. 

CARLISLE.    By  C.  King  Eley. 

CHESTER.    By  Charles  Hiatt.    3'd  Edition. 

CHICHESTER.    By  H.  C.  Corlette,  A.R,I.B.A.    and  Edition. 
,  DURHAM.    ByJ.  E.  Btgate,  A.R.C.A.    3rd  Edition. 

ELY.    By  Rev,  W.  D.  Swreting,  M.A.    2nd  Edition. 

EXETER.    By  Percy  Addlbshaw,  B.A.    snd  Edition,  revised. 

GLOUCESTER.     By  H.  J.  L  J.  Mass6,  M.A.    3rd  Edition. 

HEREFORD.    By  A.  Hugh  Fisher,  A.R.E.    2nd  Edition,  revised. 

LICHFIELD.    By  A.  B.  Clifton,    and  Edition. 

LINCOLN.    By  A.  F.  Kendrick,  B.A.    3rd  Edition. 

MANCHESTER.    By  Rev.  T.  Perkins,  M.A. 

NORWICH.    By  C.  H.  B.  Qubnnell.    2nd  Edition. 

OXFORD.    By  Rev,  Percy  Dearmbr,  M.A.    and  Edition,  revised. 

PETERBOROUGH.    By  Rev.  W.  D.  Sweeting,    and  Edition,  revised. 

RIPON.    By  Cecil  Hallett,  B.A. 

ROCHESTER.    By  G.  H.  Palmer,  B.A.    and  Edition,  revised. 

ST.  ALBANS.    By  Rov.  T.  Perkins,  M.A. 

ST.  ASAPH.    By  P.  B.  Ironside  Bax. 

ST.  DAVID'S.    By  Philip  Robson,  A.R.I.B.A. 

ST.  PATRICK'S,  DUBLIN.    By  Rev.  J.  H.Bernard*  M.A.,D.D.    and  Edition. 

ST.  PAUL'S.    By  Rev.  Arthur  Dimock,  M.A.    3rd  Edition,  revised. 
>'  ST.  SAVIOUR'S,  SOUTHWARK.    By  George  Worley. 

SALISBURY.    By  Gleeson  White.    3rd  Edition,  revised. 

SOUTHWELL.    By  Rev.  Arthur  Dimock,  M.A.    and  Edition,  revised. 

WELLS.    By  Rev.  Percy  Dearmer,  M.A.    3rd  Edition. 

WINCHESTER.    By  P.  W.  Sergeant.    3rd  Edition. 

WORCESTER.    By  £.  F.  Strange,    and  Edition. 

YORK.    By  A.  Clutton-Brock,  M.A.    3rd  Edition. 

Uniform  with  about  SerUs,    Now  ready,    is.  6d,  tut  gack. 
.  ST.    MARTIN'S   CHURCH,   CANTERBURY.      By  the  Rev.  Canon   Routlbdgb, 

|e  M.A.,  F.S.A. 

BEVERLEY  MINSTER.     By  Charles  Hiatt. 
^  WIMBORNE    MINSTER    and    CHRlSTCHtJRCH    PRIORY.      By   the   Rev.  T. 

Perkins   "JA  A 
TEWKESBURY  ABBEY  AND  DEERHURST  PRIORY.   By  H.  J.  L.  J.  Mass^  M.A. 
^  BATH  ABBEY,  MALMESBURY  ABBEY,  and  BRADFORD-ON-AVON  CHUP'^*' 

I  By  Rev.  T.  Perkins,  M.A. 

I  WES1*MINSTER  ABBEY.    By  Charles  Hiatt. 

I  STRATFORD-ON-AVON  CHURCH.     By  Harold  Baker. 

^  BELL'5    HANDBOOKS    TO    CONTINENTAL    CHURCHF 

Profusely  Illustrated,    Crown  8w,  cloth,  2s,  6d,  net  each, 
4  AMIENS     By  the  Rev.  T.  Perkins,  M.A. 

BAYEUX.    By  the  Rev.  R.  S.  Mylnk. 

CHARTRES  :  The  Cathedral  and  Other  Churches.    By  H.  J.  L.  J.  MASSi,  M.A. 
MONT  ST.  MICHEL.    By  H.  J.  L.  J.  Mass^  M.A. 
PARIS  (NOTRE-DAME).    By  Charles  Hiatt. 
ROUEN  :  The  Cathedral  and  Other  Churches.  By  the  Rev.  T.  Perkins,  M./ 
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The  Best  Practical  Working  Dictionary  of  tlie 
Ensrlisii  Languasre. 


WEBSTER'S 
£         INTERNATIONAL 
i  DICTIONARY. 

»1     2348  PAGES.       5000  ILLUSTRATIONS. 


NEW  EDITION,  REVISED  THROUGHOUT  WITH  A 
<»  NEW  SUPPLEMENT  OF  25,000  ADDITIONAL 

£t.  WORDS  AND  PHRASES. 


3,  The  Appendices  comprise  a   Pronouncmg  Gazetteer  of  the  World, 

S  Vocabularies  of  Scripture,   Greek,   Latin,  and  English  Proper  Names, 

^         a  Dictionary  of  the  Noted  Names  of  Fiction,  a  Brief  History  of  the 
English  Language,  a  Dictionary  of  Foreign  Quotations,  Words,  Phrases, 
^         Proverbs,  &c.,  a  Biographical  Dictionary  with  10,000  names,  &c.,  &c. 

tt  

jl  Dr.  MURRAY,  Editor  of  the  *  Oxford  Engluh  Dictumary^   sajrs :— '  In  this  its 

^  latest  form,  and  with  its  large  Supplement  and  numerous  appendices,  it  is  a  wonderful 

£  .        volume,  which  well  maintains  its  ground  against  all  rivals  on  its  own  lines.    The  '  defini- 
tions,' or  more  properly,  '  explanations  of  meaning '  in  *  Webster '  have  always  struck  me 
X  as  particularly  terse  and  well-put ;  and  it  b  hard  to  see  how  anything  better  could  be 

done  within  the  limits.' 

Professor  JOSEPH  IVRIOHT,  M.A.,  Ph.D.,  D.G.I>j,  LI>.D.,  Editor  oj 
ike  '  English  Dialect  Dictionary*  says; — *  The  new  edition  of  "  Webster's  International 
Dictionary  "  is  undoubtedly  the  most  useful  and  reliable  work  of  its  kind  in  any  country. 
No  one  who  has  not  examined  the  work  carefully  would  believe  that  such  a  vast  amount 

*  of  lexicographical  information  could  possibly  be  found  within  so  small  a  compass.' 
Profesflor  A.  H.  SATCE,  LL.D.,  D.D.,  says:— 'It  is  indeed  a  marvellous 

]  work  ;  it  is  difficult  to  conceive  of  a  Dictionary  more  exhaustive  and  complete.    Every- 

i  thing  is  in  it — not  only  what  we  might  expect  to  find  in  such  a  work,  but  also  what  few 

I  of  us  would  ever  have  thought  of  looking  for.' 

,  Rev.  JOSEPH  WOOD,  D.D.,  Head  Master  qf  Harrow^  says :—'  I  have  always 

*  thought  very  highly  of  its  merits.  Indeed,  I  consider  it  to  be  far  the  most  accurate 
English  Dictionary  in  existence,  and  much  more  reliable  than  the  "Century."  For 
daily  and  hourly  reference,  "  Webster  '*  seems  to  me  unrivalled.' 

Prospectuses^  with  Prices  and  Specimen  Pa^esy  on  Applicaiion, 


LONDON :  GEORGE  BELL  6*  SONS,  YORK  HOUSE, 
PORTUGAL  STREET,  W.C. 

-«,coo.  S.  &S.  ZX.06. 
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